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Mill  on  the  Floss 

WHEAT  AND   TARES 
CHAPTER  I 

IN    THE   RED   DEEPS 

THE  family  sitting-room  was  a  long  room 
with  a  window  at  each  end;  one  looking 
towards  the  croft  and  along  the  Ripple 
to  the  banks  of  the  Floss,  the  other  into  the  mill- 
yard.  Maggie  was  sitting  with  her  work  against 
the  latter  window  when  she  saw  Mr.  Wakem 
entering  the  yard,  as  usual,  on  his  fine  black 
horse;  but  not  alone,  as  usual.  Some  one  was 
with  hun,  —  a  figure  in  a  cloak,  on  a  handsome 
pony.  Maggie  had  hardly  time  to  feel  that  it 
was  Philip  come  back,  before  they  were  in  front 
of  the  window,  and  he  was  raising  his  hat  to  her; 
while  his  father,  catching  the  movement  by  a 
side-glance,  looked  sharply  round  at  them  both. 
Maggie  hurried  aw^ay  from  the  window  and 
carried  her  work  upstairs ;  for  JMr.  Wakem  some- 
times came  in  and  inspected  the  books,  and  Mag- 
gie felt  that  the  meeting  with  Philip  would  be 
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robbed  of  all  pleasure  in  the  presence  of  the  two 
fathers.  Some  day,  perhaps,  she  should  see  him 
when  they  could  just  shake  hands,  and  she  could 
tell  him  that  she  remembered  his  goodness  to 
Tom,  and  the  things  he  had  said  to  her  in  the  old 
days,  though  they  could  never  be  friends  any 
more.-  It  was  not  at  all  agitating  to  JMaggie  to 
see  Philip  again ;  she  retained  her  childish  grati- 
tude and  pity  towards  him,  and  remembered  his 
cleverness,  and  in  the  early  weeks  of  her  loneli- 
ness she  had  continually  recalled  the  image  of 
him  among  the  people  who  had  been  kind  to  her 
in  life;  often  wishing  she  had  him  for  a  brother 
and  a  teacher,  as  they  had  fancied  it  might  have 
been,  in  their  talk  together.  But  that  sort  of 
wishing  had  been  banished  along  ^Wth  other 
dreams  that  savoured  of  seeking  her  own  will; 
and  she  thought,  besides,  that  Philip  might  be 
altered  by  his  life  abroad,  —  he  might  have  be- 
come worldly,  and  really  not  care  about  her 
saying  anything  to  him  now.  And  yet,  his  face 
was  wonderfully  little  altered,  —  it  was  only  a 
larger,  more  manly  copy  of  the  pale  small- 
featured  boy's  face,  with  the  gray  eyes,  and  the 
boj^ish  waving  brown  hair:  there  was  the  old 
deformity  to  awaken  the  old  pity;  and  after  all 
her  meditations,  JMaggie  felt  that  she  really 
should  like  to  say  a  few  words  to  him.  He 
mi  gilt  still  be  melancholy,  as  he  always  used  to 
be,  and  like  lier  to  look  at  him  kindly.  She 
wondered  if  he  remembered  how  he  used  to  like 
her  eyes;  with  that  thought  Maggie  glanced 
towards  the  square  looking-glass  which  was  con- 
demned to  hang  with  its  face  towards  the  wall, 
and  she  half  started  from  her  seat  to  reach  it 
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down;  but  she  checked  herself  and  snatched  up 
her  work,  trying  to  repress  the  rising  wishes  by 
forcing  her  memory  to  recall  snatches  of  hymns, 
until  she  saw  Philip  and  his  father  returning 
along  the  road,  and  she  could  go  down  again. 

It  was  far  on  in  June  now,  and  Maggie  was 
inclined  to  lengthen  the  daily  walk  which  was 
her  one  indulgence;  but  this  day  and  the  fol- 
lowing she  was  so  busy  with  work  which  must 
be  finished  that  she  never  went  beyond  the  gate, 
and  satisfied  her  need  of  the  open  air  by  sit- 
ting out  of  doors.  One  of  her  frequent  walks, 
when  she  was  not  obliged  to  go  to  St.  Ogg's, 
was  to  a  spot  that  lay  beyond  what  was  called 
the  "  Hill,"  —  an  insignificant  rise  of  ground 
crowned  by  trees,  lying  along  the  side  of  the 
road  which  ran  by  the  gates  of  Dorlcote  Mill. 
Insignificant  I  call  it,  because  in  height  it  was 
hardly  more  than  a  bank;  but  there  may  come 
moments  when  Nature  makes  a  mere  bank  a 
means  towards  a  fateful  result,  and  that  is  why 
I  ask  you  to  imagine  this  high  bank  crowned 
with  trees,  making  an  uneven  wall  for  some 
quarter  of  a  mile  along  the  left  side  of  Dorlcote 
Mill  and  the  pleasant  fields  behind  it,  bounded 
by  the  murmuring  Ripple.  Just  where  this  line 
of  bank  sloped  down  again  to  the  level,  a  by- 
road turned  off^  and  led  to  the  other  side  of  the 
rise,  where  it  was  broken  into  very  capricious 
hollows  and  mounds  by  the  working  of  an  ex- 
hausted stone-quarry,  —  so  long  exhausted  that 
both  mounds  and  hollows  were  now  clothed  with 
brambles  and  trees,  and  here  and  there  by  a 
stretch  of  grass  which  a  few  sheep  kept  close- 
nibbled.    In  her  childish  days  Maggie  held  tliis 
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place,  called  the  Red  Deeps,  in  very  great  awe, 
and  needed  all  her  confidence  in  Tom's  bravery 
to  reconcile  her  to  an  excursion  thither,  —  visions 
of  robbers  and  fierce  animals  haunting  every 
hollow.  But  now  it  had  the  charm  for  her  which 
any  broken  ground,  any  mimic  rock  and  ravine, 
have  for  the  eyes  that  rest  habitually  on  the 
level;  especially  in  summer,  when  she  could  sit 
on  a  grassy  hollow  under  the  shadow  of  a  branch- 
ing ash,  stooping  aslant  from  the  steep  above 
her,  and  listen  to  the  hum  of  insects,  like  tiniest 
bells  on  the  garment  of  Silence,  or  see  the  sun- 
light piercing  the  distant  boughs,  as  if  to  chase 
and  drive  home  the  truant  heavenly  blue  of  the 
wild  hyacinths.  In  this  June  time,  too,  the  dog- 
roses  were  in  their  glory,  and  that  was  an  addi- 
tional reason  why  Maggie  should  direct  her 
walk  to  the  Red  Deeps,  rather  than  to  any  other 
spot,  on  the  first  day  she  was  free  to  wander  at 
her  will,  —  a  pleasure  she  loved  so  well  that 
sometimes,  in  her  ardours  of  renunciation,  she 
thought  she  ought  to  deny  herself  the  frequent 
indulgence  in  it. 

You  may  see  her  now,  as  she  walks  down  the 
favourite  turning,  and  enters  the  Deeps  by  a 
narrow  path  through  a  group  of  Scotch  firs,  — 
her  tall  figure  and  old  lavender  gown  visible 
through  an  hereditary  black  silk  shawl  of  some 
wide-meshed  net-like  material;  and  now  she  is 
sure  of  being  unseen,  she  takes  off  her  bonnet 
and  ties  it  over  her  arm.  One  would  certainly 
suppose  her  to  be  farther  on  in  life  than  her 
seventcentli  year,  —  perhaps  because  of  the 
slow  resigned  sadness  of  the  glance,  from  which 
all  search  and  unrest  seem  to  have  departed,  per- 
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haps  because  her  broad-chested  figure  has  the 
mould  of  early  womanhood.  Youth  and  health 
have  withstood  well  the  involuntary  and  volun- 
tary hardships  of  her  lot,  and  the  nights  in  which 
she  has  lain  on  the  hard  floor  for  a  penance  have 
left  no  obvious  trace;  the  eyes  are  liquid,  the 
brown  cheek  is  firm  and  rounded,  the  full  lips 
are  red.  With  her  dark  colouring  and  jet 
crown  surmounting  her  tall  figure,  she  seems  to 
have  a  sort  of  kinship  with  the  grand  Scotch  firs, 
at  which  she  is  looking  up  as  if  she  loved  them 
well.  Yet  one  has  a  sense  of  uneasiness  in  look- 
ing at  her,  —  a  sense  of  opposing  elements,  of 
which  a  fierce  collision  is  imminent :  surely  there 
is  a  hushed  expression,  such  as  one  often  sees 
in  older  faces  under  borderless  caps,  out  of  keep- 
ing with  the  resistant  youth,  which  one  expects 
to  flash  out  in  a  sudden,  passionate  glance,  that 
will  dissipate  all  the  quietude,  like  a  damp  fire 
leaping  out  again  when  all  seemed  safe. 

But  IMaggie  herself  was  not  uneasy  at  this 
moment.  She  was  calmly  enjoying  the  free  air, 
while  she  looked  up  at  the  old  fir-trees,  and 
thought  that  those  broken  ends  of  branches  were 
the  records  of  past  storms,  which  had  only  made 
the  red  stems  soar  higher.  But  while  her  eyes 
were  still  turned  upward,  she  became  conscious 
of  a  moving  shadow  cast  by  the  evening  sun  on 
the  grassy  path  before  her,  and  looked  down 
with  a  startled  gesture  to  see  Philip  Wakem, 
who  first  raised  his  hat,  and  then,  blushing 
deeply,  came  forward  to  her  and  put  out  his 
hand.  Maggie,  too,  coloured  with  surprise, 
w^hich  soon  gave  way  to  pleasure.  She  put  out 
her  hand  and  looked  down  at  the  deformed 
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figure  before  her  with  frank  eyes,  filled  for  the 
moment  with  nothing  but  the  memory  of  her 
child's  feelings,  —  a  memory  that  was  always 
strong  in  her.     She  was  the  first  to  speak. 

"  You  startled  me,"  she  said,  smiling  faintly; 
"  I  never  meet  any  one  here.  How  came  you  to 
be  walking  here?    Did  you  come  to  meet  me?  " 

It  was  impossible  not  to  perceive  that  Maggie 
felt  herself  a  child  again. 

"Yes,  I  did,"  said  Philip,  still  embarrassed: 
"  I  wished  to  see  j^ou  very  much.  I  watched  a 
long  while  yesterday  on  the  bank  near  your 
house  to  see  if  you  would  come  out,  but  you 
never  came.  Then  I  watched  again  to-day; 
and  when  I  saw  the  w^ay  you  took,  I  kept  you 
in  sight  and.  came  down  the  bank,  behind  there. 
I  hope  you  will  not  be  displeased  with  me." 

"  No,"  said  Maggie,  with  simple  seriousness, 
walking  on  as  if  she  meant  Philip  to  accompany 
her,  "  I  'm  very  glad  you  came,  for  I  wished 
very  much  to  have  an  opportmiity  of  speaking 
to  you.  I  've  never  forgotten  how  good  you 
were  long  ago  to  Tom,  and  me  too;  but  I  was 
not  sure  that  you  would  remember  us  so  well. 
Tom  and  I  have  had  a  great  deal  of  trouble  since 
then,  and  I  think  that  makes  one  think  more  of 
what  happened  before  the  trouble  came." 

"  I  can't  believe  that  you  have  thought  of  me 
so  much  as  I  have  thought  of  you,"  said  Philip, 
timidly.  "Do  you  know,  when  I  was  away,  I 
made  a  picture  of  you  as  you  looked  that  morn- 
ing in  the  study  when  you  said  you  would  not 
forget  me." 

Philip  drew  a  large  miniature-case  from  his 
pocket,  and  opened  it.    Maggie  saw  her  old  self 
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leaning  on  a  table,  with  her  black  locks  hanging 
down  behind  her  ears,  looking  into  space  with 
strange,  dreamy  eyes.  It  was  a  water-colour 
sketch,  of  real  merit  as  a  portrait. 

"  Oh  dear,"  said  Maggie,  smiling,  and  flushed 
with  pleasure,  "what  a  queer  little  girl  I  was! 
I  remember  myself  with  my  hair  in  that  way, 
in  that  pink  frock.  I  really  was  like  a  gypsy. 
I  dare  say  I  am  now,"  she  added,  after  a  little 
pause ;  "  am  I  like  what  you  expected  me  to  be  ? " 

The  words  might  have  been  those  of  a  co- 
quette, but  the  full  bright  glance  Maggie 
turned  on  Philip  was  not  that  of  a  coquette.  She 
really  did  hope  he  liked  her  face  as  it  was  now, 
but  it  was  simply  the  rising  again  of  her  innate 
delight  in  admiration  and  love.  Philip  met  her 
eyes  and  looked  at  her  in  silence  for  a  long  mo- 
ment, before  he  said  quietly,   "  No,  Maggie." 

The  light  died  out  a  little  from  INIaggie's  face, 
and  there  was  a  slight  trembling  of  the  lip.  Her 
eyelids  fell  lower,  but  she  did  not  turn  away  her 
head,  and  Philip  continued  to  look  at  her.  Then 
he  said  slowly,  — 

"  You  are  verj^  much  more  beautiful  than  I 
thought  you  would  be." 

"Am  I?"  said  Maggie,  the  pleasure  return- 
ing in  a  deeper  flush.  She  turned  her  face  away 
from  him  and  took  some  steps,  looking  straight 
before  her  in  silence,  as  if  she  were  adjusting  her 
consciousness  to  this  new^  idea.  Girls  are  so 
accustomed  to  think  of  dress  as  the  main  ground 
of  vanity,  that,  in  abstaining  from  the  looking- 
glass,  Maggie  had  thought  more  of  abandoning 
all  care  for  adornment  than  of  renouncing  the 
contemplation  of  her  face.     Comparing  herself 
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with  elegant,  wealth}^  young  ladies,  it  had  not 
occurred  to  her  that  she  could  produce  any  effect 
^dth  her  person.  Philip  seemed  to  like  the 
silence  well.  He  walked  by  her  side,  watching 
her  face,  as  if  that  sight  left  no  room  for  any 
other  wish.  They  had  passed  from  among  the 
fir-trees,  and  had  now  come  to  a  green  hollow 
almost  surrounded  by  an  amphitheatre  of  the 
pale  pink  dog-roses.  But  as  the  light  about 
them  had  brightened,  Maggie's  face  had  lost  its 
glow.  She  stood  still  when  they  were  in  the 
hollows,  and,  looking  at  Philip  again,  she  said, 
in  a  serious,  sad  voice,  — 

"  I  wish  we  could  have  been  friends  —  I 
mean,  if  it  would  have  been  good  and  right  for 
us.  But  that  is  the  trial  I  have  to  bear  in  every- 
thing: I  may  not  keep  anything  I  used  to  love 
when  I  was  little.  The  old  books  went;  and 
Tom  is  different  —  and  my  father.  It  is  like 
death.  I  must  part  with  everything  I  cared 
for  when  I  was  a  child.  And  I  must  part  with 
you :  we  must  never  take  any  notice  of  each 
other  again.  That  was  what  I  wanted  to  speak 
to  you  For.  I  wanted  to  let  you  know  that  Tom 
and  I  can't  do  as  we  like  about  such  things,  and 
that  if  I  behave  as  if  I  had  forgotten  all  about 
you,  it  is  not  out  of  envy  or  pride  —  or  —  or 
any  bad  feeling." 

Maggie  spoke  wdth  more  and  more  sorrowful 
gentleness  as  she  went  on,  and  her  eyes  began 
to  fill  with  tears.  The  deepening  expression  of 
pain  on  Philip's  face  gave  him  a  stronger  re- 
semblance to  his  boyish  self,  and  made  the  de- 
formity a])peal  more  strongly  to  her  pity. 

*^  I  know  —  I  see  all  that  you  mean,"  he  said. 
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in  a  voice  that  had  become  feebler  from  discour- 
agement: "  I  know  what  there  is  to  keep  us  apart 
on  both  sides.  But  it  is  not  right,  Maggie,  — 
don't  you  be  angry  with  me,  1  am  so  used  to 
call  you  Maggie  in  my  thoughts,  —  it  is  not 
right  to  sacrifice  everything  to  other  people's  un- 
reasonable feelings.  I  would  give  up  a  great 
deal  for  7ny  father;  but  I  would  not  give  up  a 
friendship  or  —  or  an  attachment  of  any  sort, 
in  obedience  to  any  wish  of  his  that  I  did  n't  rec- 
ognize as  right." 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Maggie,  musingly. 
"  Often,  when  I  have  been  angry  and  discon- 
tented, it  has  seemed  to  me  that  I  was  not  bound 
to  gWe  up  anything ;  and  I  have  gone  on  think- 
ing till  it  has  seemed  to  me  that  I  could  think 
away  all  my  duty.  But  no  good  has  ever  come 
of  that,  —  it  was  an  evil  state  of  mind.  I  'm 
quite  sure  that  whatever  I  might  do,  I  should 
wash  in  the  end  that  I  had  gone  without  any- 
thing for  myself,  rather  than  have  made  my 
father's  life  harder  to  him." 

"  But  would  it  make  his  life  harder  if  we  were 
to  see  each  other  sometimes?  "  said  Philip.  He 
was  going  to  say  something  else,  but  checked 
himself. 

"  Oh,  I  'm  sure  he  would  n't  like  it.  Don't 
ask  me  why,  or  an}i;hing  about  it,"  said  Maggie, 
in  a  distressed  tone.  "  My  father  feels  so 
strongly  about  some  things.  He  is  not  at  all 
happy." 

"No  more  am  I,"  said  Philip,  impetuously: 
"  /  am  not  happy." 

"  Why?  "  said  Maggie,  gently.  "  At  least  — 
I  ought  not  to  ask  —  but  I  'm  very,  very  sorry." 
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Philip  turned  to  walk  on,  as  if  he  had  not 
patience  to  stand  still  any  longer,  and  they  went 
out  of  the  hollow,  winding  amongst  the  trees 
and  bushes  in  silence.  After  that  last  word  of 
Philip's,  Maggie  could  not  bear  to  insist  imme- 
diately on  their  parting. 

"  I  've  been  a  great  deal  happier,"  she  said  at 
last,  timidly,  "  since  I  have  given  up  thinking 
about  what  is  easy  and  pleasant,  and  being  dis- 
contented because  I  could  n't  have  my  own  will. 
Our  life  is  determined  for  us,  —  and  it  makes 
the  mind  very  free  when  we  give  up  wishing, 
and  only  tliink  of  bearing  what  is  laid  upon  us, 
and  doing  what  is  given  us  to  do." 

"  But  I  can't  give  up  wishing,"  said  PhiHp, 
impatiently.  "  It  seems  to  me  we  can  never 
give  up  longing  and  wishing  while  we  are  thor- 
oughly alive.  There  are  certain  things  we  feel 
to  be  beautiful  and  good,  and  we  7nust  hunger 
after  them.  How  can  we  ever  be  satisfied  with- 
out them  until  our  feelings  are  deadened?  I 
delight  in  fine  pictures,  —  I  long  to  be  able  to 
paint  such.  I  strive  and  strive,  and  can't  pro- 
duce what  I  want.  That  is  pain  to  me,  and 
always  will  be  pain,  until  my  faculties  lose 
their  keenness,  like  aged  eyes.  Then  there  are 
many  other  things  I  long  for  "  —  here  Philip 
hesitated  a  little,  and  then  said  — "  things 
that  other  men  have,  and  that  ^vill  always  be 
denied  me.  My  life  will  have  nothing  great 
or  beautiful  in  it;  I  would  rather  not  have 
lived." 

"  Oh,  Phihp,"  said  Maggie,  "  I  wish  you 
dif]  n't  feel  so."  Eiit  her  heart  began  to  beat 
.with  something  of  Pliilip's  discontent. 
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"  Well,  then,"  said  he,  turning  quickly  round 
and  fixing  his  gray  eyes  entreatingly  in  her 
face,  "  I  should  be  contented  to  live,  if  you 
would  let  me  see  you  sometimes."  Then, 
checked  by  a  fear  which  her  face  suggested,  he 
looked  away  again,  and  said  more  calmly,  "  I 
have  no  friend  to  whom  I  can  tell  everything,  — 
no  one  who  cares  enough  about  me;  and  if  I 
could  only  see  you  now  and  then,  and  you  would 
let  me  talk  to  you  a  little,  and  show  me  that  you 
cared  for  me,  —  and  that  we  may  always  be 
friends  in  heart,  and  help  each  other,  —  then  I 
might  come  to  be  glad  of  life." 

"  But  how  can  I  see  you,  PhiHp?  "  said  Mag- 
gie, falteringly.  (Could  she  really  do  him 
good?  It  would  be  very  hard  to  say  "  good-by  " 
this  day,  and  not  speak  to  him  again.  Here  was 
a  new  interest  to  vary  the  days,  —  it  was  so 
much  easier  to  renounce  the  interest  before  it 
came. ) 

"If  you  would  let  me  see  you  here  sometimes, 
—  walk  with  you  here,  —  I  would  be  contented 
if  it  were  only  once  or  twice  in  a  month.  That 
could  injure  no  one's  happiness,  and  it  would 
sweeten  my  life.  Besides,"  Philip  went  on,  with 
all  the  inventive  astuteness  of  love  at  one-and- 
twenty,  "  if  there  is  any  enmity  between  those 
who  belong  to  us,  we  ought  all  the  more  to  try 
and  quench  it  by  our  friendship,  —  I  mean  that 
by  our  influence  on  both  sides  we  might  bring 
about  a  healing  of  the  wounds  that  have  been 
made  in  the  past,  if  I  could  know  everything 
about  them.  And  I  don't  believe  there  is  any 
enmity  in  my  o\vn  father's  mind:  I  think  he 
has  proved  the  contrary." 
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Maggie  shook  her  head  slowly,  and  was  silent, 
under  conflicting  thoughts.  It  seemed  to  her 
inchnation,  that  to  see  Phihp  now  and  then,  and 
keep  up  the  bond  of  friendship  with  him,  was 
somethmg  not  only  innocent,  but  good:  per- 
haps she  might  really  help  him  to  find  content- 
ment as  she  had  found  it.  The  voice  that  said 
this  made  sweet  music  to  ^Maggie;  but  athwart 
it  there  came  an  urgent  monotonous  warning 
from  another  voice  which  she  had  been  learning 
to  obey:  the  warning  that  such  interviews  im- 
plied secrecy,  —  implied  doing  something  she 
would  dread  to  be  discovered  in,  —  something 
that,  if  discovered,  must  cause  anger  and  pain; 
and  that  the  admission  of  an^i:hing  so  near 
doubleness  would  act  as  a  spiritual  blight.  Yet 
the  music  would  swell  out  again,  like  chimes 
borne  onward  by  a  recurrent  breeze,  persuading 
her  that  the  wrong  lay  all  in  the  faults  and  weak- 
nesses of  others,  and  that  there  was  such  a  thing 
as  futile  sacrifice  for  one  to  the  injury  of  an- 
other. It  was  very  cruel  for  Philip  that  he 
should  be  shrunk  from,  because  of  an  unjusti- 
fiable vindictiveness  towards  his  father,  —  poor 
Philip,  whom  some  people  would  shrink  from 
only  because  he  was  deformed.  The  idea  that 
he  might  become  her  lover,  or  that  her  meeting 
him  could  cause  disapproval  in  that  light,  had 
not  occurred  to  her;  and  Philip  saw  the  absence 
of  this  idea  clearly  enough,  —  saw  it  with  a  cer- 
tain pang,  although  it  made  her  consent  to  his 
request  the  less  unlikely.  There  was  bitterness 
to  him  in  the  perception  that  Maggie  was  almost 
as  frank  and  unconstrained  towards  him  as  when 
she  was  a  child. 
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"  I  can't  say  either  yes  or  no,"  she  said  at  last, 
turning  round  and  walking  towards  the  way 
she  had  come;  "  I  must  wait,  lest  I  should  de- 
cide wrongly.     I  must  seek  for  guidance." 

"  May  I  come  again,  then,  —  to-morrow,  — 
or  the  next  day,  —  or  next  week?  " 

"  I  think  I  had  better  write,"  said  Maggie, 
faltering  again.  "  I  have  to  go  to  St.  Ogg's 
sometimes,  and  I  can  put  the  letter  in  the 
post." 

"  Oh  no,"  said  Philip,  eagerly;  "that  would 
not  be  so  well.  My  father  might  see  the  letter, 
—  and  —  he  has  not  any  enmity,  I  believe,  but 
he  views  things  differently  from  me:  he  thinks 
a  great  deal  about  wealth  and  position.  Pray 
let  me  come  here  once  more.  Tell  me  when  it 
shall  be;  or  if  you  can't  tell  me,  I  will  come  as 
often  as  I  can  till  I  do  see  you." 

"  I  think  it  must  be  so,  then,"  said  Maggie, 
"  for  I  can't  be  quite  certain  of  coming  here  any 
particular  evening," 

Maggie  felt  a  great  relief  in  adjourning  the 
decision.  She  was  free  now  to  enjoy  the  min- 
utes of  companionship;  she  almost  thought  she 
might  linger  a  little ;  the  next  time  they  met  she 
should  have  to  pain  Philip  by  telling  him  her 
determination. 

"I  can't  help  thinking,"  she  said,  looking  smil- 
ingly at  him,  after  a  few  moments  of  silence, 
"  how  strange  it  is  that  we  should  have  met  and 
talked  to  each  other,  just  as  if  it  had  been  only 
yesterday  when  we  parted  at  Lorton.  And  yet 
we  must  both  be  very  much  altered  in  those  five 
years,  —  I  think  it  is  five  years.  How  was  it 
you  seemed  to  have  a  sort  of  feeling  that  I  was 


14       THE  MILL  ON  THE   FLOSS 

the  same  Maggie  ?  —  I  was  not  quite  so  sure 
that  you  would  be  the  same :  I  know  you  are  so 
clever,  and  you  must  have  seen  and  learnt  so 
much  to  fill  your  mind;  I  was  not  quite  sure 
you  would  care  about  me  now." 

"  I  have  never  had  any  doubt  that  you  would 
be  the  same,  whenever  I  might  see  you,"  said 
Philip.  "  I  mean,  the  same  in  everything  that 
made  me  like  you  better  than  any  one  else.  I 
don't  want  to  explain  that :  I  don't  think  any  of 
the  strongest  effects  our  natures  are  susceptible 
of  can  ever  be  explained.  We  can  neither  de- 
tect the  process  by  which  they  are  arrived  at, 
nor  the  mode  in  which  they  act  on  us.  The  great- 
est of  painters  only  once  painted  a  mysteriously 
divine  child ;  he  could  n't  have  told  how  he  did 
it,  and  we  can't  tell  why  we  feel  it  to  be  divine. 
I  think  there  are  stores  laid  up  in  our  human 
nature  that  our  understandings  can  make  no 
complete  inventory  of.  Certain  strains  of  music 
affect  me  so  strangely,  —  I  can  never  hear  them 
without  their  changing  my  whole  attitude  of 
mind  for  a  time,  and  if  the  effect  would  last,  I 
might  be  capable  of  heroisms." 

"  Ah !  I  know  what  you  mean  about  music,  — 
I  feel  so,"  said  Maggie,  clasping  her  hands  with 
her  old  impetuosity.  "  At  least,"  she  added,  in 
a  saddened  tone,  "  I  used  to  feel  so  when  I  had 
any  music:  I  never  have  any  now  except  the 
organ  at  church." 

"  And  you  long  for  it,  Maggie?  "  said  Philip, 
looking  at  her  with  affectionate  pity.  "  Ah, 
you  can  have  very  little  that  is  beautiful  in  your 
life.  Have  you  many  books?  You  were  so  fond 
of  them  when  you  were  a  little  girl.'* 
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They  were  come  back  to  the  hollow,  round 
which  the  dog-roses  grew,  and  they  both  paused 
under  the  charm  of  the  faery  evening  light,  re- 
flected from  the  pale  pink  clusters. 

"  No,  I  have  given  up  books,"  said  Maggie, 
quietly,  "  except  a  very,  very  few." 

Philip  had  already  taken  from  his  pocket  a 
small  volume,  and  was  looking  at  the  back  as  he 
said,  — 

"  Ah,  this  is  the  second  volume,  I  see,  else  you 
might  have  liked  to  take  it  home  with  you.  I 
put  it  in  my  pocket  because  I  am  studying  a 
scene  for  a  picture." 

Maggie  had  looked  at  the  back  too,  and  saw 
the  title :  it  revived  an  old  impression  with  over- 
mastering force. 

"  '  The  Pirate,'  "  she  said,  taking  the  book 
from  Philip's  hands.  "  Oh,  I  began  that  once; 
I  read  to  where  Minna  is  walking  with  Cleve- 
land, and  I  could  never  get  to  read  the  rest.  I 
went  on  with  it  in  my  own  head,  and  I  made 
several  endings;  but  they  were  all  unhappy. 
I  could  never  make  a  happy  ending  out  of  that 
beginning.  Poor  Minna!  I  wonder  what  is  the 
real  end.  For  a  long  while  I  could  n't  get  my 
mind  away  from  the  Shetland  Isles,  —  I  used 
to  feel  the  wind  blowing  on  me  from  the  rough 
sea." 

Maggie  spoke  rapidly,  with  glistening  eyes. 

"  Take  that  volume  home  with  you,  Maggie," 
said  Philip,  watching  her  with  delight.  "  I  don't 
want  it  now.  I  shall  make  a  picture  of  you  in- 
stead, —  you,  among  the  Scotch  firs  and  the 
slanting  shadows." 

Maggie  had  not  heard  a  word  he  had  said: 
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she  was  absorbed  in  the  page  at  which  she  had 
opened.  But  suddenly  she  closed  the  book,  and 
gave  it  back  to  Philip,  shaking  her  head  mth  a 
backward  movement,  as  if  to  say  "  avaunt "  to 
floating  visions. 

"  Do  keep  it,  Maggie,"  said  Philip,  entreat- 
ingly;   "  it  will  give  you  pleasure." 

"  No,  thank  you,"  said  ^laggie,  putting  it 
aside  with  her  hand  and  walking  on.  "  It  would 
make  me  in  love  with  this  world  again,  as  I  used 
to  be,  —  it  would  make  me  long  to  see  and  know 
many  things,  —  it  would  make  me  long  for  a 
full  life." 

"  But  you  wdll  not  always  be  shut  up  in 
your  present  lot:  why  should  you  starve  your 
mind  in  that  way?  It  is  a  narrow  asceticism,  — 
I  don't  like  to  see  you  persisting  in  it,  Maggie. 
Poetry  and  art  and  knowledge  are  sacred  and 
pure." 

"  But  not  for  me,  —  not  for  me,"  said  Mag- 
gie, walking  more  hurriedly.  "  Because  I  should 
want  too  much.  I  must  wait,  —  this  hf e  will 
not  last  long." 

"  Don't  hurry  away  from  me  without  saying 
'  good-by,'  Maggie,"  said  Philip,  as  they  reached 
the  group  of  Scotch  firs,  and  she  continued  still 
to  walk  along  without  speaking.  "  I  must  not 
go  any  farther,  I  think,  must  I  ? " 

"Oh  no,  I  forgot;  good-by,"  said  Maggie, 
pausing,  and  putting  out  her  hand  to  him.  The 
action  brought  her  feeling  back  in  a  strong  cur- 
rent to  Philip ;  and  after  they  had  stood  looking 
at  each  other  in  silence  for  a  few  moments,  with 
their  hands  clasped,  she  said,  withdrawing  her 
hand,  — 
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"  I  'm  very  grateful  to  you  for  thinking  of  me 
all  those  years.  It  is  very  sweet  to  have  people 
love  us.  What  a  wonderful,  beautiful  thing  it 
seems  that  God  should  have  made  your  heart  so 
that  you  could  care  about  a  queer  little  girl 
whom  you  only  knew  for  a  few  weeks!  I  re- 
member saying  to  you  that  I  thought  you  cared 
for  me  more  than  Tom  did." 

"  Ah,  Maggie,"  said  Philip,  almost  fretfully, 
*'  you  would  never  love  me  so  well  as  you  love 
your  brother." 

"Perhaps  not,"  said  Maggie,  simply;  "but 
then,  you  know,  the  first  thing  I  ever  remember 
in  my  hfe  is  standing  with  Tom  by  the  side  of 
the  Floss,  while  he  held  my  hand:  everything 
before  that  is  dark  to  me.  But  I  shall  never  for- 
get you,  —  though  we  must  keep  apart." 

"  Don't  say  so,  Maggie,"  said  Philip.  "  If  I 
kept  that  little  girl  in  my  mind  for  five  years, 
did  n't  I  earn  some  part  in  her?  She  ought  not 
to  take  herself  quite  away  from  me." 

"  Not  if  I  were  free,"  said  Maggie;  "but  I 
am  not,  —  I  must  submit."  She  hesitated  a 
moment,  and  then  added:  "And  I  wanted  to 
say  to  you  that  you  had  better  not  take  more 
notice  of  my  brother  than  just  bowing  to  him. 
He  once  told  me  not  to  speak  to  you  again,  and 
he  does  n't  change  his  mind.  .  .  .  Oh  dear,  the 
sun  is  set.  I  am  too  long  away.  Good-by." 
She  gave  him  her  hand  once  more. 

"  I  shall  come  here  as  often  as  I  can,  till  I  see 
you  again,  Maggie.  Have  some  feeling  for  me 
as  well  as  for  others." 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  have,"  said  Maggie,  hurrying 
away,  and  quickly  disappearing  behind  the  last 

YOL.  rv.  —  2 


18       THE   MILL  ON   THE   FLOSS 

fir-tree ;  though  Philip's  gaze  after  her  remained 
immovable  for  minutes  as  if  he  saw  her  still. 

Maggie  went  home,  with  an  inward  conflict 
already  begun ;  Philip  went  home  to  do  nothing 
but  remember  and  hojje.  You  can  hardly  help 
blaming  him  severel3\  He  was  four  or  five 
years  older  than  Maggie,  and  had  a  full  con- 
sciousness of  his  feehng  towards  her  to  aid  him 
in  foreseeing  the  character  his  contemplated  in- 
terviews with  her  would  bear  in  the  opinion  of  a 
third  person.  But  you  must  not  suppose  that 
he  was  capable  of  a  gross  selfishness,  or  that  he 
could  have  been  satisfied  without  persuading 
himself  that  he  was  seeking  to  infuse  some  hajD- 
piness  into  Maggie's  life,  —  seeking  this  even 
more  than  any  direct  ends  for  himself.  He 
could  give  her  sympathy,  —  he  could  give  her 
help.  There  was  not  the  slightest  promise  of 
love  towards  him  in  her  manner;  it  was  nothing 
more  than  the  sweet  girlish  tenderness  she  had 
shown  him  when  she  was  twelve:  perhaps  she 
would  never  love  him,  —  perhaps  no  woman 
ever  could  love  him :  well,  then,  he  would  endure 
that;  he  should  at  least  have  the  happiness  ol' 
seeing  her,  of  feehng  some  nearness  to  her.  And 
he  clutched  passionately  the  possibility  that  she 
mi^ht  love  him:  perhaps  the  feeling  would 
grow,  if  she  could  come  to  associate  him  with 
that  watchful  tenderness  which  her  nature  would 
be  so  keenly  alive  to.  If  any  woman  could  love 
him,  surely  Maggie  was  that  woman :  there  was< 
such  wealth  of  love  in  her,  and  there  was  no 
one  to  claim  it  all.  Then  —  the  pity  of  it,  that 
a  mind  like  hers  should  be  withering  in  its  very 
youth,  like  a  young  forest-tree,  for  want  of  the 
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light  and  space  it  was  formed  to  flourish  in  I 
Could  he  not  hinder  that,  by  persuading  her  out 
of  her  system  of  privation?  He  would  be  her 
guardian  angel;  he  would  do  anything,  bear 
anything,  for  her  sake  —  except  not  seeing 
her. 


CHAPTER   II 

AUNT   GLEGG   LEAENS   THE   BREADTH   OF   BOB'S 
THUMB 


WHILE  Maggie's  life-struggles  had  lain 
almost  entirely  within  her  own  soul, 
one  shadowy  army  fighting  another, 
and  the  slain  shadows  forever  rising  again,  Tom 
was  engaged  in  a  dustier,  noisier  warfare,  grap- 
pling with  more  substantial  obstacles,  and  gain- 
ing more  definite  conquests.  So  it  has  been 
since  the  days  of  Hecuba,  and  of  Hector,  Tamer 
of  horses:  inside  the  gates,  the  women  with 
streaming  hair  and  uplifted  hands  offering 
prayers,  watching  the  world's  combat  from  afar, 
filling  their  long,  empty  days  with  memories  and 
fears:  outside,  the  men,  in  fierce  struggle  with 
things  divine  and  human,  quenching  memory 
in  the  stronger  light  of  purpose,  losing  the 
sense  of  dread  and  even  of  wounds  in  the  hurry- 
ing ardour  of  action. 

From  what  you  have  seen  of  Tom,  I  think  he 
is  not  a  youth  of  whom  you  would  prophesy 
failure  in  anything  he  had  thoroughly  wished: 
the  wagers  are  likely  to  be  on  his  side,  notwith- 
standing his  small  success  in  the  classics.  For 
Tom  had  never  desired  success  in  this  field  of 
enterprise;  and  for  getting  a  fine  flourishing 
growth  of  stupidity  there  is  nothing  like  pour- 
ing out  on  a  mind  a  good  amount  of  subjects  in 
which  it  feels  no  interest.  But  now  Tom's  strong 


WHEAT  AND   TARES  21 

will  bound  together  his  integrity,  his  pride,  his 
family  regrets,  and  his  personal  ambition,  and 
made  them  one  force,  concentrating  his  efforts 
and  surmounting  discouragements.  His  uncle 
Deane,  who  watched  him  closely,  soon  began 
to  conceive  hopes  of  him,  and  to  be  rather  proud 
that  he  had  brought  into  the  employment  of  the 
firm  a  nephew  who  appeared  to  be  made  of  such 
good  commercial  stuff.  The  real  kindness  of 
placing  him  in  the  warehouse  first  was  soon 
evident  to  Tom,  in  the  hints  his  uncle  began  to 
throw  out,  that  after  a  time  he  might  perhaps 
be  trusted  to  travel  at  certain  seasons,  and  buy 
in  for  the  firm  various  vulgar  commodities  with 
which  I  need  not  shock  refined  ears  in  this  place ; 
and  it  was  doubtless  with  a  view  to  this  result 
that  Mr.  Deane,  when  he  expected  to  take  his 
wine  alone,  would  tell  Tom  to  step  in  and  sit 
with  him  an  hour,  and  would  pass  that  hour  in 
much  lecturing  and  catechising  concerning  arti- 
cles of  export  and  import,  with  an  occasional 
excursus  of  more  indirect  utility  on  the  relative 
advantages  to  the  merchants  of  St.  Ogg's  of 
having  goods  brought  in  their  own  and  in  for- 
eign bottoms,  —  a  subject  on  which  Mr.  Deane, 
as  a  shipowner,  naturally  threw  off  a  few  sparks 
when  he  got  warmed  with  talk  and  wine.  Al- 
ready, in  the  second  year,  Tom's  salary  was 
raised;  but  all,  except  the  price  of  his  dinner 
and  clothes,  went  home  into  the  tin  box ;  and  he 
shunned  comradeship,  lest  it  should  lead  him 
into  expenses  in  spite  of  himself.  Not  that 
Tom  was  moulded  on  the  spooney  type  of  the 
Industrious  Apprentice;  he  had  a  very  strong 
appetite  for  pleasure,  —  would  have  liked  to  be 
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a  Tamer  of  horses  and  to  make  a  distingnished 
figure  in  all  neighbouring  eyes,  dispensing  treats 
and  benefits  to  others  with  well-judged  liberal- 
ity, and  being  pronounced  one  of  the  finest 
young  fellows  of  those  parts;  nay,  he  deter- 
mined to  achieve  these  things  sooner  or  later; 
but  his  practical  shrewdness  told  him  that  the 
means  to  such  achievements  could  only  lie  for 
him  in  present  abstinence  and  self-denial :  there 
were  certain  milestones  to  be  passed,  and  one  of 
the  first  was  the  payment  of  his  father's  debts. 
Having  made  up  his  mind  on  that  point,  he 
strode  along  without  swerving,  contracting 
some  rather  saturnine  sternness,  as  a  young  man 
is  likely  to  do  who  has  a  premature  call  upon 
him  for  self-reliance.  Tom  felt  intensely  that 
common  cause  with  his  father  which  springs 
from  family  pride,  and  was  bent  on  being  ir- 
reproachable as  a  son;  but  his  growing  experi- 
ence caused  him  to  pass  much  silent  criticism 
on  the  rashness  and  imprudence  of  his  father's 
past  conduct :  their  dispositions  were  not  in  sym- 
pathy, and  Tom's  face  showed  little  radiance 
during  his  few  home  hours.  Maggie  had  an 
awe  of  him,  against  which  she  struggled  as 
something  unfair  to  her  consciousness  of  wider 
thoughts  and  deeper  motives;  but  it  was  of  no 
use  to  struggle.  A  character  at  unity  with  itself 
—  that  performs  what  it  intends,  subdues  every 
counteracting  impulse,  and  has  no  visions  be- 
yond the  distinctly  possible  —  is  strong  by  its 
very  negations. 

You  may  imagine  that  Tom's  more  and  more 
obvious  unlikeness  to  his  father  was  well  fitted 
to  conciliate  the  maternal  aunts  and  uncles ;  and 
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Mr.  Deane's  favourable  reports  and,  predictions 
to  Mr.  Glegg  concerning  Tom's  qualifications 
for  business  began  to  be  discussed  amongst 
them  with  various  acceptance.  He  was  likely, 
it  appeared,  to  do  the  family  credit,  without 
causing  it  any  expense  and  trouble.  Mrs.  Pullet 
had  always  thought  it  strange  if  Tom's  excellent 
complexion,  so  entirely  that  of  the  Dodsons,  did 
not  argue  a  certainty  that  he  would  turn  out 
well,  his  juvenile  errors  of  running  down  the 
peacock,  and  general  disrespect  to  his  aunts, 
only  indicating  a  tinge  of  TuUiver  blood  which 
he  had  doubtless  outgrown.  Mr.  Glegg,  who 
had  contracted  a  cautious  liking  for  Tom  ever 
since  his  spirited  and  sensible  behaviour  when 
the  execution  was  in  the  house,  was  now  warm- 
ing into  a  resolution  to  further  his  prospects 
actively,  —  some  time,  when  an  opportunity 
offered  of  doing  so  in  a  prudent  manner,  with- 
out ultimate  loss :  but  Mrs.  Glegg  observed  that 
she  was  not  given  to  speak  without  book,  as 
some  people  were;  that  those  who  said  least 
were  most  likely  to  find  their  words  made  good; 
and  that  when  the  right  moment  came,  it  would 
be  seen  who  could  do  something  better  than  talk. 
Uncle  Pullet,  after  silent  meditation  for  a 
period  of  several  lozenges,  came  distinctly  to 
the  conclusion  that  when  a  young  man  was 
likely  to  do  well,  it  was  better  not  to  meddle 
with  him. 

Tom,  meanwhile,  had  shown  no  disposition  to 
rely  on  any  one  but  himself,  though,  with  a 
natural  sensitiveness  towards  all  indications  of 
favourable  opinion,  he  was  glad  to  see  his  uncle 
Glegg  look  in  on  him  sometimes  in  a  friendly 
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way  during  business  hours,  and  glad  to  be  in- 
vited to  dine  at  his  house,  though  he  usually  pre- 
ferred declining  on  the  ground  that  he  was  not 
sure  of  being  punctual.  But  about  a  year  ago, 
something  had  occurred  M^hich  induced  Tom  to 
test  his  uncle  Glegg's  friendly  disposition. 

Bob  Jakin,  who  rarely  returned  from  one  of 
his  rounds  without  seeing  Tom  and  Maggie, 
awaited  him  on  the  bridge  as  he  was  coming 
home  from  St.  Ogg's  one  evening,  that  they 
might  have  a  little  private  talk.  He  took  the 
liberty  of  asking  if  Mr.  Tom  had  ever  thought 
of  making  money  by  trading  a  bit  on  his  own 
account.  Trading,  how?  Tom  wished  to  know. 
Why,  by  sending  out  a  bit  of  a  cargo  to  foreign 
ports ;  because  Bob  had  a  particular  friend  who 
had  offered  to  do  a  little  business  for  him  in  that 
way  in  Laceham  goods,  and  would  be  glad  to 
serve  Mr.  Tom  on  the  same  footing.  Tom  was 
interested  at  once,  and  begged  for  full  explana- 
tion ;  wondering  he  had  not  thought  of  this  plan 
before.  He  was  so  well  pleased  with  the  pros- 
pect of  a  speculation  that  might  change  the 
slow  process  of  addition  into  multiplication,  that 
he  at  once  determined  to  mention  the  matter  to 
his  father,  and  get  his  consent  to  appropriate 
some  of  the  savings  in  the  tin  box  to  the  purchase 
of  a  small  cargo.  He  would  rather  not  have 
consulted  his  father,  but  he  had  just  paid  his 
last  quarter's  money  into  the  tin  box,  and  there 
was  no  other  resource.  All  the  savings  were 
there;  for  Mr.  Tulhver  would  not  consent  to 
put  the  money  out  at  interest  lest  he  should 
lose  it.  Since  he  had  speculated  in  the  purchase 
of  some  com,  and  had  lost  by  it,  he  could  not 
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be  easy  ^vithout  keeping  the  money  under  his 
eye. 

Tom  approached  the  subject  carefully,  as  he 
was  seated  on  the  hearth  with  his  father  that 
evening,  and  Mr.  Tulhver  listened,  leaning  for- 
ward in  his  arm-chair  and  looking  up  in  Tom's 
face  with  a  sceptical  glance.  His  first  impulse 
was  to  give  a  positive  refusal,  but  he  was  in 
some  awe  of  Tom's  wishes,  and  since  he  had  had 
the  sense  of  being  an  "  unlucky  "  father,  he  had 
lost  some  of  his  old  peremptoriness  and  deter- 
mination to  be  master.  He  took  the  key  of  the 
bureau  from  his  pocket,  got  out  the  key  of  the 
large  chest,  and  fetched  down  the  tin  box  — 
slowly,  as  if  he  were  trying  to  defer  the  moment 
of  a  painful  parting.  Then  he  seated  himself 
against  the  table,  and  opened  the  box  with  that 
httle  padlock-key  which  he  fingered  in  his  waist- 
coat pocket  in  all  vacant  moments.  There  they 
were,  the  dingy  bank-notes  and  the  bright  sover- 
eigns, and  he  counted  them  out  on  the  table,  — 
only  a  hundred  and  sixteen  pounds  in  two  years, 
after  all  the  pinching. 

"  How  much  do  you  want,  then? "  he  said, 
speaking  as  if  the  words  burnt  his  lips. 

"  Suppose  I  begin  with  the  thirty-six  pounds, 
father? "  said  Tom. 

Mr.  TuUiver  separated  this  sum  from  the  rest, 
and,  keeping  his  hand  over  it,  said,  — 

"  It 's  as  much  as  I  can  save  out  o'  my  pay  in 
a  year." 

"  Yes,  father:  it  is  such  slow  work,  —  saving 
out  of  the  little  money  we  get.  And  in  this  way 
we  might  double  our  savings." 

"  Ay,  my  lad,"  said  the  father,  keeping  his 
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hand  on  the  money,  "  but  you  might  lose  it  — 
you  might  lose  a  year  o'  my  life  —  and  I  have  n't 
got  many." 

Tom  was  silent. 

"  And  you  know  I  would  n't  pay  a  dividend 
with  the  first  hundred,  because  I  wanted  to  see 
it  all  in  a  lump,  —  and  when  I  see  it,  I  'm  sure 
on  't.  If  you  trust  to  luck,  it 's  sure  to  be  against 
me.  It 's  Old  Harry  's  got  the  luck  in  his  hands ; 
and  if  I  lose  one  year,  I  shall  never  pick  it  up 
again,  —  death  'uU  o'ertake  me." 

]\Ir.  TuUiver's  voice  trembled,  and  Tom  was 
silent  for  a  few  minutes  before  he  said,  — 

"  I  '11  give  it  up,  father,  since  you  object  to  it 
so  strongly."  But,  unwilling  to  abandon  the 
scheme  altogether,  he  determined  to  ask  his 
uncle  Glegg  to  venture  twenty  pounds,  on  con- 
dition of  receiving  five  per  cent  of  the  profits. 
That  was  really  a  very  small  thing  to  ask.  So 
when  Bob  called  the  next  day  at  the  wharf  to 
know  the  decision,  Tom  proposed  that  they 
should  go  together  to  his  uncle  Glegg's  to  open 
the  business;  for  his  diffident  pride  clung  to 
him,  and  made  him  feel  that  Bob's  tongue  would 
relieve  him  from  some  embarrassment. 

Mr.  Glegg,  at  the  pleasant  hour  of  four  in 
the  afternoon  of  a  hot  August  day,  was  natu- 
rally counting  his  wall-fruit  to  assure  himself 
that  the  sum  total  had  not  varied  since  yester- 
day. To  him  entered  Tom,  in  what  appeared 
to  Mr.  Glegg  very  questionable  companionship : 
that  of  a  man  witli  a  pack  on  his  back,  —  for 
Bob  was  equipped  for  a  new  journey,  —  and  of 
a  huge  brindled  bull-terrier,  who  walked  with  a 
slow  swaying  movement  from  side  to  side,  and 
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glanced  from  under  his  eyelids  with  a  surly  in- 
difference which  might  after  all  be  a  cover  to 
the  most  offensive  designs.  Mr.  Glegg's  spec- 
tacles, which  had  been  assisting  him  in  counting 
the  fruit,  made  these  suspicious  details  alarm- 
ingly evident  to  him. 

"Heigh!  heigh!  keep  that  dog  back,  will 
you?"  he  shouted,  snatching  up  a  stake  and 
holding  it  before  him  as  a  shield  when  the  visitors 
were  within  three  yards  of  him. 

"  Get  out  wi'  you,  Mumps,"  said  Bob,  with  a 
kick.  "  He  's  as  quiet  as  a  lamb,  sir,"  —  an  ob- 
servation which  Mumps  corroborated  by  a  low 
growl  as  he  retreated  behind  his  master's  legs. 

"  Why,  what  ever  does  this  mean,  Tom? " 
said  Mr.  Glegg.  "  Have  you  brought  informa- 
tion about  the  scoundrels  as  cut  my  trees?  "  If 
Bob  came  in  the  character  of  "  information," 
Mr.  Glegg  saw  reasons  for  tolerating  some 
irregularity. 

"  No,  sir,"  said  Tom:  "  I  came  to  speak  to  you 
about  a  little  matter  of  business  of  my  own." 

"  Ay  —  well ;  but  what  has  this  dog  got  to  do 
with  it?  "  said  the  old  gentleman,  getting  mild 
again. 

"  It 's  my  dog,  sir,"  said  the  ready  Bob.  "  An' 
it 's  me  as  put  Mr.  Tom  up  to  the  bit  o'  business ; 
for  Mr.  Tom  's  been  a  friend  o'  mine  iver  since  I 
was  a  little  chap:  fust  thing  iver  I  did  was 
f rightenin'  the  birds  for  th'  old  master.  An'  if  a 
bit  o'  luck  turns  up,  I  'm  allays  thinkin'  if  I  can 
let  Mr.  Tom  have  a  pull  at  it.  An'  it 's  a  down- 
right roarin'  shame,  as  when  he  's  got  the  chance 
o'  making  a  bit  o'  money  wi'  sending  goods  out 
—  ten  or  twelve  per  zent  clear,  when  freight  an' 
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commission  's  paid  —  as  he  should  n't  lay  hold  o' 
the  chance  for  want  o'  money.  An'  when  there  's 
the  Laceham  goods  —  lors !  they  're  made  o' 
purpose  for  folks  as  want  to  send  out  a  httle 
carguy ;  hght,  an'  take  up  no  room  —  you  may 
pack  twenty  pound  so  as  you  can't  see  the  pas- 
sill  : .  an'  they  're  manif acturs  as  please  fools, 
so  I  reckon  they  are  n't  Uke  to  want  a  market. 
An'  I  'd  go  to  Laceham  an'  buy  in  the  goods  for 
Mr.  Tom  along  wi'  my  own.  An'  there  's  the 
shupercargo  o'  the  bit  of  a  vessel  as  is  goin'  to 
take  'em  out.  I  know  him  partic'lar ;  he  's  a 
solid  man,  an'  got  a  family  i'  the  town  here. 
Salt,  his  name  is  —  an'  a  briny  chap  he  is  too  — 
an'  if  you  don't  believe  me,  I  can  take  you  to 
him." 

Uncle  Glegg  stood  open-mouthed  with  as- 
tonishment at  this  unembarrassed  loquacity,  with 
w^hich  his  understanding  could  hardly  keep  pace. 
He  looked  at  Bob,  first  over  his  spectacles,  then 
through  them,  then  over  them  again;  while 
Tom,  doubtful  of  his  uncle's  impression,  began 
to  wish  he  had  not  brought  this  singular  Aaron 
or  mouthpiece:  Bob's  talk  appeared  less  seemly, 
now  some  one  besides  liimself  was  listening  to  it. 

"  You  seem  to  be  a  knowing  fellow,"  said  Mr. 
Glegg,  at  last. 

"  Ay,  sir,  you  say  true,"  returned  Bob,  nod- 
ding his  head  aside :  "  I  think  my  head  's  all 
aHve  inside  like  an  old  cheese,  for  I  'm  so  full  o' 
plans,  one  knocks  another  over.  If  I  had  n't 
Mumps  to  talk  to,  I  should  get  top-heavy  an' 
tumble  in  a  fit.  I  suppose  it 's  because  I  niver 
went  to  school  much.  That 's  what  I  jaw  my 
old  mother  for.    I  says, '  You  should  ha'  sent  me 
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to  school  a  bit  more,'  I  says,  —  '  an'  then  I  could 
ha'  read  i'  the  books  like  fun,  an'  kep'  my  head 
cool  an'  empty.'  Lors,  she  's  fine  an'  comfor'ble 
now,  my  old  mother  is :  she  ates  her  baked  meat 
an'  taters  as  often  as  she  likes.  For  I  'm  gettin' 
so  full  o'  money,  I  must  hev  a  wife  to  spend  it 
for  me.  But  it 's  botherin',  a  wife  is,  —  and 
Mumps  might  n't  like  her." 

Uncle  Glegg,  who  regarded  himself  as  a 
jocose  man  since  he  had  retired  from  business, 
was  beginning  to  find  Bob  amusing,  but  he  had 
still  a  disapproving  observation  to  make,  which 
kept  his  face  serious. 

"  Ah,"  he  said,  "  I  should  think  you  're  at  a 
loss  for  ways  o'  spending  your  money,  else  you 
would  n't  keep  that  big  dog,  to  eat  as  much  as 
two  Christians.  It 's  shameful,  —  shameful !  " 
But  he  spoke  more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger,  and 
quickly  added,  — 

"  But,  come  now,  let 's  hear  more  about  this 
business,  Tom.  I  suppose  you  want  a  little  sum 
to  make  a  venture  with.  But  where  's  all  your 
own  money?    You  don't  spend  it  all,  —  eh?  " 

"No,  sir,"  said  Tom,  colouring;  "but  my 
father  is  unwilling  to  risk  it,  and  I  don't  like  to 
press  him.  If  I  could  get  twenty  or  thirty 
pounds  to  begin  with,  I  could  pay  five  per  cent 
for  it,  and  then  I  could  gradually  make  a  little 
capital  of  my  own,  and  do  without  a  loan." 

"  Ay  .  .  .  ay,"  said  Mr.  Glegg,  in  an  approv- 
ing tone;  "  that 's  not  a  bad  notion,  and  I  won't 
say  as  I  would  n't  be  your  man.  But  it  'ull  be 
as  well  for  me  to  see  this  Salt,  as  you  talk  on. 
And  then  .  .  .  here  's  this  friend  o'  yours  offers 
to  buy  the  goods  for  you.    Perhaps  you  've  got 
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somebody  to  stand  surety  for  you  if  the  money  's 
put  into  your  hands?  "  added  the  cautious  old 
gentleman,  looking  over  his  spectacles  at  Bob. 

"  I  don't  think  that 's  necessary,  uncle,"  said 
Tom.  "  At  least,  I  mean  it  would  not  be  neces- 
sary for  me,  because  I  know  Bob  well ;  but  per- 
haps it  would  be  right  for  you  to  have  some 
security." 

"  You  get  your  percentage  out  o'  the  pur- 
chase, I  suppose? "  said  Mr.  Glegg,  looking  at 
Bob. 

"  No,  sir,"  said  Bob,  rather  indignantly;  "  I 
did  n't  offer  to  get  a  apple  for  Mr.  Tom,  o'  pur^ 
pose  to  hev  a  bite  out  of  it  myself.  When  I 
play  folks  tricks,  ther  '11  be  more  fun  in  'em  nor 
that." 

"  Well,  but  it 's  nothing  but  right  you  should 
have  a  small  percentage,"  said  Mr.  Glegg. 
"  I  've  no  opinion  o'  transactions  where  folks  do 
things  for  nothing.     It  allays  looks  bad." 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Bob,  whose  keenness  saw 
at  once  what  was  implied,  "  I  '11  tell  you  what  I 
get  by  't,  an'  it 's  money  in  my  pocket  in  the  end : 
I  make  myself  look  big,  wi'  makin'  a  bigger  pur- 
chase. That 's  what  I  'm  thinking  on.  Lors ! 
I  'm  a  'cute  chap,  —  I  am." 

"  Mr.  Glegg,  Mr.  Glegg,"  said  a  severe  voice 
from  the  open  parlour  window,  "  pray  are  you 
coming  in  to  tea,  or  are  you  going  to  stand  talk- 
ing \vith  packmen  till  you  get  murdered  in  the 
open  daylight?  " 

"  Murdered?  "  said  Mr.  Glegg;  "  what 's  the 
woman  talking  of?  Here  's  your  nephey  Tom 
come  about  a  bit  o'  business." 

"  Murdered  —  yes  —  it  is  n't  many  'sizes  ago 
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since  a  packman  murdered  a  j^oung  woman  in  a 
lone  place,  and  stole  her  thimble,  and  threw  her 
body  into  a  ditch." 

"  Nay,  nay,"  said  ^Ir.  Glegg,  soothingly, 
"  you  're  thinking  o'  the  man  wi'  no  legs,  as 
drove  a  dog-cart." 

"  Well,  it 's  the  same  thing,  Mr.  Glegg,  — 
only  you,  're  fond  o'  contradicting  what  I  say ; 
and  if  my  nephey  's  come  about  business,  it  'ud 
be  more  fitting  if  you  'd  bring  him  into  the 
house,  and  let  his  aunt  know  about  it,  instead  o' 
whispering  in  corners,  in  that  plotting,  under- 
minding  way." 

"  Well,  weU,"  said  Mr.  Glegg,  "  we  '11  come 
in  now." 

"  You  need  n't  stay  here,"  said  the  lady  to 
Bob,  in  a  loud  voice,  adapted  to  the  moral  not 
the  physical  distance  between  them.  "  We  don't 
want  an}i;hing.  I  don't  deal  wi'  packmen. 
Mind  you  shut  the  gate  after  you." 

"  Stop  a  bit;  not  so  fast,"  said  Mr.  Glegg; 
*'  I  have  n't  done  with  this  young  man  yet. 
Come  in,  Tom;  come  in,"  he  added,  stepping 
in  at  the  French  window. 

"  Mr.  Glegg,"  said  Mrs.  G.,  in  a  fatal  tone, 
"  if  you  're  going  to  let  that  man  and  his  dog 
in  on  my  carpet,  before  my  very  face,  be  so  good 
as  to  let  me  know.  A  wife  's  got  a  right  to  ask 
that,  I  hope." 

"  Don't  you  be  uneasy,  mum,"  said  Bob, 
touching  his  cap.  He  saw  at  once  that  Mrs. 
Glegg  was  a  bit  of  game  worth  running  down,  and 
longed  to  be  at  the  sport;  "  we  'li  stay  out  upo' 
the  gravel  here,  —  Mumps  and  me  will.  Mumps 
knows  his  company,  —  he  does.     I  might  hish 
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at  him  by  th'  hour  together,  before  he  'd  fly  at  a 
real  gentlewoman  like  you.  It 's  wonderful 
how  he  knows  which  is  the  good-looking  ladies, 

—  and  's  partic'lar  fond  of  'em  when  they  've 
good  shapes.  Lors!  "  added  Bob,  laying  down 
his  pack  on  the  gravel,  "  it 's  a  thousand  pities 
such  a  lady  as  you  shouldn't  deal  with  a  pack- 
man, i'stead  o'  goin'  into  these  new-fangled 
shops,  where  there  's  half-a-dozen  fine  gents  wi' 
their  chins  propped  up  wi'  a  stiff  stock,  a-look- 
ing  like  bottles  wi'  ornamental  stoppers,  an'  all 
got  to  get  their  dinner  out  of  a  bit  o'  calico:  it 
Stan's  to  reason  you  must  pay  three  times  the 
price  you  pay  a  paclonan,  as  is  the  nat'ral  way 
o'  gettin'  goods,  —  an'  pays  no  rent,  an'  is  n't 
forced  to  throttle  himself  till  the  lies  are  squeezed 
out  on  him,  whether  he  will  or  no.  But  lors! 
mum,  you  know  what  it  is  better  nor  I  do,  —  you 
can  see  through  them  shopmen,  I  '11  be  bound." 

"  Yes,  I  reckon  I  can,  and  through  the  pack- 
men too,"  observed  Mrs.  Glegg,  intending  to 
imply  that  Bob's  flattery  had  produced  no  effect 
on  her;  while  her  husband,  standing  behind  her 
with  his  hands  in  his  pockets  and  legs  apart, 
winked  and  smiled  with  conjugal  delight  at  the 
probability  of  his  wife's  being  circumvented. 

"  Ay,  to  be  sure,  mum,"  said  Bob.  "  Why, 
you  must  ha'  dealt  wi'  no  end  o'  packmen  when 
you  war  a  young  lass,  —  before  the  master  here 
had  the  luck  to  set  eyes  on  you.  I  know  where 
you  lived,  I  do,  —  seen  th'  house  many  a  time, 

—  close  upon  Squire  Darleigh's,  —  a  stone  house 
wi'  steps  —  " 

"  Ah,  that  it  had,"  said  Mrs.  Glegg,  pouring 
out   the  tea.     "  You  know   something   o'   my 
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family,  then  .  .  .  are  you  akin  to  that  packman 
with  a  squint  in  his  eye,  as  used  to  bring  th'  Irish 
linen? " 

"  Look  you  there  now!  "  said  Bob,  evasively. 
"  Did  n't  I  know  as  you  'd  remember  the  best 
bargains  you  've  made  in  your  life  was  made  wi' 
packmen?  Why,  you  see,  even  a  squintin'  pack- 
man 's  better  nor  a  shopman  as  can  see  straight. 
Lors !  if  I  'd  had  the  luck  to  call  at  the  stone 
house  wi'  my  pack,  as  lies  here,"  —  stooping  and 
thumping  the  bundle  emphatically  with  his  fist, 
—  "  an'  th'  handsome  young  lasses  all  stannin' 
out  on  the  stone  steps,  it  'ud  ha'  been  summat 
like  openin'  a  pack,  —  that  would.  It 's  on'y 
the  poor  houses  now  as  a  packman  calls  on,  if  it 
is  n't  for  the  sake  o'  the  sarvant-maids.  They  're 
paltry  times,  —  these  are.  Why,  mum,  look  at 
the  printed  cottons  now,  an'  what  they  was  when 
you  wore  'em,  —  why,  you  would  n't  put  such  a 
thing  on  now,  I  can  see.  It  must  be  first-rate 
quality,  —  the  manifactur  as  you  'd  buy,  — 
summat  as  'ud  wear  as  w^ell  as  your  o^'vti 
faitures." 

"  Yes,  better  quality  nor  any  you  're  like  to 
carry :  you  've  got  nothing  first-rate  but  brazen- 
ness,  I  '11  be  bound,"  said  Mrs.  Glegg,  with  a 
triumphant  sense  of  her  insurmountable  sagac- 
ity. "  Mr.  Glegg,  are  you  going  ever  to  sit 
down  to  your  tea?    Tom,  there  's  a  cup  for  you." 

"  You  speak  true  there,  mum,"  said  Bob. 
"  My  pack  is  n't  for  ladies  like  you.  The  time  's 
gone  by  for  that.  Bargains  picked  up  dirt 
cheap!  A  bit  o'  damage  here  an'  there,  as  can 
be  cut  out,  or  else  niver  seen  i'  the  wearin' ;  but 
not  fit  to  offer  to  rich  folks  as  can  pay  for  the 
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look  o'  things  as  nobody  sees.  I  'm  not  the  man 
as  'ud  offer  t'  open  my  pack  t'  you,  mum:  no, 
no ;  I  'm  a  imperent  chap,  as  you  say,  —  these 
times  makes  folks  imperent,  —  but  I  'm  not  up 
to  the  mark  o'  that." 

"  Why,  what  goods  do  you  carry  in  your 
pack?"  said  Mrs.  Glegg.  "Fine-coloured 
things,  I  suppose,  —  shawls  an'  that?" 

"  All  sorts,  mum,  all  sorts,"  said  Bob,  thump- 
ing his  bundle;  "  but  let  us  say  no  more  about 
that,  if  you  please.  I  'm  here  upo'  Mr.  Tom's 
business,  an'  I  'm  not  the  man  to  take  up  the 
time  wi'  my  own." 

"  And  pray  what  is  this  business  as  is  to  be 
kept  from  me?  "  said  Mrs.  Glegg,  who,  solicited 
by  a  double  curiosity,  was  obliged  to  let  the  one 
half  wait. 

"  A  little  plan  o'  nephy  Tom's  here,"  said 
good-natured  JMr.  Glegg;  "  and  not  altogether 
a  bad  un,  I  think.  A  little  plan  for  making 
money :  that 's  the  right  sort  o'  plan  for  young 
folks  as  have  got  their  fortin  to  make,  eh, 
Jane?" 

"  But  I  hope  it  is  n't  a  plan  where  he  expects 
iverything  to  be  done  for  him  by  his  friends: 
that 's  what  the  young  folks  think  of  mostly 
nowadays.  And  pray,  what  has  this  packman 
got  to  do  \\d'  what  goes  on  in  our  family?  Can't 
you  speak  for  yourself,  Tom,  and  let  your  aunt 
know  things,  as  a  nephey  should  ?  " 

"  This  is  Bob  Jakin,  aunt,"  said  Tom,  brid- 
ling the  irritation  that  aunt  Glegg's  voice  al- 
ways produced.  "  I  've  known  him  ever  since 
we  were  little  boys.  He  's  a  very  good  fellow, 
and  always  ready  to  do  me  a  kindness.    And  he 
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has  had  some  experience  in  sending  goods  out, 
—  a  small  part  of  a  cargo  as  a  private  specula- 
tion ;  and  he  thinks  if  I  could  begin  to  do  a  little 
in  the  same  way,  I  might  make  some  money.  A 
large  interest  is  got  in  that  way." 

"Large  int'rest?"  said  aunt  Glegg,  with 
eagerness;  "and  what  do  you  call  large 
int'rest?" 

"  Ten  or  twelve  per  cent,  Bob  says,  after  ex- 
penses are  paid." 

"  Then  why  was  n't  I  let  to  know  o'  such 
things  before,  Mr.  Glegg? "  said  Mrs.  Glegg, 
turning  to  her  husband,  with  a  deep  grating 
tone  of  reproach.  "  Have  n't  you  allays  told  me 
as  there  was  no  getting  more  nor  five  per  cent?  " 

"  Pooh,  pooh,  nonsense,  my  good  woman," 
said  Mr.  Glegg.  "  You  could  n't  go  into  trade, 
could  you?  You  can't  get  more  than  five  per 
cent  with  security." 

"  But  I  can  turn  a  bit  o'  money  for  you,  an' 
welcome,  mum,"  said  Bob,  "  if  you  'd  like  to  risk 
it,  —  not  as  there  's  any  risk  to  speak  on.  But  if 
you  'd  a  mind  to  lend  a  bit  o'  money  to  Mr.  Tom, 
he  'd  pay  you  six  or  seven  per  zent,  an'  get  a 
trifle  for  himself  as  well;  an'  a  good-natur'd 
lady  like  you  'ud  like  the  feel  o'  the  money  better 
if  your  nephey  took  part  on  it." 

"What  do  you  say,  Mrs.  G.?"  said  Mr. 
Glegg.  "  I  've  a  notion,  when  I  've  made  a  bit 
more  inquiry,  as  I  shall  perhaps  start  Tom  here 
with  a  bit  of  a  nest-egg,  —  he  '11  pay  me  in- 
t'rest, you  know,  —  an'  if  you  've  got  some  little 
sums  lyin'  idle  twisted  up  in  a  stockin'  toe,  or 
that  —  " 

"  Mr.  Glegg,  it 's  beyond  iverything!    You  '11 
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go  and  give  information  to  the  tramps  next,  as 
they  may  come  and  rob  me." 

"  Well,  well,  as  I  was  sayin',  if  you  like  to 
join  me  wi'  twenty  pounds,  you  can,  —  I  '11 
make  it  fifty.  That  '11  be  a  pretty  good  nest- 
egg,  —  eh,  Tom? " 

"  You  're  not  counting  on  me,  Mr.  Glegg,  I 
hope,"  said  his  wife.  "  You  could  do  fine  things 
wi'  my  money,  I  don't  doubt." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Mr.  Glegg,  rather  snap- 
pishly, "  then  we  '11  do  without  you.  I  shall  go 
with  you  to  see  this  Salt,"  he  added,  turning  to 
Bob. 

"  And  now,  I  suppose,  you  '11  go  all  the  other 
way,  Mr.  Glegg,"  said  Mrs.  G.,  "  and  want  to 
shut  me  out  o'  my  own  nephey's  business.  I 
never  said  I  would  n't  put  money  into  it,  —  I 
don't  say  as  it  shall  be  twenty  pounds,  though 
you  're  so  ready  to  say  it  for  me,  —  but  he  '11 
see  some  day  as  his  aunt 's  in  the  right  not  to  risk 
the  money  she  's  saved  for  him  till  it 's  proved 
as  it  won't  be  lost." 

"  Ay,  that 's  a  pleasant  sort  o'  risk,  that  is," 
said  Mr.  Glegg,  indiscreetly  winking  at  Tom, 
who  could  n't  avoid  smiling.  But  Bob  stemmed 
the  injured  lady's  outburst. 

*'  Ay,  mum,"  he  said  admiringly,  "  you  know 
what 's  what,  —  you  do.  An'  it 's  nothing  but 
fair.  1^0?^  see  how  the  first  bit  of  a  job  answers, 
an'  then  you  '11  come  down  handsome.  Lors, 
it 's  a  fine  thing  to  hev  good  kin.  I  got  my  bit 
of  a  nest-egg,  as  the  master  calls  it,  all  by  my 
own  sharpness,  —  ten  suvreigns  it  was,  —  wi' 
dousing  the  fire  at  Torry's  mill,  an'  it 's  growed 
an'  growed  by  a  bit  an'  a  bit,  till  I  'n  got  a 
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matter  o'  thirty  pound  to  lay  out,  besides  makin' 
my  mother  comforble.  I  should  get  more,  on'y 
I  'm  such  a  soft  wi'  the  women,  —  I  can't  help 
lettin'  'em  hev  such  good  bargains.  There  's  this 
bundle,  now  "  (thumping  it  lustily) ,  "  any  other 
chap  'ud  make  a  pretty  penny  out  on  it.  But 
me!  .  .  .  lors,  I  shall  sell  'em  for  pretty  near 
what  I  paid  for  'em." 

"Have  you  got  a  bit  of  good  net,  now?'* 
said  Mrs.  Glegg,  in  a  patronizing  tone,  moving 
from  the  tea-table,  and  folding  her  napkin. 

"  Eh,  mum,  not  what  you  'd  think  it  worth 
your  while  to  look  at.  I  'd  scorn  to  show  it  you. 
It  'ud  be  an  insult  to  you." 

"  But  let  me  see,"  said  Mrs.  Glegg,  still  pat- 
ronizing. "  If  they  're  damaged  goods,  they  're 
like  enough  to  be  a  bit  the  better  quality." 

"  No,  mum.  I  know  my  place,"  said  Bob, 
lifting  up  his  pack  and  shouldering  it.  "I  'm 
not  going  t'  expose  the  lowness  o'  my  trade  to 
a  lady  like  you.  Packs  is  come  down  i'  the 
world :  it  'ud  cut  you  to  th'  heart  to  see  the  differ- 
ence. I  'm  at  your  sarvice,  sir,  when  you  've  a 
mind  to  go  and  see  Salt." 

"  All  in  good  time,"  said  Mr.  Glegg,  really 
unwilling  to  cut  short  the  dialogue.  "  Ai'e  you 
wanted  at  the  wharf,  Tom?  " 

"  No,  sir;   I  left  Stowe  in  my  place." 

"  Come,  put  down  your  pack,  and  let  me  see,'* 
said  Mrs.  Glegg,  drawing  a  chair  to  the  window, 
and  seating  herself  Math  much  dignity. 

"  Don't  you  ask  it,  mum,"  said  Bob,  entreat- 
ingly. 

"  Make  no  more  words,"  said  JVIrs.  Glegg, 
severely,  "  but  do  as  I  tell  you." 
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"  Eh,  mum,  I  'm  loath,  —  that  I  am,"  said 
Bob,  slowly  depositing  his  pack  on  the  step,  and 
beginning  to  untie  it  with  unwilling  fingers. 
"  But  what  you  order  shall  be  done  "  (much 
fumbling  in  pauses  between  the  sentences). 
"  It 's  not  as  you  '11  buy  a  single  thing  on  me. 
.  .  .  I  'd  be  sorry  for  you  to  do  it  .  .  .  for  tliink 
o'  them  poor  women  up  i  the  villages  there,  as 
niver  stir  a  hundred  yards  from  home  ...  it 
'ud  be  a  pity  for  anybody  to  buy  up  their  bar- 
gains. Lors,  it 's  as  good  as  a  junketing  to  'em 
when  they  see  me  wi'  my  pack  .  .  .  an'  I  shall 
niver  pick  up  such  bargains  for  'em  again. 
Least  ways,  I  've  no  time  now,  for  I  'm  off  to 
Laceham.  See  here,  now,"  Bob  went  on,  be- 
coming rapid  again,  and  holding  up  a  scarlet 
woollen  kerchief  with  an  embroidered  WTcath 
in  the  corner;  "  here  's  a  thing  to  make  a  lass's 
mouth  water,  an'  on'y  two  shillin',  —  an'  why? 
Why,  'cause  there  's  a  bit  of  a  moth-hole  i'  this 
plain  end.  Lors,  I  think  the  moths  an'  the  mil- 
dew was  sent  by  Providence  o'  purpose  to 
cheapen  the  goods  a  bit  for  the  good-lookin' 
women  as  han't  got  much  money.  If  it  had  n't 
been  for  the  moths,  now,  every  hankicher  on  'em 
'ud  ha'  gone  to  the  rich  handsome  ladies  like 
you,  mum,  at  five  shillin'  apiece,  —  not  a  farthin' 
less;  but  what  does  the  moth  do?  Why,  it 
nibbles  off  three  shillin'  o'  the  price  i'  no  time, 
an'  then  a  packman  like  me  can  carry  't  to  the 
poor  lasses  as  live  under  the  dark  thack,  to  make 
a  bit  of  a  blaze  for  'em.  Lors,  it 's  as  good  as  a 
fire,  to  look  at  such  a  hankicher!  " 

Bob  held  it  at  a  distance  for  admiration,  but 
Mrs.  Glegg  said  sharply,  — 
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"  Yes,  but  nobody  wants  a  fire  this  time  o' 
year.  Put  these  coloured  things  by,  —  let  me 
look  at  your  nets,  if  you  Ve  got  'em." 

"  Eh,  mum,  I  told  you  how  it  'ud  be,"  said 
Bob,  flinging  aside  the  coloured  things  with  an 
air  of  desperation.  "  I  knowed  it  'ud  turn  again' 
you  to  look  at  such  paltry  articles  as  I  carry. 
Here  's  a  piece  o'  figured  muslin  now,  —  what 's 
the  use  o'  you  lookin'  at  it?  You  might  as  well 
look  at  poor  folks's  victual,  mum,  —  it  'ud  on'y 
take  away  your  appetite.  There  's  a  5^ard  i'  the 
middle  on  't  as  the  pattern  's  all  missed,  —  lors, 
why,  it 's  a  muslin  as  the  Princess  Victoree  might 
ha'  wore,  —  but,"  added  Bob,  flinging  it  behind 
him  on  to  the  turf,  as  if  to  save  Mrs.  Glegg's 
eyes,  "  it  '11  be  bought  up  by  the  huckster's  wife 
at  Fibb's  End,  —  that 's  where  it  '11  go,  —  ten 
shillin'  for  the  whole  lot,  —  ten  yards,  countin' 
the  damaged  un,  —  five-an'-twenty  shillin'  'ud 
ha'  been  the  price,  —  not  a  penny  less.  But  I  '11 
say  no  more,  mum ;  it 's  nothing  to  you,  —  a 
piece  o'  mushn  like  that ;  you  can  afford  to  pay 
three  times  the  money  for  a  thing  as  is  n't  half 
so  good.  It 's  nets  you  talked  on ;  well,  I  've 
got  a  piece  as  'ull  serve  you  to  make  fun  on  —  " 

"  Bring  me  that  muslin,"  said  Mrs.  Glegg: 
"  it 's  a  buff,  —  I  'm  partial  to  buff." 

"  Eh,  but  a  damaged  thing,"  said  Bob,  in  a 
tone  of  deprecating  disgust.  "  You  'd  do  noth- 
ing with  it,  mum,  —  you  'd  give  it  to  the  cook, 
I  know  you  would,  —  an'  it  'ud  be  a  pity,  — 
she  'd  look  too  much  like  a  lady  in  it,  —  it 's  un- 
becoming for  servants." 

"  Fetch  it,  and  let  me  see  you  measure  it,"  said 
Mrs.  Glegg,  authoritatively. 
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Bob  obeyed  with  ostentatious  reluctance. 

"  See  what  there  is  over  measure!  "  he  said, 
holding  forth  the  extra  half-yard,  while  Mrs. 
Glegg  was  busy  examining  the  damaged  yard, 
and  throwing  her  head  back  to  see  how  far  the 
fault  would  be  lost  on  a  distant  view. 

"  I  '11  give  you  six  shilling  for  it,"  she  said, 
throwing  it  down  with  the  air  of  a  person  who 
mentions  an  ultimatum. 

"  Did  n't  I  tell  you  now,  mum,  as  it  'ud  hurt 
your  feelings  to  look  at  my  pack?  That  dam- 
aged bit 's  turned  your  stomach  now,  —  I  see 
it  has,"  said  Bob,  wrapping  the  muslin  up  with 
the  utmost  quickness,  and  apparently  about  to 
fasten  up  his  pack.  "  You  're  used  to  seein'  a 
different  sort  o'  article  carried  by  packmen, 
when  you  lived  at  the  stone  house.  Packs  is  come 
down  i'  the  world;  I  told  you  that:  my  goods 
are  for  common  folks.  Mrs.  Pepper  'ull  give 
me  ten  shillin'  for  that  muslin,  an'  be  sorry  as 
I  did  n't  ask  her  more.  Such  articles  answer  i' 
the  wearin',  —  they  keep  their  colour  till  the 
threads  melt  away  i'  the  wash-tub,  an'  that  won't 
be  while  /'ma  young  un." 

"Well,  seven  shillin',"  said  Mrs.  Glegg. 

"  Put  it  out  o'  your  mind,  mum,  now  do,"  said 
Bob.  "  Here  's  a  bit  o'  net,  then,  for  you  to 
look  at  before  I  tie  up  my  pack:  just  for  you 
to  see  what  my  trade  's  come  to :  spotted  and 
sprigged,  you  see,  beautiful,  but  yallow,  —  's 
been  lyin'  by  an'  got  the  wrong  colour.  I  could 
niver  ha'  bought  such  net,  if  it  had  n't  been 
yallow.  Lors,  it 's  took  me  a  deal  o'  study  to 
know  the  vally  o'  such  articles;  when  I  begun 
to  carry  a  pack,  I  was  as  ignirant  as  a  pig,  — 
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net  or  calico  was  all  the  same  to  me.  I  thought 
them  things  the  most  vally  as  was  the  thickest. 
I  was  took  in  dreadful,  —  for  I  'm  a  straightfor- 
rard  chap,  —  up  to  no  tricks,  mum.  I  can  on'y 
say  my  nose  is  my  own,  for  if  I  went  beyond, 
I  should  lose  myself  pretty  quick.  An'  I  gev 
five-an'-eightpence  for  that  piece  o'  net,  —  if  I 
was  to  tell  y'  anything  else,  I  should  be  tellin' 
you  fibs:  an'  five-an'-eightpence  I  shall  ask  for 
it, —  not  a  penny  more,  —  for  it 's  a  woman's 
article,  an'  I  like  to  'commodate  the  women. 
Five-an'-eightpence  for  six  yards,  —  as  cheap 
as  if  it  was  only  the  dirt  on  it  as  was  paid  for." 

"  I  don't  mind  having  three  yards  of  it,"  said 
Mrs.  Glegg. 

"  Why,  there  's  but  six  all  together,"  said  Bob. 
"  No,  mum,  it  is  n't  worth  your  while ;  you  can 
go  to  the  shop  to-morrow  an'  get  the  same  pat- 
tern ready  whitened.  It 's  on'y  three  times  the 
money,  —  what 's  that  to  a  lady  like  you?  "  He 
gave  an  emphatic  tie  to  his  bundle. 

"  Come,  lay  me  out  that  muslin,"  said  Mrs. 
Glegg.     "  Here  's  eight  shilling  for  it." 

"  You  will  be  jokin',  mum,"  said  Bob,  look- 
ing up  \vith  a  laughing  face;  "  I  see  'd  you  was 
a  pleasant  lady  when  I  fust  come  to  the  winder." 

"  Well,  put  it  me  out,"  said  Mrs.  Glegg, 
peremptorily. 

"  But  if  I  let  you  have  it  for  ten  shillin',  mum, 
you  '11  be  so  good  as  not  tell  nobody.  I  should 
be  a  laughin'-stock,  — the  trade  'ud  hoot  me,  if 
they  knowed  it.  I  'm  obliged  to  make  believe 
as  I  ask  more  nor  I  do  for  my  goods,  else  they  'd 
find  out  I  was  a  flat.  I  'm  glad  you  don't  insist 
upo'  buyin'  the  net,  for  then  I  should  ha'  lost 
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my  two  best  bargains  for  JNIrs.  Pepper  o'  Fibb's 
End,  —  an'  she  's  a  rare  customer." 

"  Let  me  look  at  the  net  again,"  said  Mrs. 
Glegg,  yearning  after  the  cheap  spots  and 
sprigs,  now  they  were  vanishing. 

"  Well,  I  can't  deny  you,  mum,"  said  Bob, 
handing  it  out.  "  Eh!  see  what  a  pattern  now! 
Real  Laceham  goods.  Now,  this  is  the  sort  o' 
article  I  'm  recommendin'  Mr.  Tom  to  send  out. 
Lors,  it 's  a  fine  thing  for  anybody  as  has  got  a 
bit  o'  money,  —  these  Laceham  goods  'ud  make 
it  breed  like  maggits.  If  I  was  a  lady  wi'  a  bit 
o'  money !  —  why,  I  know  one  as  put  thirty 
pound  into  them  goods,  —  a  lady  w4'  a  cork 
leg ;  but  as  sharp,  —  you  would  n't  catch  her 
rumiin'  her  head  into  a  sack:  she  'd  see  her  way 
clear  out  o'  an}i:hing  afore  she  'd  be  in  a  hurry 
to  start.  Well,  she  let  out  thirty  pound  to  a 
young  man  in  the  drapering  line,  and  he  laid 
it  out  i'  Laceham  goods,  an'  a  shuj^ercargo  o' 
my  acquinetance  (not  Salt)  took  'em  out,  an'  she 
got  her  eight  per  zent  fust  go  off,  —  an'  now  you 
can't  hold  her  but  she  must  be  sendin'  out  car- 
guies  wi'  every  ship,  till  she  's  gettin'  as  rich  as 
a  Jew.  Bucks  her  name  is,  —  she  does  n't  live 
i'  this  town.  Now  then,  mum,  if  you  'U  please 
to  give  me  the  net  —  " 

"  Here  's  fifteen  shilling,  then,  for  the  two," 
said  Mrs.  Glegg.    "  But  it 's  a  shameful  price." 

"  Nay,  mum,  you  '11  niver  say  that  when 
you  're  upo'  your  knees  i'  church  i'  five  years' 
time.  I  'm  makin'  you  a  present  o'  th'  articles, 
—  I  am,  indeed.  That  eightpence  shaves  off 
my  profit  as  clean  as  a  razor.  Now  then,  sir," 
continued  Bob,  shouldering  his  pack,  "  if  you 
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please,  I  '11  be  glad  to  go  and  see  about  makin' 
Mr.  Tom's  fortin.  Eh,  I  wish  I  'd  got  another 
twenty  pound  to  lay  out  for  inysen :  I  should  n't 
stay  to  say  my  Catechism  afore  I  knowed  what 
to  do  wi  't." 

"  Stop  a  bit,  Mr.  Glegg,"  said  the  lady,  as 
her  husband  took  his  hat,  "  you  never  will  give 
me  the  chance  o'  speaking.  You  '11  go  away 
now,  and  finish  everything  about  this  business, 
and  come  back  and  tell  me  it 's  too  late  for  me 
to  speak.  As  if  I  was  n't  my  nephey's  own 
aunt,  and  th'  head  o'  the  family  on  his  mother's 
side!  and  laid  by  guineas,  all  full  weight,  for 
him,  —  as  he  '11  know  who  to  respect  when  I  'm 
laid  in  my  coffin." 

"  Well,  Mrs.  G.,  say  what  you  mean,"  said 
Mr.  G.,  hastily. 

"  Well,  then,  I  desire  as  nothing  may  be  done 
without  my  knowing.  I  don't  say  as  I  sha'n't 
venture  twenty  pounds,  if  you  make  out  as 
everything 's  right  and  safe.  And  if  I  do, 
Tom,"  concluded  Mrs.  Glegg,  turning  impress- 
ively to  her  nephew,  "  I  hope  you  '11  allays  bear 
it  in  mind  and  be  grateful  for  such  an  aunt.  I 
mean  you  to  pay  me  interest,  you  know,  —  I 
don't  approve  o'  giving;  we  niver  looked  for 
that  in  my  family." 

"  Thank  you,  aunt,"  said  Tom,  rather 
proudly.  "  I  prefer  having  the  money  only  lent 
to  me." 

"  Very  well:  that 's  the  Dodson  sperrit,"  said 
Mrs.  Glegg,  rising  to  get  her  knitting  with  the 
sense  that  any  further  remark  after  this  would 
be  bathos. 

Salt  —  that  eminently  "  briny  chap  "  —  hav- 
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ing  been  discovered  in  a  cloud  of  tobacco-smoke 
at  the  Anchor  Tavern,  Mr.  Glegg  commenced, 
inquiries  which  turned  out  satisfactorily  enough 
to  warrant  the  advance  of  the  "  nest-egg,"  to 
which  aunt  Glegg  contributed  twenty  pounds; 
and  in  this  modest  beginning  you  see  the  ground 
of  a  fact  which  might  otherwise  surprise  you,  — 
namely,  Tom's  accumulation  of  a  fund,  un- 
known to  his  father,  that  promised  in  no  very 
long  time  to  meet  the  more  tardy  process  of 
saving,  and  quite  cover  the  deficit.  When  once 
his  attention  had  been  turned  to  this  source  of 
gain,  Tom  determined  to  make  the  most  of  it, 
and  lost  no  opportunity  of  obtaining  informa- 
tion and  extending  his  small  enterprises.  In 
not  telling  his  father,  he  was  influenced  by  that 
strange  mixture  of  opposite  feelings  which  often 
gives  equal  truth  to  those  who  blame  an  action 
and  those  who  admire  it:  partly,  it  was  that 
disinclination  to  confidence  which  is  seen  be- 
tween near  kindred,  —  that  family  repulsion 
which  spoils  the  most  sacred  relations  of  our 
lives;  partly,  it  was  the  desire  to  surprise  his 
father  with  a  great  joy.  He  did  not  see  that 
it  would  have  been  better  to  soothe  the  interval 
with  a  new  hope,  and  prevent  the  delirium  of 
a  too  sudden  elation. 

At  the  time  of  Maggie's  first  meeting  with 
Philip,  Tom  had  already  nearly  a  hundred  and 
fifty  pounds  of  his  own  capital ;  and  while  they 
were  walking  by  the  evening  light  in  the  Red 
Deeps,  he,  by  the  same  evening  light,  was  riding 
into  Laceham,  proud  of  being  on  his  first  jour- 
ney on  behalf  of  Guest  &  Co.,  and  revolving  in 
his  mind  all  the  chances  that  by  the  end  of  an- 
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other  year  he  should  have  doubled  his  gains, 
lifted  off  the  obloquy  of  debt  from  his  father's 
name,  and  perhaps  —  for  he  should  be  twenty- 
one —  have  got  a  new  start  for  himself,  on  a 
higher  platform  of  employment.  Did  he  not 
deserve  it?     He  was  quite  sure  that  he  did. 


CHAPTER    III 

THE   WAVERING   BALANCE 


1SAID  that  Maggie  went  home  that  even- 
ing from  the  Red  Deeps  with  a  mental  con- 
flict already  begun.  You  have  seen  clearly 
enough,  in  her  interview  with  Pliilip,  what  that 
conflict  was.  Here  suddenly  was  an  opening 
in  the  rocky  wall  which  shut  in  the  narrow  valley 
of  humiliation,  where  all  her  prospect  was  the 
remote  unfathomed  sky;  and  some  of  the  mem- 
ory-haunting earthly  delights  were  no  longer 
out  of  her  reach.  She  might  have  books,  con- 
verse, affection,  —  she  might  hear  tidings  of  the 
world  from  which  her  mind  had  not  yet  lost  its 
sense  of  exile;  and  it  would  be  a  kindness  to 
Philip,  too,  who  was  pitiable,  —  clearly  not 
happy;  and  perhaps  here  was  an  opportunity 
indicated  for  making  her  mind  more  worthy  of 
its  highest  service,  —  perhaps  the  noblest,  com- 
pletest  devoutness  could  hardly  exist  without 
some  width  of  knowledge :  7)iust  she  always  live 
in  this  resigned  imprisonment?  It  was  so  blame- 
less, so  good  a  thing  that  there  should  be  friend- 
ship between  her  and  Philip;  the  motives  that 
forbade  it  were  so  unreasonable,  —  so  unchris- 
tian !  But  the  severe  monotonous  warning  came 
again  and  again,  —  that  she  was  losing  the  sim- 
plicity and  clearness  of  her  life  by  admitting  a 
ground  of  concealment,  and  that,  by  forsak- 
ing the  simple  rule  of  renunciation,  she  was 
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throwing  herself  under  the  seductive  guidance 
of  inimitable  wants.  She  thought  she  had  won 
strength  to  obey  the  warning  before  she  allowed 
herself  the  next  week  to  turn  her  steps  in  the 
evening  to  the  Red  Deeps.  But  while  she  was 
resolved  to  say  an  affectionate  farewell  to  Philip, 
how  she  looked  forward  to  that  evening  walk 
in  the  still,  fleckered  shade  of  the  hollows,  away 
from  all  that  was  harsh  and  unlovely;  to  the 
affectionate  admiring  looks  that  would  meet 
her;  to  the  sense  of  comradeship  that  childish 
memories  would  give  to  wiser,  older  talk ;  to  the 
certainty  that  Philip)  would  care  to  hear  every- 
thing she  said,  which  no  one  else  cared  for!  It 
was  a  half -hour  that  it  would  be  very  hard  to 
turn  her  back  upon,  with  the  sense  that  there 
would  be  no  other  like  it.  Yet  she  said  what 
she  meant  to  say;  she  looked  firm  as  well  as 
sad. 

"  Philip,  I  have  made  up  my  mind,  —  it  is 
right  that  we  should  give  each  other  up,  in  every- 
thing but  memory.  I  could  not  see  you  without 
concealment,  —  stay,  I  know  what  you  are  going 
to  say,  —  it  is  other  people's  wrong  feelings  that 
make  concealment  necessary;  but  concealment 
is  bad,  however  it  may  be  caused.  I  feel  that  it 
would  be  bad  for  me,  for  us  both.  And  then,  if 
our  secret  were  discovered,  there  would  be  noth- 
ing but  misery,  —  dreadful  anger ;  and  then  we 
must  part  after  all,  and  it  would  be  harder, 
when  we  were  used  to  seeing  each  other." 

Philip's  face  had  flushed,  and  there  was  a 
momentary  eagerness  of  expression,  as  if  he  had 
been  about  to  resist  this  decision  with  all  his 
might.    But  he  controlled  himself,  and  said  with 
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assumed  calmness,  "  Well,  Maggie,  if  we  must 
part,  let  us  try  and  forget  it  for  one  half -hour; 
let  us  talk  together  a  little  while  —  for  the  last 
time." 

He  took  her  hand,  and  Maggie  felt  no  reason 
to  withdraw  it:  his  quietness  made  her  all  the 
more  sure  she  had  given  him  great  pain,  and  she 
wanted  to  show  him  how  unwillingly  she  had 
given  it.  They  walked  together  hand  in  hand  in 
silence. 

"  Let  us  sit  do\\Ti  in  the  hollow,"  said  Philip, 
"  where  we  stood  the  last  time.  See  how  the 
dog-roses  have  strewed  the  ground,  and  spread 
their  opal  petals  over  it!  " 

They  sat  down  at  the  roots  of  the  slanting 
ash. 

"  I  've  begun  my  picture  of  you  among  the 
Scotch  firs,  Maggie,"  said  Phihp,  "  so  you  must 
let  me  study  your  face  a  little,  while  you  stay,  — • 
since  I  am  not  to  see  it  again.  Please  turn  your 
head  this  way." 

This  was  said  in  an  entreating  voice,  and  it 
would  have  been  very  hard  of  Maggie  to  refuse. 
The  full  lustrous  face,  with  the  bright  black  cor- 
onet, looked  down,  like  that  of  a  divinity  well 
pleased  to  be  worshipped,  on  the  pale-hued, 
small-featured  face  that  was  turned  up  to  it. 

"  I  shall  be  sitting  for  my  second  portrait 
then,"  she  said,  smiling.  "  Will  it  be  larger 
than  the  other? " 

"  Oh  yes,  much  larger.  It  is  an  oil  painting. 
You  will  look  like  a  tall  Hamadryad,  dark  and 
strong  and  noble,  just  issued  from  one  of  the 
fir-trees,  when  the  stems  are  casting  their  after- 
noon shadows  on  the  grass." 
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"  You  seem  to  think  more  of  painting  than  of 
anything  now,  PhiHp?  " 

"Perhaps  I  do,"  said  Phihp,  rather  sadly; 
"  but  I  think  of  too  many  things,  —  sow  all  sorts 
of  seeds,  and  get  no  great  harvest  from  any 
one  of  them.  I  'm  cursed  with  susceptibility  in 
every  direction,  and  effective  faculty  in  none. 
I  care  for  painting  and  music;  I  care  for 
classic  literature,  and  mediaeval  literature,  and 
modern  literature :  I  flutter  all  ways,  and  fly  in 
none." 

"  But  surely  that  is  a  happiness  to  have  so 
many  tastes,  —  to  enjoy  so  many  beautiful 
things,  —  when  they  are  within  your  reach," 
said  Maggie,  musingly.  "  It  always  seemed 
to  me  a  sort  of  clever  stupidity  only  to  have 
one  sort  of  talent,  —  almost  like  a  carrier- 
pigeon." 

"  It  might  be  a  happiness  to  have  many  tastes 
if  I  were  like  other  men,"  said  Philip,  bitterly. 
"  I  might  get  some  power  and  distinction  by 
mere  mediocrity,  as  they  do;  at  least  I  should 
get  those  middling  satisfactions  which  make  men 
contented  to  do  without  great  ones.  I  might 
think  society  at  St.  Ogg's  agreeable  then.  But 
nothing  could  make  Hfe  worth  the  purchase- 
money  of  pain  to  me,  but  some  faculty  that 
would  lift  me  above  the  dead  level  of  provincial 
existence.  Yes,  —  there  is  one  thing :  a  passion 
answers  as  well  as  a  faculty." 

Maggie  did  not  hear  the  last  words ;  she  was 
struggling  against  the  consciousness  that 
PhiUp's  words  had  set  her  own  discontent  vi- 
brating again  as  it  used  to  do. 

"  I  understand  what  you  mean,"  she  said, 

.  vot.  IV.— 4 


50       THE   MILL  ON   THE   FLOSS 

"  though  I  know  so  much  less  than  you  do.  I 
used  to  think  I  could  never  bear  life  if  it  kept  on 
being  the  same  every  day,  and  I  must  always  be 
doing  things  of  no  consequence,  and  never  know 
anything  greater.  But,  dear  Philip,  I  think  we 
are  only  like  children,  that  some  one  who  is  wiser 
is  taking  care  of.  Is  it  not  right  to  resign  our- 
selves entirely,  whatever  may  be  denied  us?  I 
have  found  great  peace  in  that  for  the  last  two 
or  three  years,  —  even  joy  in  subduing  my  own 
will." 

"Yes,  Maggie,"  said  Philip,  vehemently; 
"  and  you  are  shutting  yourself  up  in  a  narrow 
self-delusive  fanaticism,  which  is  only  a  way  of 
escaping  pain  by  starving  into  dulness  all  the 
highest  powers  of  your  nature.  Joy  and  peace 
are  not  resignation;  resignation  is  the  willing 
endurance  of  a  pain  that  is  not  allayed,  —  that 
you  don't  expect  to  be  allayed.  Stupefaction  is 
not  resignation ;  and  it  is  stupefaction  to  remain 
in  ignorance,  —  to  shut  up  all  the  avenues  by 
which  the  life  of  your  fellow-men  might  become 
known  to  you.  I  am  not  resigned;  I  am  not 
sure  that  life  is  long  enough  to  learn  that  lesson. 
You  are  not  resigned;  you  are  only  trying  to 
stupefy  yourself." 

Maggie's  lips  trembled;  she  felt  there  was 
some  truth  in  what  Philip  said,  and  yet  there  was 
a  deeper  consciousness  that,  for  any  immediate 
application  it  had  to  her  conduct,  it  was  no  bet- 
ter than  falsity.  Pier  double  impression  corre- 
sponded to  the  double  impulse  of  the  speaker. 
Philip  sei'iously  believed  what  he  said,  but  he 
said  it  with  vehemence  because  it  made  an  argu- 
ment against  the  resolution  that  opposed  liis 
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wishes.  But  JNIaggie's  face,  made  more  child- 
like by  the  gathering  tears,  touched  him  with  a 
tenderer,  less  egoistic  feeling.  He  took  her 
hand  and  said  gently,  — 

"  Don't  let  us  think  of  such  things  in  this  short 
half-hour,  JVIaggie.  Let  us  only  care  about  be- 
ing together.  .  .  .  We  shall  be  friends  in  spite 
of  separation.  .  .  .  We  shall  always  think  of 
each  other.  I  shall  be  glad  to  live  as  long  as  you 
are  alive,  because  I  shall  think  there  may  always 
come  a  time  when  I  can  —  when  you  will  let  me 
help  you  in  some  way." 

"  What  a  dear,  good  brother  you  would  have 
been,  Philip!"  said  Maggie,  smiling  through 
the  haze  of  tears.  "  I  think  you  would  have 
made  as  much  fuss  about  me,  and  been  as 
pleased  for  me  to  love  you,  as  would  have  satis- 
fied even  me.  You  would  have  loved  me  well 
enough  to  bear  with  me,  and  forgive  me  every- 
thing. That  was  what  I  always  longed  that 
Tom  should  do.  I  was  never  satisfied  with 
a  little  of  anything.  That  is  why  it  is  better 
for  me  to  do  without  earthly  happiness  alto- 
gether. ...  I  never  felt  that  I  had  enough 
music,  —  I  wanted  more  instruments  playing 
together,  —  I  wanted  voices  to  be  fuller  and 
deeper.  Do  you  ever  sing  now,  Philip?"  she 
added  abruptly,  as  if  she  had  forgotten  what 
went  before. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  every  day,  almost.  But  my 
voice  is  only  middling,  —  like  everything  else  in 
me." 

"  Oh,  sing  me  something,  —  just  one  song. 
I  may  listen  to  that  before  I  go,  —  something 
you  used  to  sing  at  Lorton  on  a  Saturday  after- 
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noon,  when  we  had  the  drawing-room  all  to  our- 
selves, and  I  put  my  apron  over  my  head  to 
listen." 

"Z  know,"  said  Philip;  and  Maggie  buried 
her  face  in  her  hands,  while  he  sang,  sotto  voce, 
"  Love  in  her  eyes  sits  playing;  "  and  then  said, 
*' That 'sit,  is  n't  it?" 

"  Oh  no,  I  won't  stay,"  said  Maggie,  starting 
up.  "  It  will  only  haunt  me.  Let  us  walk, 
Philip.     I  must  go  home." 

She  moved  away,  so  that  he  was  obliged  to 
rise  and  follow  her. 

"  Maggie,"  he  said,  in  a  tone  of  remonstrance, 
'  don't  persist  in  this  wilful,  senseless  privation. 
It  makes  me  wretched  to  see  you  benumbing  and 
cramping  your  nature  in  this  way.  You  were  so 
full  of  life  when  you  were  a  child:  I  thought 
you  would  be  a  brilhant  woman,  —  all  wit  and 
bright  imagination.  And  it  flashes  out  in  your 
face  still,  until  you  draw  that  veil  of  dull  quies- 
cence over  it." 

"  Why  do  you  speak  so  bitterly  to  me, 
Phihp?"  said  Maggie. 

"  Because  I  foresee  it  wall  not  end  well;  you 
can  never  carry  on  this  self-torture." 

"  I  shall  have  strength  given  me,"  said  Mag- 
gie, tremulously. 

"  No,  you  mil  not,  Maggie ;  no  one  has 
strength  given  to  do  what  is  unnatural.  It  is 
mere  cowardice  to  seek  safety  in  negations.  No 
character  becomes  strong  in  that  way.  You  will 
be  thrown  into  the  world  some  day,  and  then 
every  rational  satisfaction  of  your  nature  that 
you  deny  now,  will  assault  you  hke  a  savage 
appetite." 
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Maggie  started  and  paused,  looking  at  Philip 
with  alarm  in  her  face. 

"  Philip,  how  dare  you  shake  me  in  this  way? 
You  are  a  tempter." 

"  No,  I  am  not;  but  love  gives  insight,  Mag- 
gie, and  insight  often  gives  foreboding.  Listen 
to  me,  —  let  me  supply  you  with  books ;  do  let 
me  see  you  sometimes,  —  be  your  brother  and 
teacher,  as  you  said  at  Lorton.  It  is  less  wrong 
that  you  should  see  me  than  that  you  should  be 
committing  this  long  suicide." 

Maggie  felt  unable  to  speak.  She  shook  her 
head  and  walked  on  in  silence,  till  they  came  to 
the  end  of  the  Scotch  firs,  and  she  put  out  her 
hand  in  sign  of  parting. 

"  Do  you  banish  me  from  this  place  forever, 
then,  Maggie?  Surely  I  may  come  and  walk  in 
it  sometimes?  If  I  meet  you  by  chance,  there 
is  no  concealment  in  that?  " 

It  is  the  moment  when  our  resolution  seems 
about  to  become  irrevocable,  —  when  the  fatal 
iron  gates  are  about  to  close  upon  us,  —  that 
tests  our  strength.  Then,  after  hours  of  clear 
reasoning  and  firm  conviction,  we  snatch  at  any 
sophistry  that  will  nullify  our  long  struggles, 
and  bring  us  the  defeat  that  we  love  better  than 
victory. 

Maggie  felt  her  heart  leap  at  this  subter- 
fuge of  Philip's,  and  there  passed  over  her  face 
that  almost  imperceptible  shock  which  accom- 
panies any  relief.  He  saw  it,  and  they  parted 
in  silence. 

Philip's  sense  of  the  situation  was  too  complete 
for  him  not  to  be  visited  with  glancing  fears 
lest  he  had  been  intervening  too  presumptuously 
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in  the  action  of  Maggie's  conscience,  —  perhaps 
for  a  selfish  end.  But  no !  —  he  persuaded  him- 
self his  end  was  not  selfish.  He  had  little  hope 
that  Maggie  would  ever  return  the  strong  feel- 
ing he  had  for  her;  and  it  must  be  better  for 
Maggie's  future  life,  when  these  petty  family 
obstacles  to  her  freedom  had  disappeared,  that 
the  present  should  not  be  entirely  sacrificed,  and 
that  she  should  have  some  opportunity  of  cul- 
ture, —  some  interchange  with  a  mind  above 
the  \ailgar  level  of  those  she  was  now  condemned 
to  live  with.  If  we  only  look  far  enough  off 
for  the  consequence  of  our  actions,  we  can  al- 
ways find  some  point  in  the  combination  of  re- 
sults by  which  those  actions  can  be  justified:  by 
adopting  the  point  of  view  of  a  Providence  who 
arranges  results,  or  of  a  philosopher  who  traces 
them,  we  shall  find  it  possible  to  obtain  perfect 
complacency  in  choosing  to  do  what  is  most 
agreeable  to  us  in  the  present  moment.  And  it 
was  in  this  way  that  Philip  justified  his  subtle 
efforts  to  overcome  Maggie's  true  prompting 
against  a  concealment  that  would  introduce 
doubleness  into  her  own  mind,  and  might  cause 
new  misery  to  those  who  had  the  primary  natural 
claim  on  her.  But  there  was  a  surplus  of  passion 
in  him  that  made  him  half  independent  of  justi- 
fying motives.  His  longing  to  see  Maggie,  and 
make  an  element  in  her  life,  had  in  it  some  of 
that  savage  impulse  to  snatch  an  offered  joy, 
which  springs  from  a  life  in  which  the  mental 
and  bodily  constitution  have  made  pain  pre- 
dominate. He  had  not  his  full  share  in  the 
common  good  of  men:  he  could  not  even  pass 
muster  with  the  insignificant,  but  must  be  singled 
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out  for  pity,  and  excepted  from  what  was  a  mat- 
ter of  course  with  others.  Even  to  Maggie  he 
was  an  exception:  it  was  clear  that  the  thought 
of  his  being  her  lover  had  never  entered  her 
mind. 

Do  not  think  too  hardly  of  Philip.  Ugly  and 
deformed  people  have  great  need  of  unusual  vir- 
tues, because  they  are  likely  to  be  extremely 
uncomfortable  without  them;  but  the  theory 
that  unusual  virtues  spring  by  a  direct  conse- 
quence out  of  personal  disadvantages,  as  ani- 
mals get  thicker  wool  in  severe  climates,  is  per- 
haps a  little  overstrained.  The  temptations  of 
beauty  are  much  dwelt  upon,  but  I  fancy  they 
only  bear  the  same  relation  to  those  of  ugliness, 
as  the  temptation  to  excess  at  a  feast,  where  the 
delights  are  varied  for  eye  and  ear  as  well  as 
palate,  bears  to  the  temptations  that  assail  the 
desperation  of  hunger.  Does  not  the  Hunger 
Tower  stand  as  the  type  of  the  utmost  trial  to 
what  is  human  in  us? 

Philip  had  never  been  soothed  by  that  mother's 
love  which  flows  out  to  us  in  the  greater  abun- 
dance because  our  need  is  greater,  which  clings 
to  us  the  more  tenderly  because  we  are  the  less 
hkely  to  be  winners  in  the  game  of  life ;  and  the 
sense  of  his  father's  affection  and  indulgence 
towards  him  was  marred  by  the  keener  percep- 
tion of  his  father's  faults.  Kept  aloof  from  all 
practical  life  as  Philip  had  been,  and  by  nature 
half  feminine  in  sensitiveness,  he  had  some  of  the 
woman's  intolerant  repulsion  towards  worldli- 
ness  and  the  deliberate  pursuit  of  sensual  enjoy- 
ment ;  and  this  one  strong  natural  tie  in  his  life 
—  his  relation  as  a  son  —  was  like  an  aching  limb 
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to  him.  Perhaps  there  is  inevitably  something 
morbid  in  a  human  being  who  is  in  any  way 
unfavourably  excepted  from  ordinary  condi- 
tions, until  the  good  force  has  had  time  to  tri- 
umph; and  it  has  rarely  had  time  for  that  at 
two-and-twenty.  That  force  was  present  in 
Philip  in  much  strength,  but  the  sun  himself 
looks  feeble  through  the  morning  mists. 


CHAPTER    IV 

ANOTHER   LOVE-SCENE 


EARLY  in  the  following  April,  nearly  a 
year  after  that  dubious  parting  you  have 
just  witnessed,  you  may,  if  you  like, 
again  see  Maggie  entering  the  Red  Deeps 
through  the  group  of  Scotch  firs.  But  it  is  early 
afternoon  and  not  evening,  and  the  edge  of 
sharpness  in  the  spring  air  makes  her  draw  her 
large  shawl  close  about  her  and  trip  along  rather 
quickly;  though  she  looks  round,  as  usual,  that 
she  may  take  in  the  sight  of  her  beloved  trees. 
There  is  a  more  eager,  inquiring  look  in  her  eyes 
than  there  was  last  June,  and  a  smile  is  hovering 
about  her  lips,  as  if  some  playful  speech  were 
awaiting  the  right  hearer.  The  hearer  was  not 
long  in  appearing. 

"  Take  back  your  '  Corinne,'  "  said  Maggie, 
drawing  a  book  from  under  her  shawl.  "  You 
were  right  in  telling  me  she  would  do  me  no 
good ;  but  you  were  wrong  in  thinking  I  should 
wish  to  be  like  her." 

"  Would  n't  you  really  like  to  be  a  tenth  Muse, 
then,  Maggie?"  said  Phihp,  looking  up  in  her 
face  as  we  look  at  a  first  parting  in  the  clouds 
that  promises  us  a  bright  heaven  once  more. 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  Maggie,  laughing.  "  The 
Muses  were  uncomfortable  goddesses,  I  think, 
—  obliged  always  to  carry  rolls  and  musical  in- 
struments about  with  them.    If  I  carried  a  harp 
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in  this  climate,  you  know,  I  must  have  a  green 
baize  cover  for  it,  —  and  I  should  be  sure  to  leave 
it  behind  me  by  mistake." 

"  You  agree  with  me  in  not  hking  Corinne, 
then?" 

"  I  did  n't  finish  the  book,"  said  Maggie.  "  As 
soon  as  I  came  to  the  blond-haired  young  lady 
reading  in  the  park,  I  shut  it  up,  and  determined 
to  read  no  further.  I  foresaw  that  the  light- 
complexioned  girl  would  win  away  all  the  love 
from  Corinne  and  make  her  miserable.  I  'm 
determined  to  read  no  more  books  where  the 
blond-haired  women  carry  away  all  the  happi- 
ness. I  should  begin  to  have  a  prejudice  against 
them.  If  you  could  give  me  some  story,  now, 
where  the  dark  woman  triumphs,  it  would  restore 
the  balance.  I  want  to  avenge  Rebecca,  and 
Flora  Maclvor,  and  Minna,  and  all  the  rest  of 
the  dark  unhappy  ones.  Since  you  are  my  tutor, 
you  ought  to  preserve  my  mind  from  prejudices, 
—  you  are  always  arguing  against  prejudices." 

"  Well,  perhaps  j^ou  will  avenge  the  dark 
women  in  j'^our  own  person,  and  carry  away  all 
the  love  from  your  cousin  Lucy.  She  is  sure  to 
have  some  handsome  young  man  of  St.  Ogg's 
at  her  feet  now;  and  you  have  only  to  shine 
upon  him,  —  your  fair  little  cousin  will  be  quite 
quenched  in  your  beams." 

"  Philip,  that  is  not  pretty  of  you,  to  apply 
my  nonsense  to  anything  real,"  said  Maggie, 
looking  hurt.  "  As  if  I,  with  my  old  gowns  and 
want  of  all  accomplishments,  could  be  a  rival  of 
dear  little  Lucy,  who  knows  and  does  all  sorts 
of  charming  things,  and  is  ten  times  prettier 
than  I  am,  —  even  if  I  were  odious  and  base 
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enough  to  wish  to  be  her  rival.  Besides,  I  never 
go  to  aunt  Deane's  when  any  one  is  there:  it  is 
only  because  dear  Lucy  is  good,  and  loves  me, 
that  she  comes  to  see  me,  and  will  have  me  go 
to  see  her  sometimes." 

"  Maggie,"  said  Philip,  with  surprise,  "  it  is 
not  like  you  to  take  playfulness  literally.  You 
must  have  been  in  St.  Ogg's  this  morning,  and 
brought  away  a  slight  infection  of  dulness." 

"  Well,"  said  Maggie,  smiling,  "  if  you  meant 
that  for  a  joke,  it  was  a  poor  one;  but  I  thought 
it  was  a  very  good  reproof.  I  thought  you 
wanted  to  remind  me  that  I  am  vain,  and  wish 
every  one  to  admire  me  most.  But  it  is  n't  for 
that,  that  I  'm  jealous  for  the  dark  women,  — 
not  because  I  'm  dark  myself.  It 's  because  I 
always  care  the  most  about  the  unhappy  people : 
if  the  blond  girl  were  forsaken,  I  should  like  her 
best.  I  always  take  the  side  of  the  rejected 
lover  in  the  stories." 

"  Then  you  would  never  have  the  heart  to  re- 
ject one  yourself,  —  should  you,  Maggie?" 
said  Philip,  flushing  a  little. 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Maggie,  hesitatingly. 
Then  with  a  bright  smile,  "  I  think  perhaps  I 
could  if  he  were  very  conceited;  and  yet,  if  he 
got  extremely  humiliated  afterwards,  I  should 
relent." 

"  I  've  often  wondered,  Maggie,"  Philip  said, 
with  some  effort,  "  whether  you  would  n't  really 
be  more  likely  to  love  a  man  that  other  women 
were  not  likely  to  love." 

"  That  would  depend  on  what  they  did  n't  like 
him  for,"  said  Maggie,  laughing.  "  He  might 
be  very  disagreeable.     He  might  look  at  me 
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through  an  eye-glass  stuck  in  his  eye,  making  a 
hideous  face,  as  young  Torry  does.  I  should 
think  other  women  are  not  fond  of  that;  but  I 
never  felt  any  pity  for  young  Torry.  I  've 
never  any  pity  for  conceited  people,  because  I 
think  they  carry  their  comfort  about  with  them." 

"  But  suppose,  Maggie,  —  suppose  it  was  a 
man  who  was  not  conceited,  —  who  felt  he  had 
nothing  to  be  conceited  about,  —  who  had  been 
marked  from  childhood  for  a  peculiar  kind  of 
suffering,  —  and  to  whom  you  were  the  day- 
star  of  his  life,  —  who  loved  you,  worshipped 
you,  so  entirely  that  he  felt  it  happiness  enough 
for  him  if  you  would  let  him  see  you  at  rare 
moments  —  " 

Phihp  paused  with  a  pang  of  dread  lest  his 
confession  should  cut  short  this  very  happiness, 
—  a  pang  of  the  same  dread  that  had  kept  his 
love  mute  through  long  months.  A  rush  of  self- 
consciousness  told  him  that  he  was  besotted  to 
have  said  all  this.  Maggie's  manner  this  morn- 
ing had  been  as  unconstrained  and  indifferent  as 
ever. 

But  she  was  not  looking  indifferent  now. 
Struck  with  the  unusual  emotion  in  Philip's 
tone,  she  had  turned  quickly  to  look  at  him ;  and 
as  he  went  on  speaking,  a  great  change  came 
over  her  face,  —  a  flush  and  shght  spasm  of  the 
features  such  as  we  see  in  people  who  hear  some 
news  that  will  require  them  to  readjust  their 
conceptions  of  the  past.  She  was  quite  silent, 
and,  walking  on  towards  the  trunk  of  a  fallen 
tree,  she  sat  down,  as  if  she  had  no  strength  to 
spare  for  her  muscles.     She  was  trembling. 

"  Maggie,"   said   Philip,   getting   more   and 
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more  alarmed  in  every  fresh  moment  of  silence, 
"  I  was  a  fool  to  say  it,  —  forget  that  I  've  said 
it.  I  shall  be  contented  if  things  can  be  as  they 
were." 

The  distress  with  which  he  spoke  urged  Mag- 
gie to  say  something.  "  I  am  so  surprised, 
Philip,  —  I  had  not  thought  of  it."  And  the 
effort  to  say  this  brought  the  tears  down  too. 

"  Has  it  made  you  hate  me,  Maggie? "  said 
Philip,  impetuously.  "Do  you  think  I  'm  a 
presumptuous  fool? " 

"  Oh,  Philip !  "  said  Maggie,  "  how  can  you 
think  I  have  such  feelings?  —  as  if  I  were  not 
grateful  for  any  love.  But  .  .  .  but  I  had 
never  thought  of  your  being  my  lover.  It 
seemed  so  far  off  —  like  a  dream  —  only  like 
one  of  the  stories  one  imagines  —  that  I  should 
ever  have  a  lover." 

"  Then  can  you  bear  to  think  of  me  as  your 
lover,  Maggie?  "  said  Philip,  seating  himself  by 
her,  and  taking  her  hand,  in  the  elation  of  a 
sudden  hope.    "  Do  you  love  me?  " 

Maggie  turned  rather  pale:  this  direct  ques- 
tion seemed  not  easy  to  answer.  But  her  eyes 
met  Philip's,  which  were  in  this  moment  liquid 
and  beautiful  with  beseeching  love.  She  spoke 
with  hesitation,  yet  with  sweet,  simple,  girlish 
tenderness. 

"  I  think  I  could  hardly  love  any  one  better: 
there  is  nothing  but  what  I  love  you  for."  She 
paused  a  little  while,  and  then  added:  "  But  it 
will  be  better  for  us  not  to  say  any  more  about 
it,  —  won't  it,  dear  Philip  ?  You  know  we 
could  n't  even  be  friends,  if  our  friendship  were 
discovered.    I  have  never  felt  that  I  was  right 
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in  giving  way  about  seeing  you,  —  though  it 
has  been  so  precious  to  me  in  some  ways;  and 
now  the  fear  comes  upon  me  strongly  again,  that 
it  will  lead  to  evil." 

"  But  no  evil  has  come,  Maggie;  and  if  you 
had  been  guided  by  that  fear  before,  you  would 
only  have  lived  through  another  dreary  benumb- 
ing year,  instead  of  reviving  into  your  real  self." 

Maggie  shook  her  head.  "  It  has  been  very 
sweet,  I  know,  —  all  the  talking  together,  and 
the  books,  and  the  feeling  that  I  had  the  walk 
to  look  forward  to,  when  I  could  tell  you  the 
thoughts  that  had  come  into  my  head  while  I 
was  away  from  you.  But  it  has  made  me  rest- 
less: it  has  made  me  think  a  great  deal  about 
the  world;  and  I  have  impatient  thoughts 
again,  —  I  get  weary  of  my  home,  —  and  then 
it  cuts  me  to  the  heart  afterwards,  that  I  should 
ever  have  felt  weary  of  my  father  and  mother. 
I  think  what  you  call  being  benumbed  was  bet- 
ter, —  better  for  me,  —  for  then  my  selfish  de- 
sires were  benumbed." 

Philip  had  risen  again,  and  was  walking  back- 
wards and  forwards  impatiently. 

"  No,  JNIaggie,  you  have  wrong  ideas  of  self- 
conquest,  as  I  've  often  told  you.  What  you  call 
self-conquest  —  blinding  and  deafening  your- 
self to  all  but  one  train  of  impressions  —  is  only 
the  culture  of  monomania  in  a  nature  like  yours." 

He  had  spoken  with  some  irritation,  but  now 
he  sat  down  by  her  again,  and  took  her  hand. 

"  Don't  think  of  the  past  now,  Maggie;  think 
only  of  our  love.  If  you  can  really  cling  to  me 
with  all  your  heart,  every  obstacle  will  be  over- 
come in  time :  we  need  only  wait.    I  can  live  on 
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hope.  Look  at  me,  Maggie;  tell  me  again,  it 
is  possible  for  you  to  love  me.  Don't  look  away 
from  me  to  that  cloven  tree;   it  is  a  bad  omen." 

She  turned  her  large  dark  glance  upon  him 
with  a  sad  smile. 

"  Come,  Maggie,  say  one  kind  word,  or  else 
you  were  better  to  me  at  Lorton.  You  asked 
me  if  I  should  like  you  to  kiss  me,  —  don't  you 
remember?  —  and  you  promised  to  kiss  me  when 
you  met  me  again.  You  never  kept  the 
promise." 

The  recollection  of  that  childish  time  came  as 
a  sweet  relief  to  Maggie.  It  made  the  present 
moment  less  strange  to  her.  She  kissed  him 
almost  as  simply  and  quietly  as  she  had  done 
when  she  was  twelve  years  old.  Phihp's  eyes 
flashed  with  delight,  but  his  next  words  were 
words  of  discontent. 

"  You  don't  seem  happy  enough,  Maggie : 
you  are  forcing  yourself  to  say  you  love  me,  out 
of  pity." 

"  No,  Philip,"  said  Maggie,  shaking  her  head, 
in  her  old  childish  way;  "  I  'm  telling  you  the 
truth.  It  is  all  new  and  strange  to  me;  but  I 
don't  think  I  could  love  any  one  better  than  I 
love  you.  I  should  like  always  to  live  with  you, 
—  to  make  you  happy.  I  have  always  been 
happy  when  I  have  been  with  you.  There  is 
only  one  thing  I  will  not  do  for  your  sake:  I 
will  never  do  anything  to  w^ound  my  father. 
You  must  never  ask  that  from  me," 

"No,  Maggie:  I  will  ask  nothing,  —  I  will 
bear  everything,  —  I  '11  wait  another  year  only 
for  a  kiss,  if  you  wiU  only  give  me  the  first  place 
in  your  heart." 


64       THE   MILL  ON  THE  FLOSS 

"  No,"  said  Maggie,  smiling,  "  I  won't  make 
you  wait  so  long  as  that."  But  then,  looking 
serious  again,  she  added,  as  she  rose  from  her 
seat,  — 

"But  what  would  your  own  father  say,  Philip? 
Oh,  it  is  quite  impossible  we  can  ever  be  more 
than  friends,  —  brother  and  sister  in  secret,  as 
we  have  been.  Let  us  give  up  thinking  of  every- 
thing else." 

"  No,  Maggie,  I  can't  give  you  up,  —  unless 
you  are  deceiving  me,  —  unless  you  really  only 
care  for  me  as  if  I  were  your  brother.  Tell  me 
the  truth." 

"  Indeed  I  do,  Philip.  What  happiness  have 
I  ever  had  so  great  as  being  with  you  ?  —  since 
I  was  a  little  girl,  —  the  days  Tom  was  good  to 
me.  And  your  mind  is  a  sort  of  world  to  me: 
you  can  tell  me  all  I  want  to  know.  I  think  I 
should  never  be  tired  of  being  with  you." 

They  were  walking  hand  in  hand,  looking  at 
each  other;  Maggie,  indeed,  was  hurrying 
along,  for  she  felt  it  time  to  be  gone.  But  the 
sense  that  their  parting  was  near  made  her  more 
anxious  lest  she  should  have  unintentionally  left 
some  painful  impression  on  Philip's  mind.  It 
was  one  of  those  dangerous  moments  when 
speech  is  at  once  sincere  and  deceptive,  —  when 
feeling,  rising  high  above  its  average  depth, 
leaves  flood-marks  which  are  never  reached 
again. 

They  stopped  to  part  among  the  Scotch  firs. 

"  Then  my  life  will  be  filled  with  hope,  Mag- 
gie, —  and  I  shall  be  happier  than  other  men,  in 
spite  of  all  ?  We  do  belong  to  each  other  —  for 
always  —  whether  we  are  apart  or  together?" 
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"  Yes,  Philip:  I  should  Hke  never  to  part;  I 
should  like  to  make  your  life  very  happy." 

"  I  am  waiting  for  something  else,  —  I  won- 
der whether  it  will  come." 

Maggie  smiled,  with  gHstening  tears,  and 
then  stooped  her  tall  head  to  kiss  the  pale  face 
that  was  full  of  pleading,  timid  love,  —  like  a 
woman's. 

She  had  a  moment  of  real  happiness  then,  — 
a  moment  of  behef  that,  if  there  were  sacrifice 
in  this  love,  it  was  all  the  richer  and  more 
satisfying. 

She  turned  away  and  hurried  home,  feeling 
that  in  the  hour  since  she  had  trodden  this  road 
before,  a  new  era  had  begun  for  her.  The  tissue 
of  vague  dreams  must  now  get  narrower  and 
narrower,  and  all  the  threads  of  thought  and 
emotion  be  gradually  absorbed  in  the  woof  of 
her  actual  daily  hfe. 


VOL.  rv.- 


CHAPTER   V 

THE   CLOVEN   TREE 


SECRETS  are  rarely  betrayed  or  discovered 
according  to  any  programme  our  fear  has 
sketched  out.  Fear  is  almost  always 
haunted  by  terrible  dramatic  scenes,  which  recur 
in  spite  of  the  best-argued  probabilities  against 
them;  and  during  a  year  that  Maggie  had  had 
the  burden  of  concealment  on  her  mind,  the  pos- 
sibility of  discovery  had  continually  presented 
itself  under  the  form  of  a  sudden  meeting  with 
her  father  or  Tom  when  she  was  walking  with 
Philip  in  the  Red  Deeps.  She  was  aware  that 
this  was  not  one  of  the  most  likely  events;  but 
it  was  the  scene  that  most  completely  symbolized 
her  inward  dread.  Those  slight  indirect  sugges- 
tions which  are  dependent  on  apparently  trivial 
coincidences  and  incalculable  states  of  mind,  are 
the  favourite  machinery  of  Fact,  but  are  not  the 
stuff  in  which  imagination  is  apt  to  work. 

Certainly  one  of  the  persons  about  whom 
Maggie's  fears  were  furthest  from  troubling 
themselves  was  her  aunt  Pullet,  on  whom,  seeing 
that  she  did  not  live  in  St.  Ogg's,  and  was  neither 
sharp-eyed  nor  sharp-tempered,  it  would  surely 
have  been  (juite  whimsical  of  them  to  fix  rather 
than  on  aunt  Glegg.  And  yet  the  channel  of 
fatality  —  the  pathway  of  the  liglitning  —  was 
no  other  than  aunt  Pullet.  She  did  not  live  at 
St.  Ogg's,  but  the  road  from  Garum  Firs  lay 
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by  the  Red  Deeps,  at  the  end  opposite  that  by 
which  Maggie  entered. 

The  day  after  Maggie's  last  meeting  with 
Philip,  being  a  Sunday  on  which  Mr.  Pullet 
was  bound  to  appear  in  funeral  hat-band  and 
scarf  at  St.  Ogg's  church,  Mrs.  Pullet  made 
this  the  occasion  of  dining  with  sister  Glegg, 
and  taking  tea  with  poor  sister  Tulliver.  Sun- 
day was  the  one  day  in  the  week  on  which  Tom 
was  at  home  in  the  afternoon;  and  to-day  the 
brighter  spirits  he  had  been  in  of  late  had  flowed 
over  in  unusually  cheerful  open  chat  with  his 
father,  and  in  the  invitation,  "  Come,  Magsie, 
you  come  too!"  when  he  strolled  out  with  his 
mother  in  the  garden  to  see  the  advancing 
cherry-blossoms.  He  had  been  better  pleased 
with  Maggie  since  she  had  been  less  odd  and 
ascetic ;  he  was  even  getting  rather  proud  of  her : 
several  persons  had  remarked  in  his  hearing  that 
his  sister  was  a  very  fine  girl.  To-day  there  was 
a  peculiar  brightness  in  her  face,  due  in  reality 
to  an  undercurrent  of  excitement,  which  had  as 
much  doubt  and  pain  as  pleasure  in  it,  but  it 
might  pass  for  a  sign  of  happiness. 

"  You  look  very  well,  my  dear,"  said  aunt 
Pullet,  shaking  her  head  sadly,  as  they  sat  round 
the  tea-tab!e.  "  I  niver  thought  your  girl  'ud  be 
so  good-looking,  Bessy.  But  you  must  wear 
pink,  my  dear:  that  blue  thing  as  your  aunt 
Glegg  gave  you  turns  you  into  a  crow-flower. 
Jane  never  was  tasty.  Why  don't  you  wear  that 
gow^n  o'  mine? " 

"  It  is  so  pretty  and  so  smart,  aunt.  I  think 
it 's  too  showy  for  me,  —  at  least  for  my  other 
clothes  that  I  must  wear  with  it." 
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"  To  be  sure,  it  'ud  be  unbecoming  if  it 
was  n't  well  known  you  've  got  them  belonging 
to  you  as  can  afford  to  give  you  such  things 
when  they  've  done  with  'em  themselves.  It 
stands  to  reason  I  must  give  my  own  niece 
clothes  now  and  then,  —  such  things  as  I  buy 
every  year,  and  never  wear  an^i:liing  out.  And 
as  for  Lucy,  there  's  no  giving  to  her,  for  she  's 
got  ever}i:hing  o'  the  choicest :  sister  Deane  may 
well  hold  her  head  up,  though  she  looks  dreadful 
yallow,  poor  thing,  —  I  doubt  this  Hver  com- 
plaint 'ull  carry  her  off.  That 's  what  this  new 
vicar,  this  Dr.  Kenn,  said  in  the  funeral  sermon 
to-day." 

"  Ah,  he  's  a  wonderful  preacher,  by  all  ac- 
count, —  is  n't  he,  Sophy?  "  said  Mrs.  TuUiver. 

"  Why,  Lucy  had  got  a  collar  on  this  blessed 
day,"  continued  Mrs.  Pullet,  with  her  eyes  fixed 
in  a  ruminating  manner,  "  as  I  don't  say  I 
have  n't  got  as  good,  but  I  must  look  out  my 
best  to  match  it." 

"  Miss  Lucy  's  called  the  bell  o'  St.  Ogg's, 
they  say:  that 's  a  cur'ous  word,"  observed  Mr. 
Pullet,  on  whom  the  mysteries  of  etymology 
sometimes  fell  with  an  oppressive  weight. 

"  Pooh!  "  said  Mr.  Tulliver,  jealous  for  Mag- 
gie, "  she  's  a  small  thing,  not  much  of  a  figure. 
But  fine  feathers  make  fine  birds.  I  see  nothing 
to  admire  so  much  in  those  diminutive  women; 
they  look  silly  by  the  side  o'  the  men,  —  out  o' 
proportion.  When  I  chose  my  wife,  I  chose 
her  the  right  size,  —  neither  too  little  nor  too 

The  poor  wife,  with  her  withered  beauty, 
smiled  complacently. 
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"  But  the  men  are  n't  all  big,"  said  uncle  Pul- 
let, not  without  some  self -reference ;  "  a  young 
fellow  may  be  good-looking  and  yet  not  be  a 
six-foot,  like  Master  Tom  here." 

"  Ah,  it 's  poor  talking  about  littleness  and 
bigness,  —  anybody  may  think  it 's  a  mercy 
they  're  straight,"  said  aunt  Pullet.  "  There  's 
that  mismade  son  o'  Lawyer  Wakem's,  —  I  saw 
him  at  church  to-day.  Dear,  dear!  to  think  o' 
the  property  he  's  hke  to  have ;  and  they  say  he  's 
very  queer  and  lonely,  —  does  n't  like  much 
company.  I  should  n't  wonder  if  he  goes  out  of 
his  mind ;  for  we  never  come  along  the  road  but 
he  's  a-scrambling  out  o'  the  trees  and  brambles 
at  the  Red  Deeps." 

This  wide  statement,  by  which  Mrs.  Pullet 
represented  the  fact  that  she  had  twice  seen 
Philip  at  the  spot  indicated,  produced  an  effect 
on  Maggie  which  was  all  the  stronger  because 
Tom  sat  opposite  her,  and  she  was  intensely 
anxious  to  look  indifferent.  At  Philip's  name 
she  had  blushed,  and  the  blush  deepened  every 
instant  from  consciousness,  until  the  mention  of 
the  Red  Deeps  made  her  feel  as  if  the  whole 
secret  were  betrayed,  and  she  dared  not  even 
hold  her  teaspoon  lest  she  should  show  how  she 
trembled.  She  sat  mth  her  hands  clasped  under 
the  table,  not  daring  to  look  round.  Happily, 
her  father  was  seated  on  the  same  side  with  her- 
self, beyond  her  uncle  Pullet,  and  could  not  see 
her  face  without  stooping  forward.  Her 
mother's  voice  brought  the  first  relief,  —  turning 
the  conversation;  for  JMrs.  Tulliver  was  always 
alarmed  when  the  name  of  Wakem  was  men- 
tioned in  her  husband's  presence.     Gradually 
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Maggie  recovered  composure  enough  to  look 
up ;  her  eyes  met  Tom's,  hut  he  turned  away  his 
head  immediately;  and  she  went  to  bed  that 
night  wondering  if  he  had  gathered  any  sus- 
picion from  her  confusion.  Perhaps  not;  per- 
haps he  would  think  it  was  only  her  alarm  at 
her  aunt's  mention  of  Wakem  before  her  father : 
that  was  the  interj^retation  her  mother  had  put 
on  it.  To  her  father,  Wakem  was  like  a  disfigur- 
ing disease,  of  which  he  was  obliged  to  endure 
the  consciousness,  but  was  exasperated  to  have 
the  existence  recognized  by  others;  and  no 
amount  of  sensitiveness  in  her  about  her  father 
could  be  surprising,  Maggie  thought. 

But  Tom  was  too  keen-sighted  to  rest  satis- 
fied with  such  an  interpretation;  he  had  seen 
clearly  enough  that  there  was  something  distinct 
from  anxiety  about  her  father  in  JNIaggie's  ex- 
cessive confusion.  In  trying  to  recall  all  the 
details  that  could  give  shape  to  his  suspicions, 
he  remembered  only  lately  hearing  his  mother 
scold  Maggie  for  walking  in  the  Red  Deeps 
when  the  ground  was  wet,  and  bringing  home 
shoes  clogged  with  red  soil:  still  Tom,  retain- 
ing all  his  old  repulsion  for  Philip's  deformity, 
shrank  from  attributing  to  his  sister  the  proba- 
bility of  feeling  more  than  a  friendly  interest  in 
such  an  unfortunate  exception  to  the  common 
run  of  men.  Tom's  was  a  nature  which  had  a 
sort  of  superstitious  repugnance  to  everything 
exceptional.  A  love  for  a  deformed  man  would 
be  odious  in  any  woman,  —  in  a  sister  intoler- 
able. But  if  she  had  been  carrying  on  any 
kind  of  intercourse  whatever  with  Philip,  a  stop 
must  be  put  to  it  at  once  :  she  was  disobeying 
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her  father's  strongest  feelings  and  her  brother's 
express  commands,  besides  compromising  her- 
self by  secret  meetings.  He  left  home  the  next 
morning  in  that  watchful  state  of  mind  which 
turns  the  most  ordinary  course  of  things  into 
pregnant  coincidences. 

That  afternoon,  about  half-past  three  o'clock, 
Tom  was  standing  on  the  wharf,  talking  with 
Bob  Jakin  about  the  probability  of  the  good 
ship  Adelaide  coming  in,  in  a  day  or  two,  with 
results  highly  important  to  both  of  them. 

"  Eh,"  said  Bob,  parenthetically,  as  he  looked 
over  the  fields  on  the  other  side  of  the  river, 
"  there  goes  that  crooked  young  Wakem.  I 
know  him  or  his  shadder  as  far  off  as  I  can 
see  'em ;  I  'm  allays  lighting  on  him  o'  that  side 
the  river." 

A  sudden  thought  seemed  to  have  darted 
through  Tom's  mind.  "  I  must  go,  Bob,"  he 
said,  "  I  've  something  to  attend  to,"  hurrying 
oflF  to  the  warehouse,  where  he  left  notice  for 
some  one  to  take  liis  place,  —  he  was  called  away 
home  on  peremptory  business. 

The  swiftest  pace  and  the  shortest  road  took 
him  to  the  gate,  and  he  was  pausing  to  open  it 
deliberately,  that  he  might  walk  into  the  house 
with  an  appearance  of  perfect  composure,  when 
Maggie  came  out  at  the  front  door  in  bonnet 
and  shawl.  His  conjecture  was  fulfilled,  and 
he  waited  for  her  at  the  gate.  She  started 
violently  when  she  saw  him. 

"  Tom,  how  is  it  you  are  come  home?  Is 
there  anything  the  matter? "  Maggie  spoke 
in  a  low,  tremulous  voice. 

"  I  'm  come  to  walk  with  you  to  the  Red 
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Deeps  and  meet  Philip  Wakem,"  said  Tom; 
the  central  fold  in  his  brow,  which  had  become 
habitual  with  him,  deepening  as  he  spoke. 

Maggie  stood  helpless,  —  pale  and  cold.  By 
some  means,  then,  Tom  knew  everything.  At 
last  she  said,  "  I  'm  not  going,"  and  turned 
round. 

"  Yes,  you  are;  but  I  want  to  speak  to  you 
first.    Where  is  my  father?" 

"  Out  on  horseback." 

"  And  my  mother?  " 

*'  In  the  yard,  I  think,  with  the  poultry." 

"  I  can  go  in,  then,  without  her  seeing  me? " 

They  walked  in  together;  and  Tom,  enter- 
ing the  parlour,  said  to  Maggie,  "  Come  in 
here." 

She  obeyed,  and  he  closed  the  door  behind 
her. 

"  Now,  Maggie,  tell  me  this  instant  every- 
thing that  has  passed  between  you  and  Pliilip 
Wakem." 

"Does  my  father  know  anything?"  said 
Maggie,  still  trembling. 

"  No,"  said  Tom,  indignantly.  "  But  he  shall 
know,  if  you  attempt  to  use  deceit  towards  me 
any  further." 

"  I  don't  wish  to  use  deceit,"  said  Maggie, 
flushing  into  resentment  at  hearing  this  word 
applied  to  her  conduct. 

"  TeU  me  the  whole  truth,  then." 

*'  Perhaps  you  know  it." 

"  Never  mind  whether  I  know  it  or  not.  Tell 
me  exactly  what  has  happened,  or  my  father 
sh&U  know  everything." 

"I  tfc^ll  it  for  my  father's  sake,  then." 
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*'  Yes,  it  becomes  you  to  profess  affection  for 
your  father,  when  you  have  despised  his  strong- 
est feehngs." 

"  You  never  do  wrong,  Tom,"  said  Maggie, 
tauntingly . 

"  Not  if  I  know  it,"  answered  Tom,  with 
proud  sincerity.  "But  I  have  nothing  to  say 
to  you  beyond  this:  tell  me  what  has  passed 
between  you  and  Philip  Wakem.  When  did 
you  first  meet  him  in  the  Red  Deeps?  " 

"  A  year  ago,"  said  Maggie,  quietly.  Tom  's 
severity  gave  her  a  certain  fund  of  defiance, 
and  kept  her  sense  of  error  hi  abeyance.  "  You 
need  ask  me  no  more  questions.  We  have  been 
friendly  a  year.  We  have  met  and  walked 
together  often.     He  has  lent  me  books." 

"  Is  that  all?  "  said  Tom,  looking  straight  at 
her  with  his  frown. 

Maggie  paused  a  moment;  then,  determined 
to  make  an  end  of  Tom's  right  to  accuse  her  of 
deceit,  she  said  haughtily,  — 

"  No,  not  quite  all.  On  Saturday  he  told  me 
that  he  loved  me.  I  did  n't  think  of  it  before 
then,  —  I  had  only  thought  of  him  as  an  old 
friend." 

"  And  you  encouraged  him?  "  said  Tom,  with 
an  expression  of  disgust. 

"  I  told  him  that  I  loved  him  too." 

Tom  was  silent  a  few  moments,  looking  on 
the  ground  and  frowning,  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets.    At  last  he  looked  up  and  said  coldly,  — 

"  Now,  then,  Maggie,  there  are  but  two 
courses  for  you  to  take :  either  you  vow  solemnly 
to  me,  with  your  hand  on  my  father's  Bible,  that 
you  will  never  have  another  meeting  or  speak 
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another  word  in  private  with  PhiHp  Wakem,  or 
you  refuse,  and  I  tell  my  father  everything; 
and  this  month,  when  by  my  exertions  he  might 
be  made  happy  once  more,  you  will  cause  him 
the  blow  of  knowing  that  you  are  a  disobedient 
deceitful  daughter,  who  throws  away  her  own 
respectability  by  clandestine  meetings  with  the 
son  of  a  man  that  has  helped  to  ruin  her  father. 
Choose!  "  Tom  ended  with  cold  decision,  going 
up  to  the  large  Bible,  drawing  it  forward,  and 
opening  it  at  the  fly-leaf,  where  the  writing  was. 

it  was  a  crushing  alternative  to  Maggie. 

"  Tom,"  she  said,  urged  out  of  pride  into 
pleading,  "  don't  ask  me  that.  I  will  promise 
you  to  give  up  all  intercourse  with  Philip,  if  you 
will  let  me  see  him  once,  or  even  only  write  to 
him  and  explain  everything,  —  to  give  it  up  as 
long  as  it  would  ever  cause  any  pain  to  my 
father  ...  I  feel  sometliing  for  Philip  too.  He 
is  not  happy." 

"  I  don't  wish  to  hear  anything  of  your  feel- 
ings; I  have  said  exactly  what  I  mean:  choose 
—  and  quickly,  lest  my  mother  should  come  in." 

"  If  I  give  you  my  word,  that  will  be  as  strong 
a  bond  to  me  as  if  I  laid  my  hand  on  the  Bible. 
I  don't  require  that  to  bind  me." 

"  Do  what  I  require,"  said  Tom.  "  I  can't 
trust  you,  Maggie.  There  is  no  consistency  in 
you.  Put  your  hand  on  this  Bible,  and  say,  '  I  re- 
nounce all  private  speech  and  intercourse  with 
Philip  Wakem  from  this  time  forth.'  Else  you 
will  bring  shame  on  us  all,  and  grief  on  my 
father ;  and  what  is  the  use  of  my  exerting  my- 
self and  giving  up  everything  else  for  the  sake 
of  paying  my  father's  debts,  if  you  are  to  bring 
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madness  and  vexation  on  him,  just  when  he 
might  be  easy  and  hold  up  his  head  once  more?  '* 

"Oh,  Tom  —  will  the  debts  be  paid  soon?" 
said  Maggie,  clasping  her  hands,  with  a  sudden 
flash  of  joy  across  her  wretchedness. 

"If  things  turn  out  as  I  expect,"  said  Tom. 
"  But,"  he  added,  his  voice  trembling  with  in- 
dignation, "  while  I  have  been  contriving  and 
working  that  my  father  may  have  some  peace  of 
mind  before  he  dies,  —  working  for  the  respec- 
tability of  our  family,  —  you  have  done  all  you 
can  to  destroy  both." 

Maggie  felt  a  deep  movement  of  compunc- 
tion: for  the  moment  her  mind  ceased  to  con- 
tend against  what  she  felt  to  be  cruel  and 
unreasonable,  and  in  her  self -blame  she  justified 
her  brother. 

"  Tom,"  she  said  in  a  low  voice,  "  it  was  wrong 
of  me  —  but  I  was  so  lonely  —  and  I  was  sorry 
for  Philip.  And  I  think  enmity  and  hatred  are 
wicked." 

"Nonsense!"  said  Tom.  "Your  duty  was 
clear  enough.  Say  no  more;  but  promise,  in  the 
words  I  told  you." 

"  I  must  speak  to  Philip  once  more." 

"  You  will  go  with  me  now  and  speak  to  him." 

"  I  give  you  my  word  not  to  meet  him  or 
write  to  him  again  without  your  knowledge. 
That  is  the  only  thing  I  will  say.  I  will  put  my 
hand  on  the  Bible  if  you  like." 

"  Say  it,  then." 

Maggie  laid  her  hand  on  the  page  of  manu- 
script and  repeated  the  promise.  Tom  closed 
the  book,  and  said,  "  Now,  let  us  go." 

Not  a  word  was  spoken  as  they  walked  along. 
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Maggie  was  suffering  in  anticipation  of  what 
Philip  was  about  to  suffer,  and  dreading  the 
galling  words  that  would  fall  on  hini  from 
Tom's  lips ;  but  she  felt  it  was  in  vain  to  attempt 
anytliing  but  submission.  Tom  had  his  terrible 
clutch  on  her  conscience  and  her  deepest  dread: 
she  writhed  under  the  demonstrable  truth  of  the 
character  he  had  given  to  her  conduct,  and  yet 
her  whole  soul  rebelled  against  it  as  unfair  from 
its  incompleteness.  He,  meanwhile,  felt  the  im- 
petus of  liis  indignation  diverted  towards  Philip. 
He  did  not  know  how  much  of  an  old  boyish 
repulsion  and  of  mere  personal  pride  and  ani- 
mosity was  concerned  in  the  bitter  severity  of  the 
words  by  which  he  meant  to  do  the  duty  of  a  son 
and  a  brother.  Tom  was  not  given  to  inquire 
subtly  into  his  own  motives,  any  more  than  into 
other  matters  of  an  intangible  kind;  he  was 
quite  sure  that  his  own  motives  as  well  as  actions 
were  good,  else  he  would  have  had  nothing  to  do 
with  them. 

Maggie's  only  hope  was  that  something 
might,  for  the  first  time,  have  prevented  Philip 
from  coming.  Then  there  would  be  delay,  — 
then  she  might  get  Tom's  permission  to  write  to 
him.  Her  heart  beat  with  double  violence  when 
they  got  under  the  Scotch  firs.  It  was  the  last 
moment  of  suspense,  she  thought ;  Philip  always 
met  her  soon  after  she  got  beyond  them.  But 
they  passed  across  the  more  open  green  space, 
and  entered  the  narrow  bushy  path  by  the 
mound.  Another  turning,  and  they  came  so 
close  upon  him  that  both  Tom  and  Philip 
stopped  suddenly  within  a  yard  of  each  other. 
There  was  a  moment's  silence,  in  which  Philip 
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darted  a  look  of  inquiry  at  Maggie's  face.  He 
saw  an  answer  there,  in  the  pale  parted  lips,  and 
the  terrified  tension  of  the  large  eyes.  Her 
imagination,  always  rushing  extravagantly  be- 
yond an  immediate  impression,  saw  her  tall 
strong  brother  grasping  the  feeble  Philip  bodily, 
crushing  him  and  trampling  on  him. 

"  Do  you  call  this  acting  the  part  of  a  man 
and  a  gentleman,  sir?  "  Tom  said,  in  a  voice  of 
harsh  scorn,  as  soon  as  Phihp's  eyes  were  turned 
on  him  again. 

"  What  do  you  mean? "  answered  Phihp, 
haughtily. 

"  Mean?  Stand  farther  from  me,  lest  I  should 
lay  hands  on  you,  and  I  '11  tell  you  what  I  mean. 
I  mean,  taking  advantage  of  a  young  girl's 
foolishness  and  ignorance  to  get  her  to  have 
secret  meetings  with  you.  I  mean,  daring  to 
trifle  with  the  respectability  of  a  family  that  has 
a  good  and  honest  name  to  support." 

"  I  deny  that,"  interrupted  Philip,  impetu- 
ously. "  I  could  never  trifle  with  anything  that 
affected  your  sister's  happiness.  She  is  dearer 
to  me  than  she  is  to  you;  I  honour  her  more 
than  you  can  ever  honour  her;  I  would  give  up 
my  life  to  her." 

"Don't  talk  high-flown  nonsense  to  me,  sir! 
Do  you  mean  to  pretend  that  you  did  n't  know 
it  would  be  injurious  to  her  to  meet  you  here 
week  after  week?  Do  you  pretend  you  had  any 
right  to  make  professions  of  love  to  her,  even  if 
you  had  been  a  fit  husband  for  her,  when  neither 
her  father  nor  your  father  would  ever  consent 
to  a  marriage  between  you  ?  And  you  —  you 
to  try  and  worm  yourself  into  the  affections  of  a 
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handsome  girl  who  is  not  eighteen,  and  has  been 
shut  out  from  the  world  by  her  father's  misfor- 
tunes !  That 's  your  crooked  notion  of  honour, 
is  it  ?  I  call  it  base  treachery,  —  I  call  it  taking 
advantage  of  circumstances  to  win  what 's  too 
good  for  you,  —  what  you  'd  never  get  by  fair 
means." 

"It  is  manly  of  you  to  talk  in  this  way  to 
tne^''  said  Philip,  bitterly,  his  whole  frame  shaken 
by  violent  emotions.  "  Giants  have  an  immemo- 
rial right  to  stupidity  and  insolent  abuse.  You 
are  incapable  even  of  understanding  what  I  feel 
for  your  sister.  I  feel  so  much  for  her  that  I 
could  even  desire  to  be  at  friendship  with  you^ 

"  I  should  be  very  sorry  to  understand  your 
feelings,"  said  Tom,  with  scorching  contempt. 
"  What  I  wish  is  that  you  jshould  understand 
me,  —  that  I  shall  take  care  of  my  sister,  and 
that  if  you  dare  to  make  the  least  attempt  to 
come  near  her,  or  to  write  to  her,  or  to  keep  the 
slightest  hold  on  her  mind,  your  puny,  miserable 
body,  that  ought  to  have  put  some  modesty  into 
your  mind,  shall  not  protect  you.  I  '11  thrash 
you,  —  I  '11  hold  you  up  to  public  scorn.  Who 
would  n't  laugh  at  the  idea  of  your  turning  lover 
to  a  fine  girl?  " 

"  Tom,  I  will  not  bear  it,  —  I  will  hsten  no 
longer,"  Maggie  burst  out,  in  a  convulsed  voice. 

"Stay,  Maggie!"  said  Philip,  making  a 
srtrong  effort  to  speak.  Then,  looking  at  Tom, 
"  You  have  dragged  your  sister  here,  I  suppose, 
that  she  may  stand  hy  while  you  threaten  and 
insult  me.  These  naturally  seemed  to  you  the 
right  means  to  influence  me.  But  you  are  mis- 
taken.   Let  your  sister  speak.    If  she  says  she 
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is  bound  to  give  me  up,  I  shall  abide  by  her 
wishes  to  the  slightest  word." 

"  It  was  for  my  father's  sake,  Philip,"  said 
Maggie,  imploringly.  "  Tom  threatens  to  tell 
my  father,  —  and  he  could  n't  bear  it :  I  have 
promised,  I  have  vowed  solemnly,  that  we  will 
not  have  any  intercourse  without  my  brother's 
knowledge." 

"  It  is  enough,  Maggie.  I  shall  not  change; 
but  I  wish  you  to  hold  yourself  entirely  free. 
But  trust  me,  —  remember  that  I  can  never  seek 
for  anytliing  but  good  to  what  belongs  to  you." 

"  Yes,"  said  Tom,  exasperated  by  this  atti- 
tude of  Philip's,  "  you  can  talk  of  seeking  good 
for  her  and  what  belongs  to  her  now:  did  you 
seek  her  good  before?  " 

"  I  did,  —  at  some  risk,  perhaps.  But  I 
wished  her  to  have  a  friend  for  life,  —  who  would 
cherish  her,  who  would  do  her  more  justice  than 
a  coarse  and  narrow-minded  brother,  that  she 
has  always  lavished  her  affections  on." 

"  Yes,  my  way  of  befriending  her  is  different 
from  yours ;  and  I  '11  tell  you  what  is  my  way. 
I  '11  save  her  from  disobeying  and  disgracing 
her  father:  I  '11  save  her  from  throwing  herself 
away  on  you,  —  from  making  herself  a  laugh- 
ing-stock, —  from  being  flouted  by  a  man  hke 
your  father,  because  she  's  not  good  enough  for 
his  son.  You  know  well  enough  what  sort  of 
justice  and  cherishing  you  were  preparing  for 
her.  I  'm  not  to  be  imposed  upon  by  fine  words : 
I  can  see  what  actions  mean.  Come  away, 
Maggie." 

He  seized  INIaggie's  right  wrist  as  he  spoke, 
and  she  put  out  her  left  hand.    Philip  clasped  it 


80       THE  MILL  ON  THE   FLOSS 

an  instant,  with  one  eager  look,  and  then  hurried 
away. 

Tom  and  Maggie  walked  on  in  silence  for 
some  yards.  He  was  still  holding  her  wrist 
tightly,  as  if  he  were  compelling  a  culprit  from 
the  scene  of  action.  At  last  Maggie,  with  a 
violent  snatch,  drew  her  hand  away,  and  her 
pent-up,  long-gathered  irritation  burst  into 
utterance. 

"  Don't  suppose  that  I  think  you  are  right, 
Tom,  or  that  I  bow  to  your  will.  I  despise  the 
feelings  you  have  shown  in  speaking  to  Phihp: 
I  detest  your  insulting  unmanly  allusions  to  his 
deformity.  You  have  been  reproaching  other 
people  all  your  Hfe,  —  you  have  been  always 
sure  you  yourself  are  right:  it  is  because  you 
have  not  a  mind  large  enough  to  see  that  there 
is  anything  better  than  your  own  conduct  and 
your  own  petty  aims." 

"  Certainly,"  said  Tom,  coolly.  "  I  don't  see 
that  your  conduct  is  better,  or  your  aims  either. 
If  your  conduct,  and  Philip  Wakem's  conduct, 
has  been  right,  why  are  you  ashamed  of  its  being 
known?  Answer  me  that.  I  know  what  I  have 
aimed  at  in  my  conduct,  and  I  've  succeeded : 
pray,  what  good  has  your  conduct  brought  to 
you  or  any  one  else?  " 

"  I  don't  want  to  defend  myself,"  said  Mag- 
gie, still  with  vehemence:  "  I  know  I  've  been 
wrong,  —  often,  continually.  But  yet,  some- 
times when  I  have  done  Avrong,  it  has  been  be- 
cause I  have  feelings  that  you  would  be  the 
better  for,  if  you  had  them.  If  you  were  in 
fault  ever,  —  if  you  had  done  anything  very 
wrong,  I  should  be  sorry  for  the  pain  it  brought 
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you;  I  should  not  want  punislunent  to  be 
heaped  on  you.  But  you  have  always  enjoyed 
punishing  me,  —  you  have  always  been  hard 
and  cruel  to  me:  even  when  I  was  a  httle  girl, 
and  always  loved  you  better  than  any  one  else 
in  the  world,  you  would  let  me  go  crying  to  bed 
without  forgiving  me.  You  have  no  pity :  you 
have  no  sense  of  your  own  imperfection  and 
your  ow^n  sins.  It  is  a  sin  to  be  hard;  it  is  not 
fitting  for  a  mortal,  —  for  a  Christian.  You  are 
nothing  but  a  Pharisee.  You  thank  God  for 
nothing  but  your  own  virtues,  —  you  think  they 
are  great  enough  to  win  you  everything  else. 
You  have  not  even  a  vision  of  feelings  by  the 
side  of  which  youpi'  sliining  virtues  are  mere 
darkness!  " 

"  Well,"  said  Tom,  with  cold  scorn,  "  if  your 
feelings  are  so  much  better  than  mine,  let  me  see 
you  show  them  in  some  other  way  than  by  con- 
duct that 's  hkely  to  disgrace  us  all,  —  than  by 
ridiculous  flights  first  into  one  extreme  and 
then  into  another.  Pray,  how  have  you  shown 
your  love,  that  you  talk  of,  either  to  me  or  my 
father?  By  disobeying  and  deceiving  us.  I 
have  a  different  way  of  showing  my  affection." 

"  Because  you  are  a  man,  Tom,  and  have 
power,  and  can  do  something  in  the  world." 

"  Then,  if  you  can  do  nothing,  submit  to  those 
that  can." 

"  So  I  mill  submit  to  what  I  acknowledge  and 
feel  to  be  right.  I  will  submit  even  to  what  is 
unreasonable  from  my  father,  but  I  will  not  sub- 
mit to  it  from  you.  You  boast  of  your  virtues 
as  if  they  purchaised  you  a  right  to  be  cruel  and 
unmanly  as  you  've  been  to-day.    Don't  suppose 
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I  would  give  up  Philip  Wakem  in  obedience  to 
you.  The  deformity  you  insult  would  make  me 
cling  to  him  and  care  for  him  the  more." 

"  Very  well,  —  that  is  your  view  of  things," 
said  Tom,  more  coldly  than  ever;  "you  need 
say  no  more  to  show  me  what  a  wide  distance 
there  is  between  us.  Let  us  remember  that  in 
future,  and  be  silent." 

Tom  went  back  to  St.  Ogg's  to  fulfil  an  ap- 
pointment with  his  uncle  Deane,  and  receive 
directions  about  a  journey  on  which  he  was  to 
set  out  the  next  morning. 

Maggie  went  up  to  her  own  room  to  pour  out 
all  that  indignant  remonstrance  against  which 
Tom's  mind  was  close  barred,  in  bitter  tears. 
Then,  when  the  first  burst  of  unsatisfied  anger 
was  gone  by,  came  the  recollection  of  that  quiet 
time  before  the  pleasure  which  had  ended  in  to- 
day's misery  had  perturbed  the  clearness  and 
simplicity  of  her  life.  She  used  to  think  in  that 
time  that  she  had  made  great  conquests,  and 
won  a  lasting  stand  on  serene  heights  above 
worldly  temptations  and  conflict.  And  here  she 
was  down  again  in  the  thick  of  a  hot  strife  with 
her  own  and  others'  passions.  Life  was  not  so 
short,  then,  and  perfect  rest  was  not  so  near, 
as  she  had  dreamed  when  she  was  two  years 
younger.  There  was  more  struggle  for  her,  — 
perhaps  more  falling.  If  she  had  felt  that  she 
was  entirely  wrong,  and  that  Tom  had  been  en- 
tirely right,  she  could  sooner  have  recovered 
more  inward  harmony;  but  now  her  penitence 
and  submission  were  constantly  obstructed  by 
resentment  that  would  present  itself  to  her  no 
otherwise  than  as  a  just  indignation.    Her  heart 
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bled  for  Philip :  she  went  on  recaUing  the  insults 
that  had  been  flung  at  liim  with  so  vivid  a  con- 
ception of  what  he  had  felt  under  them,  that  it 
was  almost  like  a  sharp  bodily  pain  to  her,  mak- 
ing her  beat  the  floor  with  her  foot,  and  tighten 
her  fingers  on  her  palm. 

And  yet,  how  was  it  that  she  was  now  and 
then  conscious  of  a  certain  dim  background  of 
relief  in  the  forced  separation  from  PhiHp? 
Surely  it  w^as  only  because  the  sense  of  a  deliv- 
erance from  concealment  was  welcome  at  any 
cost. 


CHAPTER    VI 

THE   HARD-WON    TRIUMPH 


THREE  weeks  later,  when  Dorlcote  Mill 
was  at  its  prettiest  moment  in  all  the  year, 
— -  the  great  chestnuts  in  blossom,  and  the 
grass  all  deep  and  daisied,  —  Tom  Tulliver 
came  home  to  it  earher  than  usual  in  the  even- 
ing ;  and  as  he  passed  over  the  bridge,  he  looked 
with  the  old  deep-rooted  affection  at  the  re- 
spectable red  brick  house,  which  always  seemed 
cheerful  and  inviting  outside,  let  the  rooms  be  as 
bare  and  the  hearts  as  sad  as  they  might,  inside. 
There  is  a  very  pleasant  Hght  in  Tom's  blue- 
gray  eyes  as  he  glances  at  the  house-windows: 
that  fold  in  his  brow  never  disappears,  but  it  is 
not  unbecoming;  it  seems  to  imply  a  strength 
of  will  that  may  possibly  be  without  harshness, 
when  the  eyes  and  mouth  have  their  gentlest  ex- 
pression. His  firm  step  becomes  quicker,  and 
the  corners  of  his  mouth  rebel  against  the  com- 
pression which  is  meant  to  forbid  a  smile. 

The  eyes  in  the  parlour  were  not  turned  to- 
wards the  bridge  just  then,  and  the  group  there 
was  sitting  in  unexpectant  silence,  —  Mr.  Tul- 
liver in  his  arm-chair,  tired  with  a  long  ride,  and 
ruminating  with  a  worn  look,  fixed  cliiefly  on 
Maggie,  who  was  bending  over  her  sewing  while 
her  mother  was  making  the  tea. 

They  all  looked  up  with  surprise  when  they 
heard  the  well-known  foot. 
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"  Why,  what 's  up  now,  Tom? "  said  his 
father.     "  You  're  a  bit  earher  than  usual." 

"  Oh,  there  was  nothing  more  for  me  to  do,  so 
I  came  away.    WeE,  mother!  " 

Tom  went  up  to  his  mother  and  kissed  her,  a 
sign  of  unusual  good-humour  with  liim.  Hardly 
a  word  or  look  had  passed  between  him  and 
JNIaggie  in  all  the  three  weeks;  but  his  usual 
incommunicativeness  at  home  prevented  this 
from  being  noticeable  to  their  parents. 

"  Father,"  said  Tom,  when  they  had  finished 
tea,  "  do  you  know  exactly  how  much  money 
there  is  in  the  tin  box? " 

"  Only  a  hundi-ed  and  ninety-three  pound," 
said  Mr.  TuUiver.  "  You  've  brought  less  o' 
late,  —  but  young  fellows  like  to  have  their  own 
way  with  their  money.  Though  I  did  n't  do  as 
I  liked  before  1  was  of  age."  He  spoke  with 
rather  timid  discontent, 

"  Are  you  quite  sure  that 's  the  sum,  father?  " 
said  Tom:  "  I  wish  you  would  take  the  trouble 
to  fetch  the  tin  box  down.  I  think  you  have  per- 
haps made  a  mistake." 

"How  should  I  make  a  mistake?"  said  his 
father,  sharply.  "  I  've  counted  it  often  enough; 
but  I  can  fetch  it,  if  you  won't  believe  me." 

It  was  always  an  incident  ]Mr.  Tulliver  liked, 
in  his  gloomy  life,  to  fetch  the  tin  box  and  count 
the  money. 

"  Don't  go  out  of  the  room,  mother,"  said 
Tom,  as  he  saw  her  moving  when  his  father  was 
gone  upstairs. 

"  And  is  n't  Maggie  to  go?  "  said  Mrs.  Tulli- 
ver; "because  somebody  must  take  away  the 
things." 
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"  Just  as  she  likes,"  said  Tom,  indifferently. 

That  was  a  cutting  word  to  Maggie.  Her 
heart  had  leaped  with  the  sudden  conviction  that 
Tom  was  going  to  tell  their  father  the  debts 
could  be  paid,  —  and  Tom  would  have  let  her 
be  absent  when  that  news  was  told!  But  she 
carried  away  the  tray,  and  came  back  immedi- 
ately. The  feeling  of  injury  on  her  own  behalf 
could  not  predominate  at  that  moment. 

Tom  drew  to  the  corner  of  the  table  near  his 
father  when  the  tin  box  was  set  down  and 
opened,  and  the  red  evening  light  falling  on 
them  made  conspicuous  the  worn,  sour  gloom 
of  the  dark-eyed  father  and  the  suppressed  joy 
in  the  face  of  the  fair-complexioned  son.  The 
mother  and  Maggie  sat  at  the  other  end  of  the 
table,  the  one  in  blank  patience,  the  other  in  pal- 
pitating expectation. 

Mr.  Tulliver  counted  out  the  money,  setting 
it  in  order  on  the  table,  and  then  said,  glancing 
sharply  at  Tom,  — 

"  There  now!  you  see  I  was  right  enough." 

He  paused,  looking  at  the  money  with  bitter 
despondency. 

"  There  's  more  nor  three  hundred  wanting, 
—  it  '11  be  a  fine  while  before  /  can  save  that. 
Losing  that  forty-two  pound  wi'  the  corn  was  a 
sore  job.  This  world  's  been  too  many  for  me. 
It 's  took  four  year  to  lay  this  by,  —  it 's  much 
if  I  'm  above  ground  for  another  four  year.  .  .  . 
I  must  trusten  to  you  to  pay  'em,"  he  went 
on,  with  a  trembling  voice,  "  if  you  keep  i' 
the  same  mind  now  you  're  coming  o'  age. 
.  .  .  But  you  're  Hke  enough  to  bury  me 
first." 
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He  looked  up  in  Tom's  face  with  a  querulous 
desire  for  some  assurance. 

"  No,  father,"  said  Tom,  speaking  with  ener- 
getic decision,  though  there  was  a  tremor  dis- 
cernible in  his  voice  too,  "  you  will  live  to  see 
the  debts  all  paid.  You  shall  pay  them  with 
your  own  hand." 

His  tone  implied  something  more  than  mere 
hopefulness  or  resolution.  A  slight  electric  shock 
seemed  to  pass  through  Mr.  Tulliver,  and  he 
kept  his  eyes  fixed  on  Tom  with  a  look  of  eager 
inquiry,  while  Maggie,  unable  to  restrain  her- 
self, rushed  to  her  father's  side  and  knelt  down 
by  him.  Tom  was  silent  a  little  while  before  he 
went  on. 

"  A  good  while  ago,  my  uncle  Glegg  lent  me 
a  little  money  to  trade  with,  and  that  has  an- 
swered. I  have  three  hundred  and  twenty 
pounds  in  the  bank." 

His  mother's  arms  were  round  his  neck  as 
soon  as  the  last  words  were  uttered,  and  she  said, 
half  crying,  — 

"  Oh,  my  boy,  I  knew  you  'd  make  iverything 
right  again,  when  you  got  a  man." 

But  his  father  was  silent :  the  flood  of  emotion 
hemmed  in  all  power  of  speech.  Both  Tom  and 
Maggie  were  struck  with  fear  lest  the  shock  of 
joy  might  even  be  fatal.  But  the  blessed  relief 
of  tears  came.  The  broad  chest  heaved,  the  mus- 
cles of  the  face  gave  way,  and  the  gray-haired 
man  burst  into  loud  sobs.  The  fit  of  weeping 
gradually  subsided,  and  he  sat  quiet,  recovering 
the  regularity  of  his  breathing.  At  last  he  looked 
up  at  his  wife  and  said,  in  a  gentle  tone,  — 

"  Bessy,  you  must  come  and  kiss  me  now,  — 
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the  lad  has  made  you  amends.  You  '11  see  a  bit 
o'  comfort  again,  behke." 

When  she  had  kissed  him,  and  he  had  held  her 
hand  a  minute,  his  thoughts  went  back  to  the 
money. 

"  I  wish  you  'd  brought  me  the  money  to  look 
at,  Tom,"  he  said,  fingering  the  sovereigns  on 
the  table;   "  I  should  ha'  felt  surer." 

"  You  shall  see  it  to-morrow,  father,"  said 
Tom.  "  My  uncle  Deane  has  appointed  the 
creditors  to  meet  to-morrow  at  the  Golden  Lion, 
and  he  has  ordered  a  dinner  for  them  at  two 
o'clock.  My  uncle  Glegg  and  he  will  both  be 
there.  It  was  advertised  in  the  '  Messenger  '  on 
Saturday." 

"  Then  Wakem  knows  on  't!  "  said  Mr.  Tul- 
liver,  his  eye  kindling  with  triumphant  fire. 
"  Ah!  "  he  went  on,  with  a  long-drawn  guttural 
enunciation,  taking  out  his  snuff-box,  the  only 
luxury  he  had  left  himself,  and  tapping  it  with 
something  of  his  old  air  of  defiance,  —  "  I  '11  get 
from  under  his  thumb  now,  —  though  I  must 
leave  the  old  mill.  I  thought  I  could  ha'  held 
out  to  die  here,  —  but  I  can't.  .  .  .  We  've  got 
a  glass  o'  nothing  in  the  house,  have  we,  Bessy?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Mrs.  Tulliver,  drawing  out  her 
much-reduced,  bunch  of  keys,  "  there 's  some 
brandy  sister  Deane  brought  me  when  I  was 
iU." 

"  Get  it  me,  then,  get  it  me.  I  feel  a  bit 
weak." 

"  Tom,  my  lad,"  he  said,  in  a  stronger  voice, 
when  he  had  taken  some  brandy-and-water, 
"  you  shall  make  a  speech  to  'em.  I  '11  tell  'em 
it 's  you  as  got  the  best  part  o'  the  moRey. 
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They  '11  see  I  'm  honest  at  last,  and  ha'  got  an 
honest  son.  Ah !  Wakem  'ud  be  fine  and  glad  to 
have  a  son  like  mine  —  a  fine  straight  fellow  — 
i'stead  o'  that  poor  crooked  creatur !  You  '11 
prosper  i'  the  world,  my  lad;  you  '11  maybe  see 
the  day  when  Wakem  and  his  son  'ull  be  a  round 
or  two  below  you.  You  '11  like  enough  be  ta'en 
into  partnership,  as  your  uncle  Deane  was  before 
you,  —  you  're  in  the  right  way  for  't ;  and  then 
there  's  nothing  to  hinder  your  getting  rich.  .  .  . 
And  if  ever  you  're  rich  enough  —  mind  this  — 
try  and  get  th'  old  mill  again." 

Mr.  Tulliver  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair; 
his  mind,  which  had  so  long  been  the  home  of 
nothing  but  bitter  discontent  and  foreboding, 
suddenly  filled,  by  the  magic  of  joy,  with  visions 
of  good  fortune.  But  some  subtle  influence 
prevented  him  from  foreseeing  the  good  fortune 
as  happening  to  himself. 

"  Shake  hands  wi'  me,  my  lad,"  he  said,  sud- 
denly putting  out  his  hand.  "  It 's  a  great  thing 
when  a  man  can  be  proud  as  he  's  got  a  good  son. 
I  've  had  that  luck." 

Tom  never  lived  to  taste  another  moment  so 
delicious  as  that ;  and  Maggie  could  n't  help  for- 
getting her  own  grievances.  Tom  was  good; 
and  in  the  sweet  humility  that  springs  in  us  all 
in  moments  of  true  admiration  and  gratitude, 
she  felt  that  the  faults  he  had  to  pardon  in  her 
had  never  been  redeemed,  as  his  faults  were. 
She  felt  no  jealousy  this  evening  that,  for  the 
first  time,  she  seemed  to  be  thrown  into  the  back- 
ground in  her  father's  mind. 

There  was  much  more  talk  before  bedtime. 
Mr.  Tulliver  naturally  wanted  to  hear  all  the 
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particulars  of  Tom's  trading  adventures,  and  he 
listened  with  growing  excitement  and  delight. 
He  was  curious  to  know  what  had  been  said  on 
every  occasion,  —  if  possible,  what  had  been 
thought;  and  Bob  Jakin's  part  in  the  business 
threw  him  into  peculiar  outbursts  of  sympathy 
with  the  triumphant  knowingness  of  that  re- 
markable packman.  Bob's  juvenile  history,  so 
far  as  it  had  come  under  Mr.  Tulliver's  knowl- 
edge, was  recalled  with  that  sense  of  astonishing 
promise  it  displayed,  which  is  observable  in  all 
reminiscences  of  the  childhood  of  great  men. 

It  was  well  that  there  was  this  interest  of  nar- 
rative to  keep  under  the  vague  but  fierce  sense 
of  triumph  over  Wakem,  which  would  otherwise 
have  been  the  channel  his  joy  would  have  rushed 
into  with  dangerous  force.  Even  as  it  was,  that 
feeling  from  time  to  time  gave  threats  of  its 
ultimate  mastery,  in  sudden  bursts  of  irrelevant 
exclamation. 

It  was  long  before  Mr.  Tulliver  got  to  sleep 
that  night;  and  the  sleep,  when  it  came,  was 
filled  with  vivid  dreams.  At  half-past  five 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  when  Mrs.  Tulliver  was 
already  rising,  he  alarmed  her  by  starting  up 
with  a  sort  of  smothered  shout,  and  looking 
round  in  a  bewildered  way  at  the  walls  of  the 
bedroom. 

"  What 's  the  matter,  Mr.  Tulliver?  "  said  his 
wife.  He  looked  at  her,  still  with  a  puzzled  ex- 
pression, and  said  at  last,  — 

"Ah!  —  I  was  dreaming  .  .  .  did  I  make  a 
noise?  ...  I  thought  I  'd  got  hold  of  him." 


CHAPTER   VII 

A   DAY    OF   RECKONING 


MR.  TULLIVER  was  an  essentially  sober 
man,  —  able  to  take  his  glass  and  not 
averse  to  it,  but  never  exceeding  the 
bounds  of  moderation.  He  had  naturally  an 
active  Hotspur  temperament,  which  did  not 
crave  liquid  fire  to  set  it  aglow;  his  impetuosity 
was  usually  equal  to  an  exciting  occasion  with- 
out any  such  reinforcements ;  and  his  desire  for 
the  brandy-and-water  implied  that  the  too  sud- 
den joy  had  fallen  with  a  dangerous  shock  on  a 
frame  depressed  by  four  years  of  gloom  and  un- 
accustomed hard  fare.  But,  that  first  doubtful 
tottering  moment  passed,  he  seemed  to  gather 
strength  with  his  gathering  excitement;  and 
the  next  day,  when  he  was  seated  at  table  with 
his  creditors,  his  eye  kindhng  and  his  cheek 
flushed  with  the  consciousness  that  he  was  about 
to  make  an  honourable  figure  once  more,  he 
looked  more  like  the  proud,  confident,  warm- 
hearted, and  warm-tempered  Tulliver  of  old 
times,  than  might  have  seemed  possible  to  any 
one  who  had  met  him  a  week  before,  riding  along 
as  had  been  his  wont  for  the  last  four  years  since 
the  sense  of  failure  and  debt  had  been  upon  him, 
—  with  his  head  hanging  down,  casting  brief, 
unwilling  looks  on  those  who  forced  themselves 
on  his  notice.  He  made  his  speech,  asserting 
his  honest  principles  with  his  old  confident  eager- 
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ness,  alluding  to  the  rascals  and  the  luck  that 
had  been  against  him,  but  that  he  had  triumphed 
over,  to  some  extent,  by  hard  efforts  and  the  aid 
of  a  good  son;  and  winding  up  with  the  story 
of  how  Tom  had  got  the  best  part  of  the  needful 
money.  But  the  streak  of  irritation  and  hostile 
triumph  seemed  to  melt  for  a  little  while  into 
purer  fatherly  pride  and  pleasure,  when,  Tom's 
health  having  been  proposed,  and  uncle  Deane 
having  taken  occasion  to  say  a  few  words  of 
eulogy  on  his  general  character  and  conduct, 
Tom  himself  got  up  and  made  the  single  speech 
of  his  life.  It  could  hardly  have  been  briefer: 
he  thanked  the  gentlemen  for  the  honour  they 
had  done  him.  He  was  glad  that  he  had  been 
able  to  help  his  father  in  proving  his  integrity 
and  regaining  his  honest  narne ;  and,  for  his  own 
part,  he  hoped  he  should  never  undo  that  work 
and  disgrace  that  name.  But  the  applause  that 
followed  was  so  great,  and  Tom  looked  so  gen- 
tlemanly as  well  as  tall  and  straight,  that  Mr. 
Tulliver  remarked,  in  an  explanatory  manner, 
to  his  friends  on  his  right  and  left,  that  he  had 
spent  a  deal  of  money  on  his  son's  education. 

The  party  broke  up  in  very  sober  fashion  at 
five  o'clock.  Tom  remained  in  St.  Ogg's  to  at- 
tend to  some  business,  and  Mr.  Tulliver  mounted 
his  horse  to  go  home,  and  describe  the  memor- 
able things  that  had  been  said  and  done,  to 
"  poor  Bessy  and  the  little  wench."  The  air  of 
excitement  that  hung  about  him  was  but  faintly 
due  to  good  cheer  or  any  stimulus  but  the  potent 
wine  of  triumphant  joy.  He  did  not  choose  any 
back  street  to-day,  but  rode  slowly,  with  uplifted 
head  and  free  glances,  along  the  principal  street 
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all  the  way  to  the  bridge.  Why  did  he  not 
happen  to  meet  Wakem?  The  want  of  that 
coincidence  vexed  hini,  and  set  his  mind  at  work 
in  an  irritating  way.  Perhaps  Wakem  was  gone 
out  of  town  to-day  on  purpose  to  avoid  seeing 
or  hearing  anything  of  an  honourable  action, 
which  might  well  cause  him  some  unpleasant 
twinges.  If  Wakem  were  to  meet  him  then, 
Mr.  Tulliver  would  look  straight  at  him,  and  the 
rascal  would  perhaps  be  forsaken  a  Httle  by  his 
cool  domineering  impudence.  He  would  know 
by  and  by  that  an  honest  man  was  not  going  to 
serve  him  any  longer,  and  lend  his  honesty  to  fill 
a  pocket  already  over-full  of  dishonest  gains. 
Perhaps  the  luck  was  beginning  to  turn;  per- 
haps the  devil  did  n't  always  hold  the  best  cards 
in  this  world. 

Simmering  in  this  way,  Mr.  Tulliver  ap- 
proached the  yard-gates  of  Dorlcote  Mill,  near 
enough  to  see  a  well-known  figure  coming  out 
of  them  on  a  fine  black  horse.  They  met  about 
fifty  yards  from  the  gates,  between  the  great 
chestnuts  and  elms  and  the  high  bank. 

"  Tulliver,"  said  Wakem,  abruptly,  in  a 
haughtier  tone  than  usual,  "  what  a  fool's  trick 
you  did,  —  spreading  those  hard  lumps  on  that 
Far  Close !  I  told  you  how  it  would  be ;  but  you 
men  never  learn  to  farm  with  any  method." 

"Oh!"  said  Tulliver,  suddenly  boiling  up; 
"  get  somebody  else  to  farm  for  you,  then,  as  '11 
ask  you  to  teach  him." 

"  You  have  been  drinking,  I  suppose,"  said 
Wakem,  really  believing  that  this  was  the  mean- 
ing of  Tulliver's  flushed  face  and  sparkling  eyes. 

"  No,  I  've  not  been  drinking,"  said  Tulliver; 
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"  I  want  no  drinking  to  help  me  make  up  my 
mind  as  I  '11  serve  no  longer  under  a  scoundrel." 

"Very  well!  you  may  leave  my  premises  to- 
morrow, then :  hold  your  insolent  tongue  and  let 
me  pass."  (Tulliver  was  backing  his  horse 
across  the  road  to  hem  Wakem  in.) 

"  No,  I  shan't  let  you  pass,"  said  Tulliver, 
getting  fiercer.  "  I  shall  tell  you  what  I  think 
of  you  first.  You  're  too  big  a  raskill  to  get 
hanged,  —  you  're  —  " 

"  Let  me  pass,  you  ignorant  brute,  or  I  '11 
ride  over  you." 

Mr.  Tulliver,  spurring  his  horse  and  raising 
his  whip,  made  a  rush  forward;  and  Wakem's 
horse,  rearing  and  staggering  backward,  threw 
his  rider  from  the  saddle  and  sent  him  sideways 
on  the  ground.  Wakem  had  had  the  presence 
if  mind  to  loose  the  bridle  at  once,  and  as  the 
horse  only  staggered  a  few  paces  and  then  stood 
still,  he  might  have  risen  and  remounted  without 
more  inconvenience  than  a  bruise  and  a  shake. 
But  before  he  could  rise,  Tulliver  was  off  his 
horse  too.  The  sight  of  the  long-hated  predomi- 
nant man  down  and  in  his  power,  threw  him 
into  a  frenzy  of  triumphant  vengeance,  which 
seemed  to  give  him  preternatural  agility  and 
strength.  He  rushed  on  Wakem,  who  was  in 
the  act  of  trying  to  recover  his  feet,  grasped  him 
by  the  left  arm  so  as  to  press  Wakem's  whole 
weight  on  the  right  arm,  which  rested  on  the 
ground,  and  flogged  him  fiercely  across  the 
back  with  his  riding-whip.  Wakem  shouted 
for  help,  but  no  help  came,  until  a  woman's 
scream  was  heard,  and  the  cry  of  "  Father, 
father!" 
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Suddenly,  Wakem  felt,  something  had  ar- 
rested Mr.  Tulliver's  arm;  for  the  flogging 
ceased,  and  the  grasp  on  his  own  arm  was 
relaxed. 

"Get  away  with  you  —  go!"  said  TuUiver, 
angrily.  But  it  was  not  to  Wakem  that  he 
spoke.  Slowly  the  lawyer  rose,  and,  as  he  turned 
his  head,  saw  that  Tulliver's  arms  were  being 
held  by  a  girl,  —  rather  by  the  fear  of  hurting  the 
girl  that  clung  to  him  with  all  her  young  might. 

"  Oh,  Luke,  —  mother,  —  come  and  help  Mr. 
Wakem!"  Maggie  cried,  as  she  heard  the 
longed-for  footsteps. 

"  Help  me  on  to  that  low  horse,"  said  Wakem 
to  Luke,  "  then  I  shall  perhaps  manage;  though 
—  confound  it  —  I  think  this  arm  is  sprained." 

With  some  difficulty  Wakem  was  heaved  on 
to  Tulliver's  horse.  Then  he  turned  towards  the 
miller  and  said,  with  white  rage,  "  You  '11  suffer 
for  this,  sir.  Your  daughter  is  a  witness  that 
you  've  assaulted  me." 

"  I  don't  care,"  said  Mr.  Tulliver,  in  a  thick, 
fierce  voice;  "  go  and  show  your  back,  and  tell 
'em  I  thrashed  you.  Tell  'em  I  've  made  things 
a  bit  more  even  i'  the  world." 

"  Ride  my  horse  home  with  me,"  said  Wakem 
to  Luke.  "  By  the  Tofton  Ferry,  —  not  through 
the  town." 

"Father,  come  in!"  said  Maggie,  implor- 
ingly. Then,  seeing  that  Wakem  had  ridden 
off,  and  that  no  further  violence  was  possible, 
she  slackened  her  hold  and  burst  into  hysteric 
sobs;  while  poor  Mrs.  Tulliver  stood  by  in  si- 
lence, quivering  with  fear.  But  Maggie  became 
conscious  that  as  she  was  slackening  her  hold, 
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her  father  was  beginning  to  grasp  her  and  lean 
on  her.    The  surprise  checked  her  sobs. 

"  I  feel  ill,  —  faintish,"  he  said.  "  Help  me  in, 
Bessy,  —  I  'm  giddy,  —  I  've  a  pain  i'  the  head." 

He  walked  in  slowly,  propped  by  his  wife  and 
daughter,  and  tottered  into  liis  arm-chair.  The 
almost  purple  flush  had  given  way  to  paleness, 
and  his  hand  was  cold. 

"  Had  n't  we  better  send  for  the  doctor?  "  said 
Mrs.  Tulliver. 

He  seemed  to  be  too  faint  and  suffering  to 
hear  her;  but  presently,  when  she  said  to  Mag- 
gie, "  Go  and  see  for  somebody  to  fetch  the 
doctor,"  he  looked  up  at  her  with  full  compre- 
hension, and  said,  "Doctor?  No  —  no  doctor. 
It 's  my  head,  —  that 's  all.     Help  me  to  bed." 

Sad  ending  to  the  day  that  had  risen  on  them 
all  like  a  beginning  of  better  times!  But  min- 
gled seed  must  bear  a  mingled  crop. 

In  half  an  hour  after  his  father  had  lain  down 
Tom  came  home.  Bob  Jakin  was  with  him,  — 
come  to  congratulate  "  the  old  master,"  not 
without  some  excusable  pride  that  he  had  had 
his  share  in  bringing  about  ]Mr.  Tom's  good 
luck;  and  Tom  had  thought  his  father  would 
like  nothing  better,  as  a  finish  to  the  day,  than 
a  talk  with  Bob.  But  now  Tom  could  only 
spend  the  evening  in  gloomy  expectation  of  the 
unpleasant  consequences  that  must  follow  on 
this  mad  outbreak  of  his  father's  long-smothered 
hate.  After  the  painful  news  had  been  told,  he 
sat  in  silence :  he  had  not  spirit  or  inclination  to 
tell  his  mother  and  sister  anything  about  the  din- 
ner, —  they  hardly  cared  to  ask  it.  Apparently 
the  mingled  thread  in  the  web  of  their  life  was 
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so  curiously  twisted  together  that  there  could 
be  no  joy  without  a  sorrow  coming  close  upon 
it.  Tom  was  dejected  by  the  thought  that  his 
exemplary  effort  must  always  be  baffled  by  the 
wrong-doing  of  others;  Maggie  was  living 
tlirough,  over  and  over  again,  the  agony  of  the 
moment  in  which  she  had  rushed  to  throw  herself 
on  her  father's  arm,  —  with  a  vague,  shudder- 
ing foreboding  of  wretched  scenes  to  come.  Not 
one  of  the  three  felt  any  particular  alarm  about 
Mr.  Tulliver's  health:  the  symptoms  did  not 
recall  his  former  dangerous  attack,  and  it  seemed 
only  a  necessary  consequence  that  his  violent 
passion  and  effort  of  strength,  after  many  hours 
of  unusual  excitement,  should  have  made  him 
feel  ill.    Rest  would  probably  cure  him. 

Tom,  tired  out  by  his  active  day,  fell  asleep 
soon,  and  slept  soundly:  it  seemed  to  him  as  if 
he  had  only  just  come  to  bed,  when  he  waked 
to  see  his  mother  standing  by  him  in  the  gray 
light  of  early  morning. 

"  My  boy,  you  must  get  up  this  minute:  I  've 
sent  for  the  doctor,  and  your  father  wants  you 
and  Maggie  to  come  to  him." 

"  Is  he  worse,  mother?  " 

"  He  's  been  very  ill  all  night  with  his  head, 
but  he  does  n't  say  it 's  worse,  —  he  only  said 
sudden,  '  Bessy,  fetch  the  boy  and  girl.  Tell 
'em  to  make  haste.'  " 

Maggie  and  Tom  threw  on  their  clothes  hast- 
ily in  the  chill  gray  light,  and  reached  their 
father's  room  almost  at  the  same  moment.  He 
was  watching  for  them  with  an  expression  of 
pain  on  his  brow,  but  with  sharpened  anxious 
consciousness  in  his  eyes.     Mrs.  TuUiver  stood 
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at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  frightened  and  trembUng, 
looking  worn  and  aged  from  disturbed  rest. 
Maggie  was  at  the  bedside  first ;  but  her  father's 
glance  was  towards  Tom,  who  came  and  stood 
next  to  her. 

"  Tom,  my  lad,  it 's  come  upon  me  as  I  sha'n't 
get  up  again.  .  .  .  This  world  's  been  too  many 
for  me,  my  lad,  but  you  've  done  what  you  could 
to  make  things  a  bit  even.  Shake  hands  wi'  me 
again,  my  lad,  before  I  go  away  from  you." 

The  father  and  son  clasped  hands  and  looked 
at  each  other  an  instant.  Then  Tom  said,  try- 
ing to  speak  firmly,  — 

"  Have  you  any  wish,  father,  —  that  I  can 
fufil  when  —  " 

"  Ay,  my  lad  .  .  .  you  11  try  and  get  the  old 
mill  back." 

"  Yes,  father." 

"  And  there  's  your  mother  —  you  '11  try  and 
make  her  amends,  all  you  can,  for  my  bad  luck 
.  .  .  and  there  's  the  little  wench  —  " 

The  father  turned  his  eyes  on  INIaggie  with  a 
still  more  eager  look ;  while  she,  with  a  bursting 
heart,  sank  on  her  knees,  to  be  closer  to  the 
dear,  time-worn  face  which  had  been  present 
with  her  through  long  years,  as  the  sign  of  her 
deepest  love  and  hardest  trial. 

"  You  must  take  care  of  her,  Tom  .  .  .  don't 
you  fret,  my  wench  .  .  .  there'll  come  some- 
body as  '11  love  you  and  take  your  part  .  .  .  and 
you  must  be  good  to  her,  my  lad.  I  was  good 
to  my  sister.  Kiss  me,  Maggie.  .  .  .  Come, 
Bessy.  .  .  .  You  '11  manage  to  pay  for  a  brick 
grave,  Tom,  so  as  your  mother  and  me  can  He 
together." 
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He  looked  away  from  them  all  when  he  had 
said  this,  and  lay  silent  for  some  minutes,  while 
they  stood  watching*  him,  not  daring  to  move. 
The  morning  light  was  growing  clearer  for 
them,  and  they  could  see  the  heaviness  gathering 
in  his  face,  and  the  dulness  in  his  eyes.  But  at 
last  he  looked  towards  Tom  and  said,  — 

"  I  had  my  turn,  —  I  beat  him.  That  was 
nothing  but  fair.  I  never  wanted  anjiihing  but 
what  was  fair." 

"  But,  father,  dear  father,"  said  Maggie,  an 
unspeakable  anxiety  predominating  over  her 
grief,  "  you  forgive  him,  —  you  forgive  every 
one  now?  " 

He  did  not  move  his  eyes  to  look  at  her,  but  he 
said,  — 

"  No,  my  wench.  I  don't  forgive  him.  .  .  . 
What 's  forgiving  to  do  ?  I  can't  love  a  ras- 
kill  —  " 

His  voice  had  become  thicker;  but  he  wanted 
to  say  more,  and  moved  his  lips  again  and  again, 
struggling  in  vain  to  speak.  At  length  the 
words  forced  their  way. 

"Does  God  forgive  raskills?  .  .  .  but  if  he 
does,  he  won't  be  hard  wi'  me." 

His  hands  moved  uneasily,  as  if  he  wanted 
them  to  remove  some  obstruction  that  weighed 
upon  him.  Two  or  three  times  there  fell  from 
him  some  broken  words,  — 

"  This  world  's  .  .  .  too  many  .  .  .  honest 
man  .  .  .  puzzling  —  " 

Soon  they  merged  into  mere  mutterings ;  the 
eyes  had  ceased  to  discern;  and  then  came  the 
final  silence. 

But  not  of  death.    For  an  hour  or  more  the 
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chest  heaved,  the  loud  hard  breathing  continued, 
getting  gradually  slower,  as  the  cold  dews  gath- 
ered on  the  brow. 

At  last  there  was  total  stillness,  and  poor  Tul- 
liver's  dimly  lighted  soul  had  forever  ceased  to  be 
vexed  with  the  painful  riddle  of  this  world. 

Help  was  come  now :  Luke  and  his  wife  were 
there,  and  Dr.  Turnbull  had  arrived,  too  late 
for  everything  but  to  say,  "  This  is  death." 

Tom  and  Maggie  went  downstairs  together 
into  the  room  where  their  father's  place  was 
empty.  Their  eyes  turned  to  the  same  spot,  and 
Maggie  spoke,  — 

"  Tom,  forgive  me  —  let  us  always  love  each 
other;  "  and  they  clung  and  wept  together. 
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CHAPTER    I 

A  DUET   IN    PARADISE 

THE  well-furnished  drawing-room,  with 
the  open  grand  piano,  and  the  pleasant 
outlook  down  a  sloping  garden  to  a  boat- 
house  by  the  side  of  the  Floss,  is  Mr.  Deane's. 
The  neat  little  lady  in  mourning,  whose  light- 
brown  ringlets  are  falling  over  the  coloured  em- 
broidery with  which  her  fingers  are  busy,  is  of 
course  Lucy  Deane;  and  the  fine  young  man 
who  is  leaning  down  from  his  chair  to  snap  the 
scissors  in  the  extremely  abbreviated  face  of  the 
"  King  Charles  "  lying  on  the  young  lady's  feet, 
is  no  other  than  Mr.  Stephen  Guest,  whose  dia- 
mond ring,  attar  of  roses,  and  air  of  nonchalant 
leisure  at  twelve  o'clock  in  the  day,  are  the  grace- 
ful and  odoriferous  result  of  the  largest  oil-mill 
and  the  most  extensive  wharf  in  St.  Ogg's. 
There  is  an  apparent  triviality  in  the  action  with 
the  scissors,  but  your  discernment  perceives  at 
once  that  there  is  a  design  in  it  which  makes  it 
eminently  worthy  of  a  large-headed,  long- 
limbed  young  man ;  for  you  see  that  Lucy  wants 
the  scissors,  and  is  compelled,  reluctant  as  she 
may  be,  to  shake  her  ringlets  back,  raise  her 
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soft  hazel  eyes,  smile  playfully  down  on  the  face 
that  is  so  very  nearly  on  a  level  with  her  knee, 
and,  holding  out  her  little  shell-pink  palm,  to 
say,  — 

"  My  scissors,  please,  if  you  can  renounce  the 
great  pleasure  of  persecuting  my  poor  Minny." 

The  foolish  scissors  have  slipped  too  far  over 
the  knuckles,  it  seems,  and  Hercules  holds  out 
his  entrapped  fingers  hopelessly. 

"Confound  the  scissors!  The  oval  lies  the 
wrong  way.    Please  draw  them  off  for  me." 

"  Draw  them  off  with  your  other  hand,"  says 
Miss  Lucy,  roguishly. 

"  Oh,  but  that 's  my  left  hand:  I  'm  not  left- 
handed."  Lucy  laughs,  and  the  scissors  are 
drawn  off  with  gentle  touches  from  tiny  tips, 
which  naturally  dispose  Mr.  Stephen  for  a  repe- 
tition da  capo.  Accordingly,  he  watches  for  the 
release  of  the  scissors,  that  he  may  get  them  into 
his  possession  again. 

"  No,  no,"  said  Lucy,  sticking  them  in  her 
band,  "  you  shall  not  have  my  scissors  again,  — 
you  have  strained  them  already.  Now  don't  set 
Minny  growling  again.  Sit  up  and  behave 
properly,  and  then  I  will  tell  you  some  news." 

"  What  is  that?  "  said  Stephen,  throwing  him- 
self back  and  hanging  his  right  arm  over  the 
corner  of  his  chair.  He  might  have  been  sitting 
for  his  portrait,  which  would  have  represented 
a  rather  striking  young  man  of  five-and-twentj% 
with  a  square  forehead,  short  dark-brown  hair 
standing  erect,  with  a  slight  wave  at  the  end, 
like  a  thick  crop  of  corn,  and  a  half-ardent,  half- 
sarcastic  fflance  from  under  his  well-marked  hori- 
zontal eyebrows.    "  Is  it  very  important  news?  " 
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"  Yes  —  very.     Guess." 

"  You  are  going  to  change  Minny's  diet,  and 
give  him  three  ratafias  soaked  in  a  dessert-spoon- 
ful of  cream  daily?  " 

"  Quite  wrong." 

"  Well,  then.  Dr.  Kenn  has  been  preaching 
against  buckram,  and  you  ladies  have  all  been 
sending  him  a  round-robin,  saying,  '  This  is  a 
hard  doctrine;   who  can  bear  it? '  " 

"  For  shame!  "  said  Lucy,  adjusting  her  little 
mouth  gravely.  "  It  is  rather  dull  of  you  not  to 
guess  my  news,  because  it  is  about  something  I 
mentioned  to  you  not  very  long  ago." 

"But  you  have  mentioned  many  tilings  to  me 
not  long  ago.  Does  your  feminine  tyranny  re- 
quire that  when  you  say  the  thing  you  mean  is 
one  of  several  things,  I  should  know  it  immedi- 
ately by  that  mark?  " 

"  Yes,  I  know  you  think  I  am  silly." 

"  I  think  you  are  perfectly  charming." 

"  And  my  silliness  is  part  of  my  charm? " 

"  I  did  n't  say  thatr 

"  But  I  know  you  like  women  to  be  rather  in- 
sipid. Philip  Wakem  betrayed  you :  he  said  so 
one  day  when  you  were  not  here." 

"  Oh,  I  know  Phil  is  fierce  on  that  point;  he 
makes  it  quite  a  personal  matter.  I  think  he 
must  be  love-sick  for  some  unknown  lady,  — 
some  exalted  Beatrice  whom  he  met  abroad." 

"  By  the  bye,"  said  Lucy,  pausing  in  her 
work,  "  it  has  just  occurred  to  me  that  I  have 
never  found  out  whether  my  cousin  Maggie  will 
object  to  see  Philip,  as  her  brother  does.  Tom 
will  not  enter  a  room  where  Philip  is,  if  he  knows 
it:   perhaps  JNIaggie  may  be  the  same,  and  then 
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we  sha'n't  be  able  to  sing  our  glees,  —  shall 


we 


"  What !  is  your  cousin  coming  to  stay  with 
you?"  said  Stephen,  with  a  look  of  sUght 
annoyance. 

"  Yes;  that  was  my  news,  which  you  have  for- 
gotten. She 's  going  to  leave  her  situation, 
where  she  has  been  nearly  two  years,  poor  thing 
—  ever  since  her  father's  death;  and  she  will 
stay  with  me  a  month  or  two  —  many  months, 
I  hope." 

"  And  am  I  bound  to  be  pleased  at  that 
news? " 

"  Oh  no,  not  at  all,"  said  Lucy,  with  a  little 
air  of  pique.  "  1  am  pleased,  but  that,  of  course, 
is  no  reason  why  you  should  be  pleased.  There 
is  no  girl  in  the  world  I  love  so  well  as  my  cousin 
Maggie." 

"  And  you  will  be  inseparable,  I  suppose, 
when  she  comes.  There  will  be  no  possibility  of 
a  tete-a-tete  with  you  any  more,  unless  you  can 
find  an  admirer  for  her,  who  will  pair  off  with 
her  occasionally.  What  is  the  ground  of  dislike 
to  Philip?    He  might  have  been  a  resource." 

"It  is  a  family  quarrel  with  Philip's  father. 
There  were  very  painful  circumstances,  I  be- 
lieve. I  never  quite  understood  them,  or  knew 
them  all.  My  uncle  Tulhver  was  unfortunate 
and  lost  all  his  property,  and  I  think  he  con- 
sidered Mr.  Wakem  was  somehow  the  cause  of 
it.  Mr.  Wakem  bought  Dorlcote  Mill,  my 
uncle's  old  place,  where  he  always  hved.  You 
must     remember    my     uncle     Tulliver,     don't 


you^ 


No,"  said  Stephen,  with  rather  supercilious 
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indifference.  "  I  Ve  always  known  the  name, 
and  I  dare  say  I  knew  the  man  by  sight,  apart 
from  his  name.  I  know  half  the  names  and 
faces  in  the  neighbourhood  in  that  detached,  dis- 
jointed way." 

"  He  was  a  very  hot-tempered  man.  I  re- 
member, when  I  was  a  little  girl,  and  used  to  go 
to  see  my  cousins,  he  often  frightened  me  by 
talking  as  if  he  were  angry.  Papa  told  me  there 
was  a  dreadful  quarrel,  the  very  day  before  my 
uncle's  death,  between  him  and  Mr.  Wakem, 
but  it  was  hushed  up.  That  was  when  you  were 
in  London.  Papa  says  my  uncle  was  quite  mis- 
taken in  many  ways :  his  mind  had  become  em- 
bittered. But  Tom  and  Maggie  must  naturally 
feel  it  very  painful  to  be  reminded  of  these 
things.  They  have  had  so  much  —  so  very  much 
trouble.  Maggie  was  at  school  with  me  six 
years  ago,  when  she  was  fetched  away  because 
of  her  father's  misfortunes,  and  she  has  hardly 
had  any  pleasure  since,  I  think.  She  has  been 
in  a  dreary  situation  in  a  school  since  uncle's 
death,  because  she  is  determined  to  be  independ- 
ent, and  not  Hve  with  aunt  Pullet;  and  I  could 
hardly  wish  her  to  come  to  me  then,  because  dear 
mamma  was  ill,  and  everything  was  so  sad. 
That  is  why  I  want  her  to  come  to  me  now,  and 
have  a  long,  long  hohday." 

"  Very  sweet  and  angehc  of  you,"  said  Ste- 
phen, looking  at  her  with  an  admiring  smile; 
"  and  all  the  more  so  if  she  has  the  conversa- 
tional quahties  of  her  mother." 

"  Poor  aunty!  You  are  cruel  to  ridicule  her. 
She  is  very  valuable  to  me,  I  know.  She  man- 
ages the  house  beautifully,  —  much  better  than 
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any  stranger  would,  —  and  she  was  a  great  com- 
fort to  me  in  mamma's  illness." 

"  Yes,  but  in  point  of  companionship,  one 
would  prefer  that  she  should  be  represented  by 
her  brandy-cherries  and  cream-cakes.  I  think 
with  a  shudder  that  her  daughter  will  always 
be  present  in  person,  and  have  no  agreeable 
proxies  of  that  kind,  —  a  fat,  blond  girl,  with 
round  blue  eyes,  who  will  stare  at  us  silently." 

"Oh  yes!"  exclaimed  Lucy,  laughing  wick- 
edly and  clapping  her  hands,  "  that  is  just  my 
cousin  Maggie.    You  must  have  seen  her!  " 

"  No,  indeed:  I  'm  only  guessing  what  Mrs. 
Tulliver's  daughter  must  be;  and  then  if  she  is 
to  banish  Philip,  our  only  apology  for  a  tenor, 
that  will  be  an  additional  bore." 

"  But  I  hope  that  may  not  be.  I  think  I  will 
ask  you  to  call  on  Philip  and  tell  him  Maggie 
is  coming  to-morrow.  He  is  quite  aware  of 
Tom's  feeling,  and  always  keeps  out  of  his  way ; 
so  he  will  understand,  if  you  tell  him,  that  I 
asked  you  to  warn  him  not  to  come  until  I  write 
to  ask  him." 

"  I  tliink  you  had  better  ^\Tite  a  pretty  note 
for  me  to  take:  Phil  is  so  sensitive,  you  know, 
the  least  thing  might  frighten  him  off  coming 
at  all,  and  we  had  hard  work  to  get  him.  I  can 
never  induce  him  to  come  to  the  park :  he  does  n't 
like  my  sisters,  I  think.  It  is  only  your  faery 
touch  that  can  lay  his  ruffled  feathers." 

Stephen  mastered  the  little  hand  that  was 
straying  towards  the  table,  and  touched  it  lightly 
with  his  lips.  Little  Lucy  felt  very  proud  and 
happy.  She  and  Stephen  were  in  that  stage  of 
courtship  which  makes  the  most  exquisite  mo- 
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ment  of  youth,  the  freshest  blossom-time  of 
passion,  —  when  each  is  sure  of  the  other's  love, 
but  no  formal  declaration  has  been  made,  and 
all  is  mutual  divination,  exalting  the  most  trivial 
word,  the  lightest  gesture,  into  thrills  delicate 
and  delicious  as  wafted  jasmine  scent.  The  ex- 
phcitness  of  an  engagement  wears  off  this  finest 
edge  of  susceptibility ;  it  is  jasmine  gathered  and 
presented  in  a  large  bouquet. 

"  But  it  is  really  odd  that  you  should  have  hit 
so  exactly  on  Maggie's  appearance  and  man- 
ners," said  the  cuiming  Lucy,  moving  to  reach 
her  desk,  "  because  she  might  have  been  Hke  her 
brother,  you  know;  and  Tom  has  not  round 
eyes;  and  he  is  as  far  as  possible  from  staring 
at  people." 

"  Oh,  I  suppose  he  is  like  the  father:  he  seems 
to  be  as  proud  as  Lucifer.  Not  a  brilliant  com- 
panion, though,  I  should  think." 

"  I  like  Tom.  He  gave  me  my  Minny  when 
I  lost  Lolo;  and  papa  is  very  fond  of  him:  he 
says  Tom  has  excellent  principles.  It  was 
through  him  that  his  father  was  able  to  pay  all 
his  debts  before  he  died." 

"  Oh,  ah !  I  've  heard  about  that.  I  heard 
your  father  and  mine  talking  about  it  a  little 
while  ago,  after  dinner,  in  one  of  their  intermin- 
able discussions  about  business.  They  think  of 
doing  something  for  young  TuUiver:  he  saved 
them  from  a  considerable  loss  by  riding  home 
in  some  marvellous  way,  like  Turpin,  to  bring 
them  news  about  the  stoppage  of  a  bank,  or 
something  of  that  sort.  But  I  was  rather 
drowsy  at  the  time." 

Stephen  rose  from  his  seat,  and  sauntered  to 
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the  piano,  humming  in  falsetto,  "  Graceful  Con- 
sort," as  he  turned  over  the  volume  of  "  The 
Creation,"  which  stood  open  on  the  desk. 

"  Come  and  sing  this,"  he  said,  when  he  saw 
Lucy  rising. 

"What!  'Graceful  Consort'?  I  don't  think 
it  suits  your  voice." 

"Never  mind;  it  exactly  suits  my  feeling, 
which,  Philip  will  have  it,  is  the  grand  element 
of  good  singing.  I  notice  men  with  indifferent 
voices  are  usually  of  that  opinion." 

"  Philip  burst  into  one  of  his  invectives  against 
'  The  Creation  '  the  other  day,"  said  Lucy,  seat- 
ing herself  at  the  piano.  "  He  says  it  has  a  sort 
of  sugared  complacency  and  flattering  make- 
believe  in  it,  as  if  it  were  written  for  the  birthday 
fete  of  a  German  Grand-Duke." 

"Oh,  pooh!  He  is  the  fallen  Adam  with  a 
soured  temper.  We  are  Adam  and  Eve  un- 
fallen,  in  Paradise.  Now,  then,  —  the  recita- 
tive, for  the  sake  of  the  moral.  You  will  sing 
the  whole  duty  of  woman  — '  And  from  obe- 
dience grows  my  pride  and  happiness.'  " 

"  Oh  no,  I  shall  not  respect  an  Adam  who 
drags  the  tempo,  as  you  will,"  said  Lucy,  be- 
ginning to  play  the  duet. 

Surely  the  only  courtship  unshaken  by  doubts 
and  fears  must  be  that  in  which  the  lovers  can 
sing  together.  The  sense  of  mutual  fitness  that 
springs  from  the  two  deep  notes  fulfilling  expec- 
tation just  at  the  right  moment  between  the 
notes  of  the  silvery  soprano,  from  the  perfect 
accord  of  descending  thirds  and  fifths,  from  the 
preconcerted  loving  chase  of  a  fugue,  is  likely 
enough  to  supersede  any  immediate  demand  for 
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less  impassioned  forms  of  agreement.  The  con- 
tralto will  not  care  to  catechise  the  bass;  the 
tenor  will  foresee  no  embarrassing  dearth  of  re- 
mark in  evenings  spent  with  the  lovely  soprano. 
In  the  provinces,  too,  where  music  was  so  scarce 
in  that  remote  tune,  how  could  the  musical 
people  avoid  falling  in  love  with  each  other? 
Even  political  principle  must  have  been  in  dan- 
ger of  relaxation  under  such  circumstances ;  and 
the  violin,  faithful  to  rotten  boroughs,  must  have 
been  tempted  to  fraternize  in  a  demoralizing 
way  with  a  reforming  violoncello.  In  this  case 
the  linnet-throated  soprano  and  the  fuU-toned 
bass,  singing, 

"  With  thee  delight  is  ever  new, 
With  thee  is  life  incessant  bliss," 

believed  what  they  sang  all  the  more  because 
they  sang  it. 

"  Now  for  Raphael's  great  song,"  said  Lucy, 
when  they  had  finished  the  duet.  "  You  do  the 
'  heavy  beasts  '  to  perfection." 

"  That  sounds  complimentary,"  said  Stephen, 
looking  at  his  watch.  "  By  Jove,  it 's  nearly 
half-past  one!    Well,  I  can  just  sing  this." 

Stephen  delivered  with  admirable  ease  the 
deep  notes  representing  the  tread  of  the  hea\y 
beasts ;  but  when  a  singer  has  an  audience  of  two, 
there  is  room  for  divided  sentiments.  Minny's 
mistress  was  charmed;  but  IVIinny,  who  had  in- 
trenched himself,  trembling,  in  his  basket  as 
soon  as  the  music  began,  found  this  thunder  so 
little  to  his  taste  that  he  leaped  out  and  scamp- 
ered under  the  remotest  chiffonnier,  as  the  most 


110     THE   MILL  ON  THE   FLOSS 

eligible  place  in  which  a  small  dog  could  await 
the  crack  of  doom. 

"  Adieu,  '  graceful  consort,'  "  said  Stephen, 
buttoning  his  coat  across  when  he  had  done  sing- 
ing, and  smihng  down  from  his  tall  height,  with 
the  air  of  rather  a  patronizing  lover,  at  the  little 
lady  on  the  music-stool.  "  My  bliss  is  not  in- 
cessant, for  I  must  gallop  home.  I  promised  to 
be  there  at  lunch." 

"  You  will  not  be  able  to  call  on  Philip,  then? 
It  is  of  no  consequence ;  I  have  said  everything 
in  my  note." 

"  You  will  be  engaged  with  your  cousin  to- 
morrow, I  suppose?  " 

"  Yes,  we  are  going  to  have  a  little  family- 
party.  My  cousin  Tom  will  dine  with  us;  and 
poor  aunty  will  have  her  two  children  together 
for  the  first  time.  It  ^\ill  be  very  pretty;  I 
think  a  great  deal  about  it." 

"  But  I  may  come  the  next  day?  " 

"Oh  yes!  Come  and  be  introduced  to  my 
cousin  Maggie,  —  though  you  can  hardly  be 
said  not  to  have  seen  her,  you  have  described  her 
so  weU." 

"  Good-by,  then."  And  there  was  that  slight 
pressure  of  the  hands,  and  momentary  meeting 
of  the  eyes,  which  will  often  leave  a  little  lady 
with  a  slight  flush  and  smile  on  her  face  that  do 
not  subside  immediately  when  the  door  is  closed, 
and  with  an  inclination  to  walk  up  and  down 
the  room  rather  than  to  seat  herself  quietly  at 
her  embroidery,  or  other  rational  and  improving 
occupation.  At  least  this  was  the  effect  on 
Lucy;  and  you  will  not,  I  hope,  consider  it  an 
indication  of  vanity  predominating  over  more 
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tender  impulses,  that  she  just  glanced  in  the 
chimney-glass  as  her  walk  brought  her  near  it. 
The  desire  to  know  that  one  has  not  looked  an 
absolute  fright  during  a  few  hours  of  conversa- 
tion may  be  construed  as  lying  within  the  bounds 
of  a  laudable  benevolent  consideration  for  others. 
And  Lucy  had  so  much  of  this  benevolence  in 
her  nature  that  I  am  inclined  to  think  her  small 
egoisms  were  impregnated  with  it,  just  as  there 
are  people  not  altogether  unknown  to  you, 
whose  small  benevolences  have  a  predominant 
and  somewhat  rank  odour  of  egoism.  Even 
now,  that  she  is  walking  up  and  down  with  a 
little  triumphant  flutter  of  her  girlish  heart  at 
the  sense  that  she  is  loved  by  the  person  of  chief 
consequence  in  her  small  world,  you  may  see  in 
her  hazel  eyes  an  ever-present  sunny  benignity, 
in  which  the  momentary  harmless  flashes  of  per- 
sonal vanity  are  quite  lost;  and  if  she  is  happy 
in  thinking  of  her  lover,  it  is  because  the  thought 
of  him  mingles  readily  with  all  the  gentle  affec- 
tions and  good-natured  offices  with  which  she 
fills  her  peaceful  days.  Even  now,  her  mind, 
with  that  instantaneous  alternation  which  makes 
two  currents  of  feeling  or  imagination  seem 
simultaneous,  is  glancing  continually  from 
Stephen  to  the  preparations  she  has  only  half 
finished  in  Maggie's  room.  Cousin  Maggie 
should  be  treated  as  well  as  the  grandest  lady- 
visitor,  —  nay,  better,  for  she  should  have  Lucy's 
best  prints  and  drawings  in  her  bedroom,  and 
the  very  finest  bouquet  of  spring  flowers  on  her 
table,  Maggie  would  enjoy  all  that,  —  she  was 
so  fond  of  pretty  things!  And  there  was  poor 
aunt  Tulliver,  that  no  one  made  any  account  of, 
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—  she  was  to  be  surprised  with  the  present  of  a 
cap  of  superlative  quahty,  and  to  have  her  health 
drunk  in  a  gratifying  manner,  for  which  Lucy 
was  going  to  lay  a  plot  with  her  father  this  even- 
ing. Clearly,  she  had  not  time  to  indulge  in 
long  reveries  about  her  own  happy  love-affairs. 
With  this  thought  she  walked  towards  the  door, 
but  paused  there. 

"  What 's  the  matter,  then,  Minny?  "  she  said, 
stooping  in  answer  to  some  whimpering  of  that 
small  quadruped,  and  lifting  his  glossy  head 
against  her  pink  cheek.  "  Did  you  think  I  was 
going  without  you?  Come,  then,  let  us  go  and 
see  Sinbad." 

Sinbad  was  Lucy's  chestnut  horse,  that  she  al- 
ways fed  with  her  own  hand  when  he  was  turned 
out  in  the  paddock.  She  was  fond  of  feeding 
dependent  creatures,  and  knew  the  private  tastes 
of  all  the  animals  about  the  house,  delighting  in 
the  little  rippling  sounds  of  her  canaries  when 
their  beaks  were  busy  with  fresh  seed,  and  in  the 
small  nibbling  pleasures  of  certain  animals 
which,  lest  she  should  appear  too  trivial,  I  will 
here  call  "  the  more  familiar  rodents." 

Was  not  Stephen  Guest  right  in  his  decided 
opinion  that  this  slim  maiden  of  eighteen  was 
quite  the  sort  of  wife  a  man  would  not  be  likely 
to  repent  of  marrying?  —  a  woman  who  was  lov- 
ing and  thoughtful  for  other  women,  not  giving 
them  Judas-kisses  with  eyes  askance  on  their 
welcome  defects,  but  with  real  care  and  vision 
for  their  half-hidden  pains  and  mortifications, 
with  long  ruminating  enjoyment  of  little  pleas- 
ures prepared  for  them?  Perhaps  the  emphasis 
of  his  admiration  did  not  fall  precisely  on  tliis 
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rarest  quality  in  her,  —  perhaps  he  approved 
his  own  choice  of  her  chiefly  because  she  did  not 
strike  him  as  a  remarkable  rarity.  A  man  likes 
his  wife  to  be  pretty :  well,  Lucy  was  pretty,  but 
not  to  a  maddening  extent.  A  man  likes  his 
wife  to  be  accomplished,  gentle,  affectionate,  and 
not  stupid;  and  Lucy  had  all  these  qualifica- 
tions. Stephen  was  not  surprised  to  find  himself 
in  love  with  her,  and  was  conscious  of  excellent 
judgment  in  preferring  her  to  Miss  Leyburn, 
the  daughter  of  the  county  member,  although 
Lucy  was  only  the  daughter  of  his  father's  sub- 
ordinate partner;  besides,  he  had  had  to  defy 
and  overcome  a  slight  unwillingness  and  dis- 
appointment in  his  father  and  sisters,  —  a  cir- 
cumstance which  gives  a  young  man  an  agree- 
able consciousness  of  his  own  dignity.  Stephen 
was  aware  that  he  had  sense  and  independence 
enough  to  choose  the  wife  who  was  likely  to 
make  him  happy,  unbiassed  by  any  indirect  con- 
siderations. He  meant  to  choose  Lucy :  she  was 
a  little  darling,  and  exactly  the  sort  of  woman 
he  had  always  most  admired. 


VOL.  rv.— 8 


CHAPTER   II 

FIKST   IMPRESSIONS 


"X  XE  is  very  clever,  Maggie,"  said  Lucy. 

I  I  She  was  kneeling  on  a  footstool  at 
Maggie's  feet,  after  placing  that  dark 
lady  in  the  large  crimson- velvet  chair.  "  I  feel 
sure  you  will  like  him.    I  hope  you  will." 

"  I  shall  be  very  difficult  to  please,"  said  Mag- 
gie, smiling,  and  holding  up  one  of  Lucy's  long 
curls,  that  the  sunlight  might  shine  through  it. 
"  A  gentleman  who  thinks  he  is  good  enough 
for  Lucy  must  expect  to  be  sharply  criticised." 

"  Indeed,  he  's  a  great  deal  too  good  for  me. 
And  sometimes,  when  he  is  away,  I  ahnost  think 
it  can't  really  be  that  he  loves  me.  But  I  can 
never  doubt  it  when  he  is  with  me,  —  though  I 
could  n't  bear  any  one  but  you  to  know  that  I 
feel  in  that  way,  Maggie." 

"  Oh,  then,  if  I  disapprove  of  him,  you  can 
give  him  up,  since  you  are  not  engaged,"  said 
Maggie,  with  playful  gravity. 

"  I  would  rather  not  be  engaged.  When 
people  are  engaged,  they  begin  to  think  of  being 
married  soon,"  said  Lucy,  too  thoroughly  pre- 
occupied to  notice  Maggie's  joke;  "and  I 
should  like  everything  to  go  on  for  a  long  while 
just  as  it  is.  Sometimes  I  am  quite  frightened 
lest  Ste[)hen  should  say  that  he  has  spoken  to 
papa;  and  from  something  that  fell  from  papa 
the  other  day,  I  feel  sure  he  and  Mr.  Guest  are 
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expecting  that.  And  Stephen's  sisters  are  very 
civil  to  me  now.  At  first,  I  think  they  did  n't 
hke  his  paying  me  attention;  and  that  was 
natural.  It  does  seem  out  of  keeping  that  I 
should  ever  five  in  a  great  place  hke  the  Park 
House,  —  such  a  httle  insignificant  thing  as  I 
am. 

"  But  people  are  not  expected  to  be  large  in 
proportion  to  the  houses  they  five  in,  hke  snails," 
said  Maggie,  laughing.  "  Pray,  are  Mr.  Guest's 
sisters  giantesses?  " 

"Oh  no;  and  not  handsome,  —  that  is,  not 
very,"  said  Lucy,  half  penitent  at  this  unchari- 
table remark.  "  But  he  is,  —  at  least  he  is  gener- 
ally considered  very  handsome." 

"  Though  you  are  unable  to  share  that 
opinion? " 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know,"  said  Lucy,  blushing  pink 
over  brow  and  neck.  "  It  is  a  bad  plan  to  raise 
expectation;  you  will  perhaps  be  disappointed. 
But  I  have  prepared  a  charming  surprise  for 
him;  I  shall  have  a  glorious  laugh  against  him. 
I  shall  not  tell  you  what  it  is,  though." 

Lucy  rose  from  her  knees  and  went  to  a  little 
distance,  holding  her  pretty  head  on  one  side,  as 
if  she  had  been  arranging  Maggie  for  a  portrait, 
and  wished  to  judge  of  the  general  effect. 

"  Stand  up  a  moment,  Maggie." 

"  What  is  your  pleasure  now?  "  said  Maggie, 
smiling  languidly  as  she  rose  from  her  chair  and 
looked  down  on  her  slight,  aerial  cousin,  whose 
figure  was  quite  subordinate  to  her  faultless 
drapery  of  silk  and  crape. 

Lucy  kept  her  contemplative  attitude  a  mo- 
ment or  two  in  silence,  and  then  said,  — 
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**  I  can't  think  what  witchery  it  is  in  you, 
Maggie,  that  makes  you  look  best  in  shabby 
clothes;  though  you  really  must  have  a  new 
dress  now.  But  do  you  know,  last  night  I  was 
trying  to  fancy  you  in  a  handsome  fashionable 
dress,  and  do  what  I  would,  that  old  limp  merino 
would  come  back  as  the  only  right  thing  for  you. 
I  wonder  if  JNIarie  Antoinette  looked  all  the 
grander  when  her  gown  was  darned  at  the  el- 
bows. Now,  if  I  were  to  put  anything  shabby 
on,  I  should  be  quite  unnoticeable,  —  I  should 
be  a  mere  rag." 

"  Oh,  quite,"  said  Maggie,  with  mock  gravity. 
"  You  would  be  liable  to  be  swept  out  of  the 
room  with  the  cobwebs  and  carpet-dust,  and  to 
find  yourself  under  the  grate,  like  Cinderella. 
May  n't  I  sit  down  now?  " 

"  Yes,  now  you  may,"  said  Lucy,  laughing. 
Then,  with  an  air  of  serious  reflection,  unfasten- 
ing her  large  jet  brooch,  "  But  you  must  change 
brooches,  JNIaggie;  that  little  butterfly  looks 
silly  on  you!  " 

"But  won't  that  mar  the  charming  effect  of 
my  consistent  shabbiness?"  said  JNIaggie,  seat- 
ing herself  submissively,  while  Lucy  knelt  again 
and  unfastened  the  contemptible  butterfly.  "  I 
wish  my  mother  were  of  your  opinion,  for  she 
was  fretting  last  night  because  this  is  my  best 
frock.  I  've  been  saving  my  money  to  pay  for 
some  lessons :  I  shall  never  get  a  better  situation 
without  more  accomplishments." 

Maggie  gave  a  little  sigh. 

"  Now,  don't  put  on  that  sad  look  again," 
said  Lucy,  2)inning  the  large  })rooch  below  ]Mag- 
gie's    fine    throat.      "  You  're    forgetting    that 
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you  've  left  that  dreary  schoolroom  behind  you, 
and  have  no  little  girls'  clothes  to  mend." 

"  Yes,"  said  Maggie.  "  It  is  with  me  as  I 
used  to  think  it  would  be  with  the  poor  uneasy 
white  bear  I  saw  at  the  show.  I  thought  he  must 
have  got  so  stupid  with  the  habit  of  turning 
backwards  and  forwards  in  that  narrow  space, 
that  he  would  keep  doing  it  if  they  set  him  free. 
One  gets  a  bad  habit  of  being  unhappy." 

"  But  I  shall  put  you  under  a  discipline  of 
pleasure  that  will  make  you  lose  that  bad  habit," 
said  Lucy,  sticking  the  black  butterfly  absently 
in  her  own  collar,  while  her  eyes  met  Maggie's 
affectionately. 

"  You  dear,  tiny  thing!  "  said  Maggie,  in  one 
of  her  bursts  of  loving  admiration,  "  you  enjoy 
other  people's  happiness  so  much,  I  believe  you 
would  do  without  any  of  your  own.  I  wish  I 
were  like  you." 

"  I  've  never  been  tried  in  that  way,"  said 
Lucy.  "  I  've  always  been  so  happy.  I  don't 
know  whether  I  could  bear  much  trouble;  I 
never  had  any  but  poor  mamma's  death.  You 
have  been  tried,  JVIaggie ;  and  I  'm  sure  you  feel 
for  other  people  quite  as  much  as  I  do." 

"  No,  Lucy,"  said  Maggie,  shaking  her  head 
slowly,  "  I  don't  enjoy  their  happiness  as  you 
do,  —  else  I  should  be  more  contented.  I  do 
feel  for  them  when  they  are  in  trouble;  I  don't 
think  I  could  ever  bear  to  make  any  one  un- 
happy;  and  yet  I  often  hate  myself,  because  I 
get  angry  sometimes  at  the  sight  of  happy 
people.  I  think  I  get  worse  as  I  get  older,  — 
more  selfish.     That  seems  very  dreadful." 

"Now,  Maggie!"  said  Lucy,  in  a  tone  of 
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remonstrance,  "  I  don't  believe  a  word  of  that. 
It  is  all  a  gloomy  fancy,  —  just  because  you  are 
depressed  by  a  dull  wearisome  life." 

"  Well,  perhaps  it  is,"  said  Maggie,  resolutely 
clearing  away  the  clouds  from  her  face  with  a 
bright  smile,  and  throwing  herself  backward  in 
her  chair.  "  Perhaps  it  comes  from  the  school 
diet,  —  watery  rice-pudding  spiced  with  Pin- 
nock.  Let  us  hope  it  will  give  way  before  my 
mother's  custards  and  this  charming  Geoffrey 
Crayon." 

Maggie  took  up  the  "  Sketch  Book,"  which 
lay  by  her  on  the  table. 

"Do  I  look  fit  to  be  seen  with  this  little 
brooch?  "  said  Lucy,  going  to  survey  the  effect 
in  the  chimney-glass. 

"  Oh  no,  Mr.  Guest  will  be  obliged  to  go  out 
of  the  room  again  if  he  sees  you  in  it.  Pray 
make  haste  and  put  another  on." 

Lucy  hurried  out  of  the  room,  but  Maggie  did 
not  take  the  opportunity  of  opening  her  book: 
she  let  it  fall  on  her  knees,  while  her  eyes  wan- 
dered to  the  window,  where  she  could  see  the 
sunshine  falling  on  the  rich  clumps  of  spring 
flowers  and  on  the  long  hedge  of  laurels,  —  and 
beyond,  the  silvery  breadth  of  the  dear  old  Floss, 
that  at  this  distance  seemed  to  be  sleeping  in  a 
morning  holiday.  The  sweet  fresh  garden-scent 
came  through  the  open  window,  and  the  birds 
were  busy  flitting  and  alighting,  gurgling  and 
singing.  Yet  Maggie's  eyes  began  to  fill  with 
tears.  The  sight  of  the  old  scenes  had  made  the 
rush  of  memories  so  painful  that  even  yesterday 
she  had  only  been  able  to  rejoice  in  her  mother's 
restored  comfort  and  Tom's  brotherly  friendli- 
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ness  as  we  rejoice  in  good  news  of  friends  at  a 
distance,  rather  than  in  the  presence  of  a  happi- 
ness which  we  share.  Memory  and  imagination 
urged  upon  her  a  sense  of  privation  too  keen  to 
let  her  taste  what  was  offered  in  the  transient 
present:  her  future,  she  thought,  was  hkely  to 
be  worse  than  her  past,  for  after  her  years  of 
contented  renunciation  she  had  shpped  back  into 
desire  and  longing:  she  found  joyless  days  of 
distasteful  occupation  harder  and  harder,  —  she 
found  the  image  of  the  intense  and  varied  life 
she  yearned  for,  and  despaired  of,  becoming 
more  and  more  importunate.  The  sound  of  the 
opening  door  roused  her,  and,  hastily  wiping 
away  her  tears,  she  began  to  turn  over  the  leaves 
of  her  book. 

"  There  is  one  pleasure,  I  know,  Maggie,  that 
your  deepest  dismalness  will  never  resist,"  said 
Lucy,  beginning  to  speak  as  soon  as  she  entered 
the  room.  "  That  is  music,  and  I  mean  you  to 
have  quite  a  riotous  feast  of  it.  I  mean  you  to 
get  up  your  playing  again,  which  used  to  be  so 
much  better  than  mine,  when  we  were  at 
Laceham." 

"  You  would  have  laughed  to  see  me  playing 
the  little  girls'  tunes  over  and  over  to  them,  when 
I  took  them  to  practice,"  said  Maggie,  "  just 
for  the  sake  of  fingering  the  dear  keys  again. 
But  I  don't  know  whether  I  could  play  any- 
thing more  difficult  now  than  '  Begone,  dull 
care! 

"  I  know  what  a  wild  state  of  joy  you  used  to 
be  in  when  the  glee-men  came  round,"  said  Lucy, 
taking  up  her  embroidery,  "  and  we  might  have 
all  those  old  glees  that  you  used  to  love  so,  if  I 
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were  certain  that  you  don't  feel  exactly  as  Tom 
does  about  some  things." 

"  I  should  have  thought  there  was  nothing  you 
might  be  more  certain  of,"  said  INIaggie,  smihng. 

"  I  ought  rather  to  have  said,  one  particular 
thing.  Because  if  you  feel  just  as  he  does  about 
that,  we  shall  want  our  third  voice.  St.  Ogg's  is 
so  miserably  provided  with  musical  gentlemen. 
There  are  really  only  Stephen  and  Philip 
Wakem  who  have  any  knowledge  of  music,  so 
as  to  be  able  to  sing  a  part." 

Lucy  had  looked  up  from  her  work  as  she  ut- 
tered the  last  sentence,  and  saw  that  there  was  a 
change  in  Maggie's  face. 

"  Does  it  hurt  you  to  hear  the  name  men- 
tioned, Maggie?  If  it  does,  I  will  not  speak  of 
him  again.  I  know  Tom  will  not  see  him  if  he 
can  avoid  it." 

"  I  don't  feel  at  all  as  Tom  does  on  that  sub- 
ject," said  Maggie,  rising  and  going  to  the  win- 
dow as  if  she  wanted  to  see  more  of  the  land- 
scape. "  I  've  always  liked  Philip  Wakem  ever 
since  I  was  a  little  girl,  and  saw  him  at  Lorton. 
He  was  so  good  when  Tom  hurt  his  foot." 

"  Oh,  I  'm  so  glad!  "  said  Lucy.  "  Then  you 
won't  mind  his  coming  sometimes,  and  we  can 
have  much  more  music  than  we  could  without 
him.  I  'm  very  fond  of  poor  Philip,  only  I  wish 
he  were  not  so  morbid  about  his  deformity.  I 
suppose  it  is  his  deformity  that  makes  him  so  sad 
—  and  sometimes  bitter.  It  is  certainly  very 
piteous  to  see  his  poor  little  crooked  body  and 
pale  face  among  great  strong  people." 

"  But,  Lucy  —  "  said  Maggie,  trying  to  ar- 
rest the  prattling  stream. 
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"  Ah,  there  is  the  door-bell.  That  must  be 
Stephen,"  Lucy  went  on,  not  noticing  Maggie's 
faint  effort  to  speak.  "  One  of  the  things  I  most 
admire  in  Stephen  is  that  he  makes  a  greater 
friend  of  Philip  than  any  one." 

It  was  too  late  for  Maggie  to  speak  now :  the 
drawing-room  door  was  opening,  and  Minny 
was  already  growling  in  a  small  way  at  the 
entrance  of  a  tall  gentleman,  who  went  up  to 
Lucy  and  took  her  hand  with  a  half-polite,  half- 
tender  glance  and  tone  of  inquiry,  which  seemed 
to  indicate  that  he  was  unconscious  of  any  other 
presence. 

"  Let  me  introduce  you  to  my  cousin,  Miss 
Tulliver,"  said  Lucy,  turning  with  wicked  en- 
joyment towards  JM aggie,  who  now  approached 
from  the  farther  window.  "  This  is  Mr.  Stephen 
Guest." 

For  one  instant  Stephen  could  not  conceal  his 
astonishment  at  the  sight  of  this  tall  dark-eyed 
nymph  with  her  jet-black  coronet  of  hair;  the 
next,  Maggie  felt  herself,  for  the  first  time  in  her 
life,  receiving  the  tribute  of  a  very  deep  blush 
and  a  very  deep  bow  from  a  person  towards 
whom  she  herself  was  conscious  of  timidity.  This 
new  experience  was  very  agreeable  to  her,  —  so 
agreeable  that  it  almost  effaced  her  previous 
emotion  about  Philip.  There  was  a  new  bright- 
ness in  her  eyes,  and  a  very  becoming  flush  on 
her  cheek,  as  she  seated  herself. 

"  I  hope  you  perceive  what  a  striking  likeness 
you  drew  the  day  before  yesterday,"  said  Lucy, 
with  a  pretty  laugh  of  triumph.  She  enjoyed 
her  lover's  confusion,  —  the  advantage  was 
usually  on  his  side. 
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"  This  designing  cousin  of  yours  quite  de- 
ceived me,  Miss  TuUiver,"  said  Stephen,  seating 
himself  by  Lucy,  and  stooping  to  play  with 
Minny,  —  only  looking  at  Maggie  furtively. 
"  She  said  you  had  light  hair  and  blue  eyes." 

"  Nay,  it  was  you  who  said  so,"  remonstrated 
Lucy.  "  I  only  refrained  from  destroying  your 
confidence  in  your  own  second-sight." 

"  I  wish  I  could  always  err  in  the  same  way," 
said  Stephen,  "  and  find  reality  so  much  more 
beautiful  than  my  preconceptions." 

"  Now  you  have  proved  yourself  equal  to  the 
occasion,"  said  Maggie,  "  and  said  what  it  was 
incumbent  on  you  to  say  under  the  circum- 
stances." 

She  flashed  a  slightly  defiant  look  at  him:  it 
was  clear  to  her  that  he  had  been  drawing  a  satir- 
ical portrait  of  her  beforehand.  Lucy  had  said 
he  was  inclined  to  be  satirical,  and  Maggie  had 
mentally  supplied  the  addition  —  "  and  rather 
conceited." 

"  An  alarming  amount  of  devil  there,"  was 
Stephen's  first  thought.  The  second,  when  she 
had  bent  over  her  work,  was,  "  I  wish  she  would 
look  at  me  again."    The  next  was  to  answer,  — 

"  I  suppose  all  phrases  of  mere  compliment 
have  their  turn  to  be  true.  A  man  is  occasionally 
grateful  when  he  says  '  thank  you.'  It 's  rather 
hard  upon  him  that  he  must  use  the  same  words 
with  which  all  the  world  declines  a  disagree- 
able invitation,  —  don't  you  think  so,  Miss  Tul- 
liver?" 

"  No,"  said  Maggie,  looking  at  him  with  herj 
direct  glance;    "  if  we  use  common  words  on  a 
great  occasion,  they  are  the  more  striking,  be- 
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cause  they  are  felt  at  once  to  have  a  particular 
meaning,  like  old  banners,  or  every-day  clothes, 
hung  up  in  a  sacred  place." 

"  Then  my  compliment  ought  to  be  eloquent," 
said  Stephen,  really  not  quite  knowing  what  he 
said  while  Maggie  looked  at  him,  "  seeing  that 
the  words  were  so  far  beneath  the  occasion." 

"  No  compliment  can  be  eloquent,  except  as 
an  expression  of  indifference,"  said  Maggie, 
flusliing  a  little. 

Lucy  was  rather  alarmed:  she  thought 
Stephen  and  IVIaggie  were  not  going  to  like  each 
other.  She  had  always  feared  lest  Maggie 
should  appear  too  odd  and  clever  to  please  that 
critical  gentleman.  "  Why,  dear  Maggie,"  she 
interposed,  "  you  have  always  pretended  that 
you  are  too  fond  of  being  admired ;  and  now,  I 
think,  you  are  angry  because  some  one  ventures 
to  admire  you." 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  Maggie;  "  I  like  too  well 
to  feel  that  I  am  admired,  but  compliments  never 
make  me  feel  that." 

"  I  will  never  pay  you  a  compliment  again. 
Miss  Tulliver,"  said  Stephen. 

"  Thank  you ;  that  will  be  a  proof  of  respect." 

Poor  Maggie!  She  was  so  unused  to  society 
that  she  could  take  nothing  as  a  matter  of  course, 
and  had  never  in  her  life  spoken  from  the  lips 
merely,  so  that  she  must  necessarily  appear  ab- 
surd to  more  experienced  ladies,  from  the  exces- 
sive feeling  she  was  apt  to  throw  into  very  trivial 
incidents.  But  she  was  even  conscious  herself  of 
a  little  absurdity  in  this  instance.  It  was  true 
she  had  a  theoretic  objection  to  comphments, 
and  had  once  said  impatiently  to  Philip,  that  she 
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did  n't  see  why  women  were  to  be  told  with  a 
simper  that  they  were  beautiful,  any  more  than 
old  men  were  to  be  told  that  they  were  venerable : 
still,  to  be  so  irritated  by  a  common  practice  in 
the  case  of  a  stranger  Hke  Mr.  Stephen  Guest, 
and  to  care  about  his  having  spoken  slightingly 
of  her  before  he  had  seen  her,  was  certainly  un- 
reasonable, and  as  soon  as  she  was  silent  she 
began  to  be  ashamed  of  herself.  It  did  not  occur 
to  her  that  her  irritation  was  due  to  the  pleas- 
anter  emotion  which  preceded  it,  just  as  when 
we  are  satisfied  with  a  sense  of  glowing  warmth, 
an  innocent  drop  of  cold  water  may  fall  upon  us 
as  a  sudden  smart. 

Stephen  was  too  well-bred  not  to  seem  un- 
aware that  the  previous  conversation  could  have 
been  felt  embarrassing,  and  at  once  began  to 
talk  of  impersonal  matters,  asking  Lucy  if  she 
knew  when  the  bazaar  was  at  length  to  take 
place,  so  that  there  might  be  some  hope  of  seeing 
her  rain  the  influence  of  her  eyes  on  objects  more 
grateful  than  those  worsted  flowers  that  were 
growing  under  her  fingers. 

"  Some  day  next  month,  I  believe,"  said  Lucy. 
"  But  your  sisters  are  doing  more  for  it  than  I 
am:   they  are  to  have  the  largest  stall." 

"Ah  yes;  but  they  carry  on  their  manufac- 
tures in  their  own  sitting-room,  where  I  don't 
intrude  on  them.  I  see  you  are  not  addicted  to 
the  fashionable  vice  of  fancy-work,  Miss  Tul- 
liver,"  said  Stephen,  looking  at  Maggie's  plain 
hemming. 

"  No,"  said  Maggie,  "  I  can  do  nothing  more 
difficult  or  more  elegant  than  shirt-making." 

"  And  your  plain  sewing  is  so  beautiful,  Mag- 
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gie,"  said  Lucy,  "  that  I  think  I  shall  beg  a  few 
specimens  of  you  to  show  as  fancy-work.  Your 
exquisite  sewing  is  quite  a  mystery  to  me,  —  you 
used  to  dislike  that  sort  of  work  so  much  in  old 
days." 

"  It  is  a  mystery  easily  explained,  dear,"  said 
Maggie,  looking  up  quietly.  "  Plain  sewing 
was  the  only  thing  I  could  get  money  by;  so  I 
was  obliged  to  try  and  do  it  well." 

Lucy,  good  and  simple  as  she  was,  could  not 
help  blushing  a  little :  she  did  not  quite  like  that 
Stephen  should  know  that,  —  Maggie  need  not 
have  mentioned  it.  Perhaps  there  was  some 
pride  in  the  confession:  the  pride  of  poverty 
that  will  not  be  ashamed  of  itself.  But  if  Mag- 
gie had  been  the  queen  of  coquettes,  she  could 
hardly  have  invented  a  means  of  giving  greater 
piquancy  to  her  beauty  in  Stephen's  eyes :  I  am 
not  sure  that  the  quiet  admission  of  plain  sewing 
and  poverty  would  have  done  alone,  but,  assisted 
by  the  beauty,  they  made  Maggie  more  unlike 
other  women  even  than  she  had  seemed  at  first. 

"  But  I  can  knit,  Lucy,"  Maggie  went  on,  "  if 
that  will  be  of  any  use  for  your  bazaar." 

"  Oh  yes,  of  infinite  use.  I  shaU  set  you  to 
work  with  scarlet  wool  to-morrow.  But  your 
sister  is  the  most  enviable  person,"  continued 
Lucy,  turning  to  Stephen,  "  to  have  the  talent 
of  modelling.  She  is  doing  a  wonderful  bust  of 
Dr.  Kenn  entirely  from  memory." 

"  Why,  if  she  can  remember  to  put  the  eyes 
very  near  together,  and  the  corners  of  the  mouth 
very  far  apart,  the  likeness  can  hardly  fail  to  be 
striking  in  St.  Ogg's." 

"  Now,  that  is  very  wicked  of  you,"  said  Lucy, 
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looking  rather  hurt.  "  I  did  n't  think  you  would 
speak  disrespectfully  of  Dr.  Kenn." 

"  I  say  anything  disrespectful  of  Dr.  Kenn? 
Heaven  forbid !  But  I  am  not  bound  to  respect 
a  HbeUous  bust  of  him.  I  think  Kenn  one  of  the 
finest  fellows  in  the  world.  I  don't  care  much 
about  the  tall  candlesticks  he  has  put  on  the  com- 
munion-table, and  I  should  n't  like  to  spoil  my 
temper  by  getting  up  to  early  prayers  every 
morning.  But  he  's  the  only  man  I  ever  knew 
personally  who  seems  to  me  to  have  anything  of 
the  real  apostle  in  him,  —  a  man  who  has  eight 
hundred  a  year  and  is  contented  with  deal  furni- 
ture and  boiled  beef  because  he  gives  away  two 
thirds  of  his  income.  That  was  a  very  fine  thing 
of  him,  —  taking  into  his  house  that  poor  lad 
Grattan  who  shot  his  mother  by  accident.  He 
sacrifices  more  time  than  a  less  busy  man  could 
spare,  to  save  the  poor  fellow  from  getting  into  a 
morbid  state  of  mind  about  it.  He  takes  the  lad 
out  with  him  constantly,  I  see." 

"  That  is  beautiful,"  said  Maggie,  who  had  let 
her  work  fall,  and  was  listening  with  keen  in- 
terest. "  I  never  knew  any  one  who  did  such 
things." 

"  And  one  admires  that  sort  of  action  in  Kenn 
all  the  more,"  said  Stephen, "  because  liis  manners 
in  general  are  rather  cold  and  severe.  There  's 
nothing  sugary  and  maudlin  about  him." 

"  Oh,  I  think  he  's  a  perfect  character!  "  said 
Lucy,  with  pretty  enthusiasm. 

"No;  there  I  can't  agree  with  you,"  said 
Stephen,  shaking  his  head  with  sarcastic  gravity. 

"  Now,  what  fault  can  you  point  out  in  him?  " 

"  He  's  an  Anglican." 


THE   GREAT  TEMPTATION     127 

"  Well,  those  are  the  right  views,  I  think," 
said  Lucy,  gravely. 

"  That  settles  the  question  in  the  abstract," 
said  Stephen,  "  but  not  from  a  parUamentary 
point  of  view.  He  has  set  the  Dissenters  and 
the  Church  people  by  the  ears;  and  a  rising 
senator  Hke  myself,  of  whose  services  the  country 
is  very  much  in  need,  will  find  it  inconvenient 
when  he  puts  up  for  the  honour  of  representing 
St.  Ogg's  in  Parhament." 

"Do  you  really  think  of  that?"  said  Lucy, 
her  eyes  brightening  with  a  proud  pleasure  that 
made  her  neglect  the  argumentative  interests  of 
Anglicanism. 

"  Decidedly,  —  whenever  old  Mr.  Leyburn's 
pubhc  spirit  and  gout  induce  him  to  give  way. 
My  father's  heart  is  set  on  it;  and  gifts  like 
mine,  you  know,"  —  here  Stephen  di*ew  himself 
up,  and  rubbed  liis  large  white  hands  over  his 
hair  with  playful  self -admiration,  —  "  gifts  like 
mine  involve  great  responsibilities.  Don't  you 
think  so,  Miss  TuUiver?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Maggie,  smiling,  but  not  looking 
up ;  "so  much  fluency  and  self-possession  should 
not  be  wasted  entirely  on  private  occasions." 

"  Ah,  I  see  how  much  penetration  you  have," 
said  Stephen.  "  You  have  discovered  already 
that  I  am  talkative  and  impudent.  Now,  super- 
ficial people  never  discern  that,  —  owing  to  my 
manner,  I  suppose." 

"  She  does  n't  look  at  me  when  I  talk  of  my- 
self," he  thought,  while  his  listeners  were  laugh- 
ing.   "  I  must  try  other  subjects." 

Did  Lucy  intend  to  be  present  at  the  meeting 
of  the  Book  Club  next  week?  was  the  next  ques- 
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tion.  Then  followed  the  recommendation  to 
choose  Southey's  "  Life  of  Cowper,"  unless  she 
were  inchned  to  be  philosophical,  and  startle  the 
ladies  of  St.  Ogg's  by  voting  for  one  of  the 
Bridgewater  Treatises.  Of  course  Lucy  wished 
to  know  what  these  alarmingly  learned  books 
were ;  and  as  it  is  always  pleasant  to  improve  the 
minds  of  ladies  by  talking  to  them  at  ease  on 
subjects  of  wliich  they  know  nothing,  Stephen 
became  quite  brilliant  in  an  account  of  Buck- 
land's  Treatise,  which  he  had  just  been  reading. 
He  was  rewarded  by  seeing  Maggie  let  her 
work  fall,  and  gradually  get  so  absorbed  in  his 
wonderful  geological  story  that  she  sat  looking 
at  him,  leaning  forward  with  crossed  arms,  and 
with  an  entire  absence  of  self-consciousness,  as 
if  he  had  been  the  snuffiest  of  old  professors,  and 
she  a  downy-lipped  alumnus.  He  was  so  fasci- 
nated by  this  clear,  large  gaze  that  at  last  he  for- 
got to  look  away  from  it  occasionally  towards 
Lucy;  but  she,  sweet  child,  was  only  rejoicing 
that  Stephen  was  proving  to  Maggie  how  clever 
he  was,  and  that  they  would  certainly  be  good 
friends  after  all. 

"  I  will  bring  you  the  book,  shall  I,  Miss 
Tulliver? "  said  Stephen,  when  he  found  the 
stream  of  his  recollections  running  rather  shal- 
low. "  There  are  many  illustrations  in  it  that 
you  will  like  to  see." 

"  Oh,  thank  you,"  said  Maggie,  blushing  with 
returning  self -consciousness  at  this  direct  ad- 
dress, and  taking  up  her  work  again. 

"  No,  no,"  Lucy  interposed.  "  I  must  forbid 
your  plunging  Maggie  in  books.  I  shall  never 
get  her  away  from  them ;  and  I  want  her  to  have 
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delicious  do-nothing  days,  filled  with  boating 
and  chatting  and  riding  and  driving :  that  is  the 
holiday  she  needs." 

"  Apropos ! "  said  Stephen,  looking  at  his 
watch.  "  Shall  we  go  out  for  a  row  on  the  river 
now?  The  tide  will  suit  for  us  to  go  the  Tofton 
way,  and  we  can  walk  back." 

That  was  a  delightful  proposition  to  Maggie, 
for  it  was  years  since  she  had  been  on  the  river. 
When  she  was  gone  to  put  on  her  bonnet,  Lucy 
lingered  to  give  an  order  to  the  servant,  and 
took  the  opportunity  of  telling  Stephen  that 
Maggie  had  no  objection  to  seeing  Philip,  so 
that  it  was  a  pity  she  had  sent  that  note  the  day 
before  yesterday.  But  she  would  write  another 
to-morrow  and  invite  him. 

"  I  '11  call  and  beat  him  up  to-morrow,"  said 
Stephen,  "  and  bring  him  with  me  in  the  evening, 
shall  I  ?  My  sisters  will  want  to  call  on  you  when 
I  tell  them  your  cousin  is  with  you.  I  must  leave 
the  field  clear  for  them  in  the  morning." 

"  Oh  yes,  pray  bring  him,"  said  Lucy.  "  Ajid 
you  will  like  Maggie,  sha'n't  you? "  she  added, 
in  a  beseeching  tone.  "  Is  n't  she  a  dear,  noble- 
looking  creature?" 

"  Too  tall,"  said  Stephen,  smiling  down  upon 
her,  "  and  a  little  too  fiery.  She  is  not  my  type 
of  woman,  you  know." 

Gentlemen,  you  are  aware,  are  apt  to  impart 
these  imprudent  confidences  to  ladies  concern- 
ing their  unfavourable  opinion  of  sister  fair 
ones.  That  is  why  so  many  women  have  the  ad- 
vantage of  knowing  that  they  are  secretly  repul- 
sive to  men  who  have  self-denyingly  made 
ardent   love   to   them.      And  hardly   an5rthing 
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could  be  more  distinctively  characteristic  of 
Lucy,  than  that  she  both  implicitly  believed  what 
Stephen  said,  and  was  determined  that  Maggie 
should  not  know  it.  But  you,  who  have  a 
higher  logic  than  the  verbal  to  guide  you,  have 
already  foreseen,  as  the  direct  sequence  to  that 
unfavourable  opinion  of  Stephen's,  that  he 
walked  down  to  the  boat-house  calculating,  by 
the  aid  of  a  vivid  imagination,  that  Maggie  must 
give  him  her  hand  at  least  twice  in  consequence 
of  this  pleasant  boating  plan,  and  that  a  gentle- 
man who  wishes  ladies  to  look  at  him  is  advan- 
tageously situated  when  he  is  rowing  them  in  a 
boat.  What  then?  Had  he  fallen  in  love  with 
this  surprising  daughter  of  Mrs.  Tulliver  at  first 
sight?  Certainly  not.  Such  passions  are  never 
heard  of  in  real  life.  Besides,  he  was  in  love  al- 
ready, and  half  engaged  to  the  dearest  little 
creature  in  the  world;  and  he  was  not  a  man  to 
make  a  fool  of  himself  in  any  way.  But  when 
one  is  five-and-twenty,  one  has  not  chalk-stones 
at  one's  finger-ends  that  the  touch  of  a  handsome 
girl  should  be  entirely  indifferent.  It  was  per- 
fectly natural  and  safe  to  admire  beauty  and 
enjoy  looking  at  it,  —  at  least  under  such  cir- 
cumstances as  the  present.  And  there  was  really 
something  very  interesting  about  this  girl,  ^vith 
her  poverty  and  troubles:  it  was  gratifying  to 
see  the  friendship  between  the  two  cousins. 
Generally,  Stephen  admitted,  he  was  not  fond 
of  women  who  had  any  peculiarity  of  character, 
—  but  here  the  peculiarity  seemed  really  of  a 
superior  kind;  and  provided  one  is  not  obhged 
to  marry  such  women,  why,  they  certainly  make 
a  variety  in  social  intercourse. 
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Maggie  did  not  fulfil  Stephen's  hope  by  look- 
ing at  him  during  the  first  quarter  of  an  hour: 
her  eyes  were  too  full  of  the  old  banks  that  she 
knew  so  well.  She  felt  lonely,  cut  ofi^  from 
PhiHp,  —  the  only  person  who  had  ever  seemed 
to  love  her  devotedly,  as  she  had  always  longed 
to  be  loved.  But  presently  the  rhythmic  move- 
ment of  the  oars  attracted  her,  and  she  thought 
she  would  like  to  learn  how  to  row.  This  roused 
her  from  her  reverie,  and  she  asked  if  she  might 
take  an  oar.  It  appeared  that  she  required 
much  teaching,  and  she  became  ambitious.  The 
exercise  brought  the  warm  blood  into  her  cheeks, 
and  made  her  inclined  to  take  her  lesson  merrily. 

"  I  shall  not  be  satisfied  until  I  can  manage 
both  oars,  and  row  you  and  Lucy,"  she  said, 
looking  very  bright  as  she  stepped  out  of  the 
boat.  Maggie,  we  know,  was  apt  to  forget  the 
thing  she  was  doing,  and  she  had  chosen  an  in- 
opportune moment  for  her  remark:  her  foot 
slipped;  but  happily  Mr.  Stephen  Guest  held 
her  hand,  and  kept  her  up  with  a  firm  grasp. 

"  You  have  not  hurt  yourself  at  all,  I  hope? " 
he  said,  bending  to  look  in  her  face  w^ith  anxiety. 
It  was  very  charming  to  be  taken  care  of  in  that 
kind  graceful  manner  by  some  one  taller  and 
stronger  than  one's  self.  Maggie  had  never 
felt  just  in  the  same  way  before. 

When  they  reached  home  again,  they  found 
uncle  and  aunt  Pullet  seated  with  ]Mrs.  Tulliver 
in  the  drawing-room,  and  Stephen  hurried  away, 
asking  leave  to  come  again  in  the  evening. 

"  And  pray  bring  with  you  the  volume  of 
Purcell  that  you  took  away,"  said  Lucy.  "  I 
want  Maggie  to  hear  your  best  songs." 
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Aunt  Pullet,  under  the  certainty  that  Maggie 
would  be  invited  to  go  out  with  Lucy,  probably 
to  Park  House,  was  much  shocked  at  the  shabbi- 
ness  of  her  clothes,  which,  when  witnessed  by  the 
higher  society  of  St.  Ogg's,  would  be  a  discredit 
to  the  family,  that  demanded  a  strong  and 
prompt  remedy ;  and  the  consultation  as  to  what 
would  be  most  suitable  to  this  end  from  among 
the  superfluities  of  Mrs.  Pullet's  wardrobe  was 
one  that  Lucy  as  well  as  Mrs.  TuUiver  entered 
into  with  some  zeal.  Maggie  must  really  have 
an  evening-dress  as  soon  as  possible,  and  she  was 
about  the  same  height  as  aunt  Pullet. 

"  But  she  's  so  much  broader  across  the  shoul- 
ders than  I  am,  —  it 's  very  ill-convenient,"  said 
Mrs.  Pullet,  "  else  she  might  wear  that  beautiful 
black  brocade  o'  mine  without  any  alteration; 
and  her  arms  are  beyond  everything,"  added 
Mrs.  Pullet,  sorrowfully,  as  she  lifted  Maggie's 
large  round  arm.  "  She  'd  never  get  my  sleeves 
on." 

"Oh,  never  mind  that,  aunt:  pray  send  us 
the  dress,"  said  Lucy.  "  I  don't  mean  Maggie 
to  have  long  sleeves,  and  I  have  abundance  of 
black  lace  for  trimming.  Her  arms  will  look 
beautiful." 

"  Maggie's  arms  are  a  pretty  shape,"  said 
Mrs.  Tulliver.  "  They  're  like  mine  used  to  be, 
—  only  mine  was  never  brown :  I  wish  she  'd 
had  our  family  skin." 

"Nonsense,  aunty!"  said  Lucy,  patting  her 
aunt  Tulliver 's  shoulder,  "  you  don't  understand 
those  things.  A  painter  would  think  Maggie's 
complexion  beautiful." 

"  Maybe,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Tulliver,  sub- 
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missively.  "  You  know  better  than  I  do.  Only 
when  I  was  young  a  brown  skin  was  n't  thought 
well  on  among  respectable  folks." 

"  No,"  said  uncle  Pullet,  who  took  intense  in- 
terest in  the  ladies'  conversation  as  he  sucked  his 
lozenges.  "  Though  there  was  a  song  about  the 
'  Nut-brown  Maid,'  too ;  I  think  she  was  crazy 
—  crazy  Kate  —  but  I  can't  justly  remember." 

"  Oh  dear,  dear!  "  said  Maggie,  laughing,  but 
impatient;  "  I  think  that  will  be  the  end  of  my 
brown  skin,  if  it  is  always  to  be  talked  about  so 
much." 


CHAPTER   III 

CONFIDENTIAL    MOMENTS 


WHEN  Maggie  went  up  to  her  bedroom 
that  night,  it  appeared  that  she  was  not 
at  all  inclined  to  undress.  She  set 
down  her  candle  on  the  first  table  that  presented 
itself,  and  began  to  walk  up  and  down  her  room, 
which  was  a  large  one,  with  a  firm,  regular,  and 
rather  rapid  step,  which  showed  that  the  exercise 
was  the  instinctive  vent  of  strong  excitement. 
Her  eyes  and  cheeks  had  an  almost  feverish  bril- 
liancy ;  her  head  was  thrown  backward,  and  her 
hands  were  clasped  with  the  palms  outward,  and 
with  that  tension  of  the  arms  which  is  apt  to 
accompany  mental  absorption. 

Had  anything  remarkable  happened? 

Nothing  that  you  are  not  likely  to  consider  in 
the  highest  degree  unimportant.  She  had  been 
hearing  some  fine  music  sung  by  a  fine  bass 
voice,  —  but  then  it  was  sung  in  a  provincial, 
amateur  fashion,  such  as  would  have  left  a  criti- 
cal ear  much  to  desire.  And  she  was  conscious 
of  having  been  looked  at  a  great  deal,  in  rather 
a  furtive  manner,  from  beneath  a  pair  of  well- 
marked  horizontal  eyebrows,  with  a  glance  that 
seemed  somehow  to  have  caught  the  vibratory 
influence  of  the  voice.  Such  things  could  have 
had  no  perceptible  effect  on  a  thoroughly  well- 
educated  young  lady,  with  a  perfectly  balanced 
mind,  who  had  had  all  the  advantages  of  fortune, 
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training,  and  refined  society.  But  if  Maggie 
had  been  that  young  lady,  you  would  prob- 
ably have  known  nothing  about  her:  her  life 
would  have  had  so  few  vicissitudes  that  it 
could  hardly  have  been  written;  for  the  hap- 
piest w^omen,  hke  the  happiest  nations,  have  no 
history. 

In  poor  Maggie's  highly  strung,  hungry 
nature  —  just  come  away  from  a  third-rate 
schoolroom,  with  all  its  jarring  somids  and 
petty  round  of  tasks  —  these  apparently  trivial 
causes  had  the  effect  of  rousing  and  exalting  her 
imagination  in  a  way  that  was  mysterious  to  her- 
self. It  was  not  that  she  thought  distinctly  of 
Mr.  Stephen  Guest,  or  dwelt  on  the  indications 
that  he  looked  at  her  with  admiration;  it  was 
rather  that  she  felt  the  half-remote  presence  of 
a  world  of  love  and  beauty  and  delight,  made  up 
of  vague,  mingled  images  from  all  the  poetry 
and  romance  she  had  ever  read,  or  had  ever 
woven  in  her  dreamy  reveries.  Her  mind 
glanced  back  once  or  twice  to  the  time  when  she 
had  courted  privation,  when  she  had  thought  all 
longing,  all  impatience  was  subdued;  but  that 
condition  seemed  irrecoverably  gone,  and  she 
recoiled  from  the  remembrance  of  it.  No  prayer, 
no  striving  now,  would  bring  back  that  negative 
peace;  the  battle  of  her  life,  it  seemed,  was  not 
to  be  decided  in  that  short  and  easy  way,  —  by 
perfect  renunciation  at  the  very  threshold  of  her 
youth.  The  music  was  vibrating  in  her  still,  — 
Purcell's  music,  with  its  wnld  passion  and  fancy, 
—  and  she  could  not  stay  in  the  recollection  of 
that  bare,  lonely  past.  She  was  in  her  brighter 
aerial  world  again,  when  a  little  tap  came  at  the 
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door ;  of  course  it  was  her  cousin,  who  entered  in 
ample  white  dressing-gown. 

"  Why,  Maggie,  you  naughty  child,  have  n't 
you  begun  to  undress?  "  said  Lucy,  in  astonish- 
ment. "  I  promised  not  to  come  and  talk  to  you, 
because  I  thought  you  must  be  tired.  But  here 
you  are,  looking  as  if  you  were  ready  to  dress 
for  a  ball.  Come,  come,  get  on  your  dressing- 
gown  and  unplait  your  hair." 

"  Well,  you  are  not  very  forward,"  retorted 
Maggie,  hastily  reaching  her  own  pink  cotton 
gown,  and  looking  at  Lucy's  light-brown  hair 
brushed  back  in  curly  disorder. 

"  Oh,  I  have  not  much  to  do.  I  shall  sit  down 
and  talk  to  you  till  I  see  you  are  really  on  the 
way  to  bed." 

While  Maggie  stood  and  unplaited  her  long 
black  hair  over  her  pink  drapery,  Lucy  sat  down 
near  the  toilet-table,  watching  her  with  affec- 
tionate eyes,  and  head  a  little  aside,  like  a  pretty 
spaniel.  If  it  appears  to  you  at  all  incredible 
that  young  ladies  should  be  led  on  to  talk  confi- 
dentially in  a  situation  of  this  kind,  I  will  beg 
you  to  remember  that  human  life  furnishes  many 
exceptional  cases. 

"  You  really  have  enjoyed  the  music  to-night, 
have  n't  you,  Maggie?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  that  is  what  prevents  me  from  feel- 
ing sleepy,  I  tliink  I  should  have  no  other  mor- 
tal wants,  if  I  could  always  have  plenty  of  music. 
It  seems  to  infuse  strength  into  my  limbs,  and 
ideas  into  my  brain.  Life  seems  to  go  on  with- 
out effort,  when  I  am  filled  with  music.  At 
other  times  one  is  conscious  of  carrying  a 
weight." 
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"  And  Stephen  has  a  splendid  voice,  has  n't 
he?" 

"  Well,  perhaps  we  are  neither  of  us  judges 
of  that,"  said  Maggie,  laughing,  as  she  seated 
herself  and  tossed  her  long  hair  back.  "  You 
are  not  impartial,  and  I  think  any  barrel-organ 
splendid." 

"  But  tell  me  what  you  think  of  him,  now. 
iTell  me  exactly,  —  good  and  bad  too." 

"  Oh,  I  think  you  should  humiliate  him  a  little. 
A  lover  should  not  be  so  much  at  ease,  and  so 
self-confident.     He  ought  to  tremble  more." 

"Nonsense,  Maggie!  As  if  any  one  could 
tremble  at  me !  You  think  he  is  conceited,  —  I 
see  that.    But  you  don't  dislike  him,  do  you  ? " 

"Dislike  him!  No.  Am  I  in  the  habit  of 
seeing  such  charming  people  that  I  should  be 
very  difficult  to  please?  Besides,  how  could  I 
dislike  any  one  that  promised  to  make  you 
happy,  you  dear  thing!"  Maggie  pinched 
Lucy's  dimpled  chin. 

"  We  shall  have  more  music  to-morrow  even- 
ing," said  Lucy,  looking  happy  already,  "  for 
Stephen  will  bring  Philip  Wakem  with  him." 

"  Oh,  Lucy,  I  can't  see  him,"  said  Maggie, 
turning  pale.  "  At  least,  I  could  not  see  him 
without  Tom's  leave." 

"  Is  Tom  such  a  tyrant  as  that?  "  said  Lucy, 
surprised.  "  I  '11  take  the  responsibility,  then, 
—  tell  him  it  was  my  fault." 

"  But,  dear,"  said  Maggie,  falteringly,  "  I 
promised  Tom  very  solemnly,  —  before  my 
father's  death,  —  I  promised  him  I  would  not 
speak  to  Philip  without  his  knowledge  and  con- 
sent.   Ajid  I  have  a  great  dread  of  opening  the 
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subject  with  Tom,  —  of  getting  into  a  quarrel 
with  him  again." 

"  But  I  never  heard  of  anything  so  strange 
and  unreasonable.  What  harm  can  poor  Phihp 
have  done?    May  I  speak  to  Tom  about  it? " 

"  Oh  no,  pray  don't,  dear,"  said  Maggie. 
"  I  '11  go  to  him  myself  to-morrow,  and  tell  him 
that  you  wish  Philip  to  come.  I  've  thought 
before  of  asking  him  to  absolve  me  from  my 
promise,  but  I  've  not  had  the  courage  to  deter- 
mine on  it." 

They  were  both  silent  for  some  moments,  and 
then  Lucy  said,  — 

"  Maggie,  you  have  secrets  from  me,  and  I 
have  none  from  you." 

Maggie  looked  meditatively  away  from  Lucy. 
Then  she  turned  to  her  and  said:  "  I  should  like 
to  tell  you  about  Philip.  But,  Lucy,  you  must 
not  betray  that  you  know  it  to  any  one,  —  least 
of  all  to  Philip  himself,  or  to  Mr.  Stephen 
Guest." 

The  narrative  lasted  long,  for  Maggie  had 
never  before  known  the  relief  of  such  an  out- 
pouring: she  had  never  before  told  Lucy  any- 
thing of  her  imnost  life;  and  the  sweet  face  bent 
towards  her  with  sympathetic  interest,  and  the 
little  hand  pressing  hers,  encouraged  her  to 
speak  on.  On  two  points  only  she  was  not  ex- 
pansive. She  did  not  betray  fully  what  still 
rankled  in  her  mind  as  Tom's  great  offence,  — • 
the  insults  he  had  heaped  on  Philip.  Angry  as 
the  remembrance  still  made  her,  she  could  not 
bear  that  any  one  else  should  know  it  all,  —  both 
for  Tom's  sake  and  Philip's.  And  she  could 
not  bear  to  tell  Lucy  of  the  last  scene  between 
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her  father  and  Wakem,  though  it  was  this  scene 
which  she  had  ever  since  felt  to  be  a  new  barrier 
between  herself  and  Phihp.  She  merely  said, 
she  saw  now  that  Tom  was,  on  the  whole,  right 
in  regarding  any  prospect  of  love  and  mar- 
riage between  her  and  Philip  as  put  out  of 
the  question  by  the  relation  of  the  two  fam- 
ilies. Of  course  Philip's  father  would  never 
consent. 

"  There,  Lucy,  you  have  had  my  story,"  said 
Maggie,  smiling,  with  the  tears  m  her  eyes. 
"  You  see  I  am  like  Sir  Andrew  Aguecheek,  — 
I  was  adored  once." 

"  All,  now  I  see  how  it  is  you  know  Shake- 
speare and  everything,  and  have  learned  so  much 
since  you  left  school;  which  always  seemed  to 
me  witchcraft  before,  —  part  of  your  general 
uncanniness,"  said  Lucy. 

She  mused  a  little  with  her  eyes  downward, 
and  then  added,  looking  at  Maggie:  "  It  is  very 
beautiful  that  you  should  love  Philip:  I  never 
thought  such  a  happiness  would  befall  him. 
And  in  my  opinion,  you  ought  not  to  give  him 
up.  There  are  obstacles  now;  but  they  may  be 
done  away  with  in  time." 

Maggie  shook  her  head. 

"Yes,  yes,"  persisted  Lucy;  "I  can't  help 
being  hopeful  about  it.  There  is  something  ro- 
mantic in  it,  —  out  of  the  common  way,  —  just 
what  everything  that  happens  to  you  ought  to 
be.  And  Philip  will  adore  you  like  a  husband 
in  a  fairy  tale.  Oh,  I  shall  puzzle  my  small 
brain  to  contrive  some  plot  that  will  bring  every- 
body into  the  right  mind,  so  tliat  you  may 
marry  Philip,  when  I  marry  —  somebody  else. 
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Would  n't  that  be  a  pretty  ending  to  all  my  poor, 
poor  Maggie's  troubles?" 

Maggie  tried  to  smile,  but  shivered,  as  if  she 
felt  a  sudden  chill. 

"  Ah,  dear,  you  are  cold,"  said  Lucy.  "  You 
must  go  to  bed ;  and  so  must  I.  I  dare  not  think 
what  time  it  is." 

They  kissed  each  other,  and  Lucy  went  away, 
—  possessed  of  a  confidence  which  had  a  strong 
influence  over  her  subsequent  impressions. 
Maggie  had  been  thoroughly  sincere:  her  na- 
ture had  never  found  it  easy  to  be  otherwise. 
But  confidences  are  sometimes  blinding,  even 
when  they  are  sincere. 


CHAPTER    IV 

BROTHER    AND    SISTER 


MAGGIE  was  obliged  to  go  to  Tom's 
lodgings  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  when 
he  would  be  coming  in  to  dinner,  else  she 
would  not  have  found  him  at  home.  He  was 
not  lodging  with  entire  strangers.  Our  friend 
Bob  J-akin  had,  with  Mumps's  tacit  consent, 
taken  not  only  a  wife  about  eight  months  ago, 
but  also  one  of  those  queer  old  houses,  pierced 
with  surprising  passages,  by  the  water-side, 
where,  as  he  observed,  his  wife  and  mother  could 
keep  themselves  out  of  mischief  by  letting  out 
two  "  pleasure-boats,"  in  which  he  had  invested 
some  of  his  savings,  and  by  taking  in  a  lodger 
for  the  parlour  and  spare  bedroom.  Under 
these  circumstances,  what  could  be  better  for  the 
interests  of  all  parties,  sanitary  considerations 
apart,  than  that  the  lodger  should  be  Mr.  Tom? 

It  was  Bob's  wife  who  opened  the  door  to 
Maggie.  She  was  a  tiny  woman,  with  the  gen- 
eral physiognomy  of  a  Dutch  doll,  looking,  in 
comparison  with  Bob's  mother,  who  filled  up  the 
passage  in  the  rear,  very  much  like  one  of  those 
human  figures  which  the  artist  finds  conven- 
iently standing  near  a  colossal  statue  to  show 
the  proportions.  The  tiny  woman  courtesied 
and  looked  up  at  Maggie  with  some  awe  as  soon 
as  she  had  opened  the  door;  but  the  words,  "  Is 
my  brother  at  home?"  which  Maggie  uttered 
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smilingly,  made  her  turn  round  with  sudden 
excitement,  and  say,  — 

"Eh,  mother,  mother,  —  tell  Bob!  —  it's  Miss 
Maggie!  Come  in,  IMiss,  for  goodness  do,"  she 
went  on,  opening  a  side  door,  and  endeavouring 
to  flatten  her  person  against  the  wall  to  make 
the  utmost  space  for  the  visitor. 

Sad  recollections  crowded  on  Maggie  as  she 
entered  the  small  parlour,  which  was  now  all 
that  poor  Tom  had  to  call  by  the  name  of 
"  home,"  —  that  name  which  had  once,  so  many 
years  ago,  meant  for  both  of  them  the  same 
sum  of  dear  familiar  objects.  But  everything 
Mas  not  strange  to  her  in  this  new  room: 
the  iirst  thing  her  eyes  dwelt  on  was  the  large 
old  Bible,  and  the  sight  was  not  likely  to  dis- 
perse the  old  memories.  She  stood  without 
speaking. 

"If  you  please  to  take  the  privilege  o'  sitting 
down,  Miss,"  said  Mrs.  J  akin,  rubbing  her  apron 
over  a  perfectly  clean  chair,  and  then  lifting  up 
the  corner  of  that  garment  and  holding  it  to  her 
face  with  an  air  of  embarrassment,  as  she  looked 
wonderingly  at  JNIaggie. 

"Bob  is  at  home,  then?"  said  Maggie,  re- 
covering herself,  and  smihng  at  the  bashful 
Dutch  doll. 

"  Yes,  Miss;  but  I  think  he  must  be  washing 
and  dressing  himself,  —  I  '11  go  and  see,"  said 
Mrs.  Jakin,  disappearing. 

But  she  presently  came  back  walking  with 
new  courage  a  little  way  behind  her  husband, 
who  showed  the  brilliancy  of  his  blue  eyes  and 
regular  M-hite  teeth  in  the  doorway,  bowing 
respectfully. 
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"  How  do  you  do,  Bob  ?  "  said  Maggie,  com- 
ing forward  and  putting  out  her  hand  to  him; 
"  1  always  meant  to  pay  your  wife  a  visit,  and 
I  shall  come  another  day  on  purpose  for  that, 
if  she  will  let  me.  But  I  was  obliged  to  come 
to-day  to  speak  to  my  brother." 

"  He  '11  be  in  before  long,  Miss.  He  's  doin' 
finely,  ]VIr.  Tom  is :  he  '11  be  one  o'  the  first  men 
hereabouts,  —  you  '11  see  that." 

"  Well,  Bob,  I  'm  sure  he  '11  be  indebted  to 
you,  whatever  he  becomes:  he  said  so  himself 
only  the  other  night,  when  he  was  talking  of 
you." 

"  Eh,  Miss,  that 's  his  way  o'  takin'  it.  But 
I  think  the  more  on  't  when  lie  says  a  thing,  be- 
cause his  tongue  does  n't  overshoot  him  as  mine 
does.  Lors!  I  'm  no  better  nor  a  tilted  bottle, 
I  arn't,  —  I  can't  stop  mysen  when  once  I  begin. 
But  you  look  rarely.  Miss,  —  it  does  me  good 
to  see  you.  What  do  you  say  now.  Prissy?  "  — 
here  Bob  turned  to  his  wife.  "  Is  n't  it  all  come 
true  as  I  said?  Though  there  is  n't  many  sorts 
o'  goods  as  I  can't  over-praise  when  I  set  my 
tongue  to  't." 

Mrs.  Bob's  small  nose  seemed  to  be  following 
the  example  of  her  eyes  in  turning  up  reveren- 
tially towards  Maggie,  but  she  was  able  now  to 
smile  and  courtesy,  and  say,  "  I  'd  looked  for- 
rard  like  aenything  to  seein'  you.  Miss,  for  my 
husband's  tongue  's  been  runnin'  on  you,  like  as 
if  he  was  light-headed,  iver  since  first  he  come 
a-courtin'  on  me." 

"  Well,  well,"  said  Bob,  looking  rather  silly. 
"  Go  an'  see  after  the  taters,  else  Mr.  Tom  'uU 
have  to  wait  for  'em." 
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"  I  hope  iMumps  is  friendly  with  Mrs. 
Jakin,  Bob,"  said  Maggie,  smiling.  "  I  re- 
member you  used  to  say  he  would  n't  like  your 
marrying." 

"  Eh,  Miss,"  said  Bob,  grinning,  "  he  made 
up  his  mind  to  't  when  he  see  'd  what  a  little  un 
she  was.  He  pretends  not  to  see  her  mostly,  or 
else  to  think  as  she  is  n't  full-growed.  But  about 
Mr.  Tom,  Miss,"  said  Bob,  speaking  lower  and 
looking  serious,  "  he  's  as  close  as  a  iron  biler,  he 
is ;  but  I  'm  a  'cutish  chap,  an'  when  I  've  left  off 
carrying  my  pack,  an'  am  at  a  loose  end,  I  've 
got  more  brains  nor  I  know  what  to  do  wi',  an' 
I  'm  forced  to  busy  myself  wi'  other  folks's  in- 
sides.  An'  it  worrets  me  as  Mr.  Tom  '11  sit  by 
himself  so  glumpish,  a-knittin'  his  brow,  an'  a- 
lookin'  at  the  fire  of  a  night.  He  should  be  a 
bit  livelier  now,  —  a  fine  young  fellow  like  him. 
My  wife  says,  when  she  goes  in  sometimes,  an' 
he  takes  no  notice  of  her,  he  sits  lookin'  into  the 
fire,  and  frownin'  as  if  he  was  watchin'  folks  at 
work  in  it." 

"  He  thinks  so  much  about  business,"  said 
Maggie. 

"Ay,"  said  Bob,  speaking  lower;  "but  do 
you  think  it 's  nothin'  else,  ]\Iiss  ?  He  's  close, 
Mr.  Tom  is ;  but  I  'm  a  'cute  chap,  I  am,  an' 
I  thought  tow'rt  last  Christmas  as  I  'd  found 
out  a  soft  place  in  him.  It  was  about  a  little 
black  spaniel  —  a  rare  bit  o'  breed  —  as  he  made 
a  fuss  to  get.  But  since  then  summat  's  come 
over  him,  as  he  's  set  his  teeth  again'  things  more 
nor  iver,  for  all  he  's  had  such  good  luck.  An* 
I  wanted  to  tell  you,  INIiss,  'cause  I  thought  you 
might  work  it  out  of  him  a  bit,  now  you  're  come. 
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He  's  a  deal  too  lonely,  and  does  n't  go  into  com- 
pany enough." 

"  I  'm  afraid  I  have  very  little  power  over 
him,  Bob,"  said  Maggie,  a  good  deal  moved  by 
Bob's  suggestion.  It  was  a  totally  new  idea 
to  her  mind,  that  Tom  could  have  his  love 
troubles.  Poor  fellow !  —  and  in  love  with  Lucy 
too!  But  it  was  perhaps  a  mere  fancy  of  Bob's 
too  officious  brain.  The  present  of  the  dog 
meant  nothing  more  than  cousinship  and  grati- 
tude. But  Bob  had  already  said,  "  Here  's  Mr. 
Tom,"  and  the  outer  door  was  opening. 

"  There  's  no  time  to  spare,  Tom,"  said  Mag- 
gie, as  soon  as  Bob  had  left  the  room.  "  I  must 
tell  you  at  once  what  I  came  about,  else  I  shall 
be  hindering  you  from  taking  your  dinner." 

Tom  stood  with  his  back  against  the  chimney- 
piece,  and  Maggie  was  seated  opposite  the  light. 
He  noticed  that  she  was  tremulous,  and  he  had 
a  presentiment  of  the  subject  she  was  going 
to  speak  about.  The  presentiment  made  his 
voice  colder  and  harder  as  he  said,  "  What  is 
it?" 

Tliis  tone  roused  a  spirit  of  resistance  in  Mag- 
gie, and  she  put  her  request  in  quite  a  different 
form  from  the  one  she  had  predetermined  on. 
She  rose  from  her  seat,  and,  looking  straight  at 
Tom,  said,  — 

"  I  want  you  to  absolve  me  from  my  promise 
about  Philip  Wakem.  Or  rather,  I  promised 
you  not  to  see  him  without  telling  you.  I  am 
come  to  tell  you  that  I  wish  to  see  him." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Tom,  still  more  coldly. 

But  Maggie  had  hardly  finished  speaking 
in  that  chill,  defiant  manner,  before  she  re- 
voL.  rv. — 10 


146     THE   MILL  ON   THE   FLOSS 

pented,  and  felt  the  dread  of  alienation  from  her 
brother. 

"  Not  for  myself,  dear  Tom.  Don't  be  angry. 
I  should  n't  have  asked  it,  only  that  Pliihp,  you 
know,  is  a  friend  of  Lucy's,  and  she  wishes  him 
to  come  —  has  invited  him  to  come  this  evening ; 
and  I  told  her  I  could  n't  see  him  without  telling 
you.  I  shall  only  see  Mm  in  the  presence  of 
other  people.  There  will  never  be  anything 
secret  between  us  again." 

Tom  looked  away  from  Maggie,  knitting  his 
brow  more  strongly  for  a  little  while.  Then  he 
curned  to  her  and  said  slowly  and  emphatically : 

"  You  know  what  is  my  feeling  on  that  sub- 
ject, Maggie.  There  is  no  need  for  my  repeat- 
ing anything  I  said  a  year  ago.  While  my 
father  was  living,  I  felt  bound  to  use  the  utmost 
power  over  you,  to  prevent  you  from  disgracing 
him  as  well  as  yourself  and  all  of  us.  But  now 
I  must  leave  you  to  your  own  choice.  You  wish 
to  be  independent,  —  you  told  me  so  after  my 
father's  death.  My  opinion  is  not  changed.  If 
you  think  of  Philip  Wakem  as  a  lover  again, 
you  must  give  up  me." 

"  I  don't  wish  it,  dear  Tom,  —  at  least  as 
things  are:  I  see  that  it  would  lead  to  misery. 
But  I  shall  soon  go  away  to  another  situation, 
and  I  should  like  to  be  friends  with  him  again 
while  I  am  here.    Lucy  wishes  it." 

The  severity  of  Tom's  face  relaxed  a  little. 

"  I  should  n't  mind  your  seeing  him  occa- 
sionally at  my  uncle's,  —  I  don't  want  you  to 
make  a  fuss  on  the  subject.  But  I  have  no  con- 
fidence in  you,  ]Maggie.  You  would  be  led 
away  to  do  anytliing." 
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That  was  a  cruel  word.  Maggie's  lip  began 
to  tremble. 

"  Why  wiU  you  say  that,  Tom?  It  is  very 
hard  of  you.  Have  I  not  done  and  borne  every- 
thing as  well  as  I  could?  And  I  have  kept  my 
word  to  you  —  when  —  when  .  .  .  My  life  has 
not  been  a  happy  one,  any  more  than  yours." 

She  was  obliged  to  be  childish,  —  the  tears 
would  come.  When  Maggie  was  not  angry,  she 
was  as  dependent  on  kind  or  cold  words  as  a 
daisy  on  the  sunshine  or  the  cloud:  the  need  of 
being  loved  would  always  subdue  her,  as  in  old 
days  it  subdued  her  in  the  worm-eaten  attic. 
The  brother's  goodness  came  uppermost  at  this 
appeal,  but  it  could  only  show  itself  in  Tom's 
fashion.  He  put  his  hand  gently  on  her  arm, 
and  said  in  the  tone  of  a  kind  pedagogue,  — 

"  Now  listen  to  me,  Maggie.  I  '11  tell  you 
what  I  mean.  You  're  always  in  extremes,  — 
you  have  no  judgment  and  self -coimnand ;  and 
yet  you  think  you  know  best,  and  will  not  submit 
to  be  guided.  You  know  I  did  n't  wish  you  to 
take  a  situation.  ]My  aunt  Pullet  was  willing  to 
give  you  a  good  home,  and  you  might  have  lived 
respectably  amongst  your  relations,  until  I  could 
'have  provided  a  home  for  you  with  my  mother. 
And  that  is  what  I  should  like  to  do.  I  wished 
my  sister  to  be  a  lady,  and  I  would  always  have 
taken  care  of  you,  as  my  father  desired,  until 
you  were  well  married.  But  your  ideas  and  mine 
never  accord,  and  you  will  not  give  way.  Yet 
you  might  have  sense  enough  to  see  that  a  brother, 
who  goes  out  into  the  world  and  mixes  with  men, 
necessarily  knows  better  what  is  right  and  re- 
spectable for  his  sister  than  she  can  know  her- 


148     THE   MILL  ON   THE   FLOSS 

self.  You  think  I  am  not  kind;  but  my  kind- 
ness can  only  be  directed  by  what  I  believe  to 
be  good  for  you." 

"  Yes  —  I  know  —  dear  Tom,"  said  JNIaggie, 
still  half  sobbing,  but  trying  to  control  her 
tears.  "  I  know  you  would  do  a  gi'eat  deal  for 
me :  I  know  how  you  work,  and  don't  spare  your- 
self. I  am  grateful  to  you.  But,  indeed,  you 
can't  quite  judge  for  me,  —  our  natures  are 
very  different.  You  don't  know  how  differently 
things  affect  me  from  what  they  do  you." 

"  Yes,  I  do  know :  I  know  it  too  well.  I  know 
how  differently  you  must  feel  about  all  that 
affects  our  famil}^  and  your  own  dignity  as  a 
young  woman,  before  you  could  think  of  receiv- 
ing secret  addresses  from  Philip  Wakem.  If 
it  was  not  disgusting  to  me  in  every  other  way, 
I  should  object  to  my  sister's  name  being  asso- 
ciated for  a  moment  with  that  of  a  young  man 
whose  father  must  hate  the  very  thought  of  us 
all,  and  would  spurn  you.  With  any  one  but 
you,  I  should  think  it  quite  certain  that  what 
you  witnessed  just  before  my  father's  death 
would  secure  you  from  ever  thinking  again  of 
Philip  Wakem  as  a  lover.  But  I  don't  feel  cer- 
tain of  it  with  you,  —  I  never  feel  certain  about 
anji:hing  with  you.  At  one  time  you  take  pleas- 
ure in  a  sort  of  perverse  self-denial,  and  at  an- 
other you  have  not  resolution  to  resist  a  thing 
that  you  know  to  be  wrong." 

There  was  a  terrible  cutting  truth  in  Tom's 
words,  —  that  hard  rind  of  truth  which  is  dis- 
cerned by  unimaginative,  unsympathetic  minds. 
Maggie  always  ^\Tithed  under  this  judgment 
of  Tom's:    she  rebelled  and  was  humiliated  in 


THE   GREAT  TEMPTATION     149 

the  same  moment :  it  seemed  as  if  he  held  a  glass 
before  her  to  show  her  her  own  folly  and  weak- 
ness, —  as  if  he  were  a  prophetic  voice  predict- 
ing her  future  fallings,  —  and  yet,  all  the  while, 
she  judged  him  in  return:  she  said  inwardly 
that  he  was  narrow  and  unjust,  that  he  was 
below  feeling  those  mental  needs  which  were 
often  the  source  of  the  wrong-doing  or  absurd- 
ity that  made  her  life  a  planless  riddle  to  him. 

She  did  not  answer  directly:  her  heart  was 
too  full,  and  she  sat  down,  leaning  her  arm  on 
the  table.  It  was  no  use  trying  to  make  Tom 
feel  that  she  was  near  to  him.  He  always  re- 
pelled her.  Her  feeling  under  his  words  was 
complicated  by  the  allusion  to  the  last  scene  be- 
tween her  father  and  Wakem;  and  at  length 
that  painful,  solemn  memory  surmounted  the 
immediate  grievance.  No!  She  did  not  think 
of  such  things  with  frivolous  indifference,  and 
Tom  must  not  accuse  her  of  that.  She  looked 
up  at  him  with  a  grave,  earnest  gaze,  and  said,  — 

"  I  can't  make  you  think  better  of  me,  Tom, 
by  anything  I  can  say.  But  I  am  not  so  shut 
out  from  all  your  feelings  as  you  believe  me  to 
be.  I  see,  as  well  as  you  do,  that  from  our  posi- 
tion with  regard  to  Philip's  father,  —  not  on 
other  grounds,  —  it  would  be  unreasonable,  — 
it  would  be  WTong  for  us  to  entertain  the  idea 
of  marriage;  and  I  have  given  up  thinking  of 
him  as  a  lover.  ...  I  am  telling  you  the  truth, 
and  you  have  no  right  to  disbelieve  me:  I  have 
kept  my  word  to  you,  and  you  have  never  de- 
tected me  in  a  falsehood.  I  should  not  only  not 
encourage,  I  should  carefully  avoid,  any  inter- 
course with  PhiHp  on  any  other  footing  than 
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that  of  quiet  friendship.  You  may  think  that 
I  am  unable  to  keep  my  resolutions ;  but  at  least 
you  ought  not  to  treat  me  with  hard  contempt 
on  the  ground  of  faults  that  I  have  not  com- 
mitted yet." 

"  Well,  Maggie,"  said  Tom,  softening  under 
this  appeal,  "  I  don't  want  to  overstrain  mat- 
ters. I  think,  all  things  considered,  it  will  be 
best  for  you  to  see  Philip  Wakem,  if  Lucy 
wishes  him  to  come  to  the  house.  I  believe  what 
you  say,  —  at  least  j^ou  believe  it  yourself,  I 
know:  I  can  only  warn  you.  I  wish  to  be  as 
good  a  brother  to  you  as  you  will  let  me." 

There  was  a  little  tremor  in  Tom's  voice  as 
he  uttered  the  last  words,  and  Maggie's  ready 
affection  came  back  with  as  sudden  a  glow  as 
when  they  were  children,  and  bit  their  cake  to- 
gether as  a  sacrament  of  conciliation.  She  rose 
and  laid  her  hand  on  Tom's  shoulder. 

"  Dear  Tom,  I  know  you  mean  to  be  good. 
I  know  you  have  had  a  great  deal  to  bear,  and 
have  done  a  great  deal.  I  should  Hke  to  be  a 
comfort  to  you,  —  not  to  vex  you.  You  don't 
think  I  'm  altogether  naughty,  now,  do  you?  " 

Tom  smiled  at  the  eager  face :  his  smiles  were 
very  pleasant  to  see  when  they  did  come,  for  the 
gray  eyes  could  be  tender  underneath  the  frown. 

"  No,  Maggie." 

"  I  may  turn  out  better  than  you  expect." 

"  I  hope  you  will." 

"  And  may  I  come  some  day  and  make  tea 
for  you,  and  see  this  extremely  small  wife  of 
Bob's  again? " 

"  Yes;  but  trot  away  now,  for  I  've  no  more 
time  to  spare,"  said  Tom,  looking  at  his  watch. 
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"  Not  to  give  me  a  kiss?  " 

Tom  bent  to  kiss  her  cheek,  and  then  said,  — 

"  There !  Be  a  good  girl.  I  've  got  a  great 
deal  to  think  of  to-day.  I  'm  going  to  have  a 
long  consultation  with  my  uncle  Deane  this 
afternoon." 

"  You  '11  come  to  aunt  Glegg's  to-morrow? 
We  're  going  all  to  dine  early,  that  we  may  go 
there  to  tea.  You  Tnust  come :  Lucy  told  me  to 
say  so." 

"  Oh,  pooh!  I  've  plenty  else  to  do,"  said 
Tom,  pulling  his  bell  violently,  and  bringing 
down  the  small  bell-rope. 

"  I  'm  frightened,  —  I  shall  run  away,"  said 
Maggie,  making  a  laughing  retreat;  while 
Tom,  with  masculine  philosophy,  flung  the  bell- 
rope  to  the  farther  end  of  the  room,  —  not  very 
far,  either:  a  touch  of  human  experience  which 
I  flatter  myself  will  come  home  to  the  bosoms 
of  not  a  few  substantial  or  distinguished  men 
who  were  once  at  an  early  stage  of  theii*  rise  in 
the  world,  and  were  cherishing  very  large  hopes 
in  very  small  lodgings. 


CHAPTER   V 

SHOWING  THAT  TOM   UAB  OPENED  THE  OYSTER 


AND  now  we  've  settled  this  Newcastle 
business,  Tom,"  said  Mr.  Deane,  that 
same  afternoon,  as  they  were  seated  in 
the  private  room  at  the  Bank  together,  "  there  's 
another  matter  I  want  to  talk  to  you  about. 
Since  you  're  likely  to  have  rather  a  smoky,  un- 
pleasant time  of  it  at  Newcastle  for  the  next  few 
weeks,  you  '11  want  a  good  prospect  of  some 
sort  to  keep  up  your  spirits." 

Tom  waited  less  nervously  than  he  had  done 
on  a  former  occasion  in  this  apartment,  while  his 
uncle  took  out  his  snuff-box  and  gratified  each 
nostril  with  deliberate  impartiality. 

"  You  see,  Tom,"  said  Mr.  Deane,  at  last, 
throwing  himself  backward,  "  the  world  goes  on 
at  a  smarter  pace  now  than  it  did  when  I  was  a 
young  fellow.  Why,  sir,  forty  years  ago,  when 
I  was  much  such  a  strapping  youngster  as  you, 
a  man  expected  to  pull  between  the  shafts  the 
best  part  of  his  life,  before  he  got  the  whip  in  his 
hand.  The  looms  went  slowish,  and  fashions 
did  n't  alter  quite  so  fast :  I  'd  a  best  suit  that 
lasted  me  six  years.  Everything  was  on  a  lower 
scale,  sir,  —  in  point  of  expenditure,  I  mean. 
It 's  this  steam,  you  see,  that  has  made  the  dif- 
ference: it  drives  on  every  wheel  double  pace, 
and  the  wheel  of  fortune  along  with  'em,  as  our 
Mr.  Stephen  Guest  said  at  the  anniversary  din- 
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ner  (he  hits  these  things  off  wonderfully,  con- 
sidering he  's  seen  nothing  of  business) .  I  don't 
find  fault  with  the  change,  as  some  people  do. 
Trade,  sir,  opens  a  man's  eyes ;  and  if  the  popu- 
lation is  to  get  thicker  upon  the  ground,  as  it 's 
doing,  the  world  must  use  its  wits  at  inventions 
of  one  sort  or  other.  I  know  I  've  done  my 
share  as  an  ordinary  man  of  business.  Some- 
body has  said  it 's  a  fine  thing  to  make  two  ears 
of  corn  grow  where  only  one  grew  before;  but, 
sir,  it 's  a  fine  thing,  too,  to  further  the  exchange 
of  commodities,  and  bring  the  grains  of  corn  to 
the  mouths  that  are  hungry.  And  that 's  our 
line  of  business ;  and  I  consider  it  as  honourable 
a  position  as  a  man  can  hold,  to  be  connected 
with  it." 

Tom  knew  that  the  affair  his  uncle  had  to 
speak  of  was  not  urgent;  Mr.  Deane  was  too 
shrewd  and  practical  a  man  to  allow  either  his 
reminiscences  or  his  snuff  to  impede  the  progress 
of  trade.  Indeed,  for  the  last  month  or  two, 
there  had  been  hints  tlirown  out  to  Tom  which 
enabled  him  to  guess  that  he  was  going  to  hear 
some  proposition  for  his  own  benefit.  With  the 
beginning  of  the  last  speech  he  had  stretched  out 
his  legs,  thrust  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and 
prepared  himself  for  some  introductory  dif- 
fuseness,  tending  to  show  that  Mr.  Deane  had 
succeeded  by  his  own  merit,  and  that  what  he 
had  to  say  to  young  men  in  general  was,  that 
if  they  did  n't  succeed  too,  it  was  because  of 
their  own  demerit.  He  was  rather  surprised, 
then,  when  his  uncle  put  a  direct  question  to 
him. 

"  Let  me  see  —  it 's  going  on  for  seven  years 
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now  since  you  applied  to  me  for  a  situation  — 
eh,  Tom?  " 

"  Yes,  sir;  I  'm  three-and-twenty  now,"  said 
Tom. 

"Ah  —  it's  as  well  not  to  say  that,  though: 
for  you  'd  pass  for  a  good  deal  older,  and  age 
tells  well  in  business.  I  remember  your  coming 
very  well:  I  remember  I  saw  there  was  some 
pluck  in  you,  and  that  was  what  made  me  give 
you  encouragement.  And  I  'm  happy  to  say, 
I  was  right,  —  I  'm  not  often  deceived.  I  was 
naturally  a  little  shy  at  pushing  my  nephew,  but 
I  'm  happy  to  say  you  've  done  me  credit,  sir; 
and  if  I  'd  had  a  son  o'  my  own,  I  should  n't  have 
been  sorry  to  see  him  like  you." 

Mr.  Deane  tapped  his  box  and  opened  it 
again,  repeating  in  a  tone  of  some  feeling, 
"  No,  I  should  n't  have  been  sorry  to  see  him 
like  you." 

"  I  'm  very  glad  I  've  given  you  satisfaction, 
sir;  I  've  done  my  best,"  said  Tom,  in  his  proud, 
independent  way. 

"  Yes,  Tom,  you  've  given  me  satisfaction.  I 
don't  speak  of  your  conduct  as  a  son;  though 
that  weighs  with  me  in  my  opinion  of  you.  But 
what  I  have  to  do  with,  as  a  partner  in  our  firm, 
is  the  qualities  you  've  shown  as  a  man  o'  busi- 
ness. Ours  is  a  fine  business,  —  a  splendid  con- 
cern, sir,  —  and  there 's  no  reason  why  it 
should  n't  go  on  growing ;  there  's  a  growing 
capital,  and  growing  outlets  for  it ;  but  there  's 
another  thing  that 's  wanted  for  the  prosperity 
of  every  concern,  large  or  small,  and  that 's  men 
to  conduct  it,  —  men  of  the  right  habits ;  none  o' 
your  flashy  fellows,  but  such  as  are  to  be  de- 
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pended  on.  Now,  this  is  what  Mr.  Guest  and  I 
see  clear  enough.  Three  years  ago,  we  took  Gell 
into  the  concern:  we  gave  him  a  share  in  the 
oil-mill.  And  why?  Why,  because  Gell  was  a 
fellow  whose  services  were  worth  a  premium.  So 
it  will  always  be,  sir.  So  it  was  with  me.  And 
though  Gell  is  pretty  near  ten  years  older  than 
you,  there  are  other  points  in  your  favour." 

Tom  was  getting  a  little  nervous  as  Mr. 
Deane  went  on  speaking:  he  was  conscious  of 
something  he  had  in  his  mind  to  say,  which  might 
not  be  agreeable  to  his  uncle,  simply  because  it 
was  a  new  suggestion  rather  than  an  acceptance 
of  the  proposition  he  foresaw. 

"  It  stands  to  reason,"  ]VIr.  Deane  went  on, 
when  he  had  finished  his  new  pinch,  "  that  your 
being  my  nephew  weighs  in  your  favour;  but 
I  don't  deny  that  if  you  'd  been  no  relation  of 
mine  at  all,  your  conduct  in  that  affair  of  Pelley's 
bank  would  have  led  Mr.  Guest  and  myself 
to  make  some  acknowledgment  of  the  service 
you  've  been  to  us ;  and,  backed  by  your  general 
conduct  and  business  ability,  it  has  made  us  de- 
termine on  giving  you  a  share  in  the  business,  — 
a  share  which  we  shall  be  glad  to  increase  as  the 
years  go  on.  We  think  that  '11  be  better,  on  all 
grounds,  than  raising  your  salary.  It  '11  give 
you  more  importance,  and  prepare  you  better 
for  taking  some  of  the  anxiety  off  my  shoulders 
by  and  by.  I  'm  equal  to  a  good  deal  o'  work  at 
present,  thank  God ;  but  I  'm  getting  older,  — 
there  's  no  denying  that.  I  told  JNIr.  Guest  I 
would  open  the  subject  to  you;  and  when  you 
come  back  from  this  northern  business,  we  can 
go  into  particulars.    This  is  a  great  stride  for  a 
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young  fellow  of  three-and-twenty,  but  I  'm 
bound  to  say  you  've  deserved  it." 

"  I  'm  very  grateful  to  ^Ir.  Guest  and 
you,  sir;  of  course  I  feel  the  most  indebted 
to  you,  who  first  took  me  into  the  business, 
and  have  taken  a  good  deal  of  pains  with  me 
since." 

Tom  spoke  with  a  slight  tremor,  and  paused 
after  he  had  said  this. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  Mr.  Deane.  "  I  don't  spare 
pains  when  I  see  they  '11  be  of  any  use.  I 
gave  myself  some  trouble  with  Gell,  —  else  he 
would  n't  have  been  what  he  is." 

"  But  there  's  one  thing  I  should  like  to  men- 
tion to  you,  uncle.  I  've  never  spoken  to  you 
of  it  before.  If  you  remember,  at  the  time  my 
father's  property  was  sold,  there  was  some 
thought  of  your  firm  buying  the  Mill:  I  know 
you  thought  it  would  be  a  very  good  investment, 
especially  if  steam  were  applied." 

"  To  be  sure,  to  be  sure.  But  Wakem  outbid 
us,  —  he  'd  made  \\\)  his  mind  to  that.  He  's 
rather  fond  of  carrying  everything  over  other 
people's  heads." 

"  Perhaps  it 's  of  no  use  my  mentioning  it  at 
present,"  Tom  went  on,  "  but  I  wish  you  to 
know  what  I  have  in  my  mind  about  the  Mill. 
I  've  a  strong  feeling  about  it.  It  was  my 
father's  dying  wish  that  I  should  try  and  get 
it  back  again  whenever  I  could:  it  was  in  his 
family  for  five  generations.  I  promised  my 
father;  and  besides  that,  I  'm  attached  to  the 
place.  I  shall  never  like  any  other  so  well.  And 
if  it  should  ever  suit  your  vicM^s  to  buy  it  for  the 
firm,  I  should  have  a  better  chance  of  fulfilling 
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my  father's  wish.  I  should  n't  have  liked  to 
mention  the  thing  to  you,  only  you  Ve  been  kind 
enough  to  say  my  services  have  been  of  some 
value.  And  I  'd  give  up  a  much  greater  chance 
in  life  for  the  sake  of  having  the  Mill  again,  — 
I  mean,  having  it  in  my  own  hands,  and  gradu- 
ally working  off  the  price." 

Mr.  Deane  had  listened  attentively,  and  now 
looked  thoughtful. 

"I  see,  I  see,"  he  said,  after  a  while;  "the 
thing  would  be  possible,  if  there  were  any  chance 
of  Wakem's  parting  with  the  property.  But 
that  I  dont  see.  He  's  put  that  young  Jetsome 
in  the  place;  and  he  had  his  reasons  when  he 
bought  it,  I  '11  be  bound." 

"  He  's  a  loose  fish,  that  young  Jetsome,"  said 
Tom.  "  He  's  taking  to  drinking,  and  they  say 
he  's  letting  the  business  go  down.  Luke  told 
me  about  it,  —  our  old  miller.  He  says  he 
sha'n't  stay  unless  there  's  an  alteration.  I  was 
thinking,  if  things  went  on  in  that  way,  Wakem 
might  be  more  willing  to  part  with  the  JSIill. 
Luke  says  he  's  getting  very  sour  about  the  way 
things  are  going  on." 

"  Well,  I  '11  turn  it  over,  Tom.  I  must  in- 
quire into  the  matter,  and  go  into  it  with  Mr. 
Guest.  But,  you  see,  it 's  rather  striking  out  a 
new  branch,  and  putting  you  to  that,  instead  of 
keeping  you  where  you  are,  which  was  what  we  'd 
wanted." 

"  I  should  be  able  to  manage  more  than  the 
]VIill  when  things  were  once  set  properly  going, 
sir.  I  want  to  have  plenty  of  work.  There  's 
nothing  else  I  care  about  much." 

There  was  something  rather  sad  in  that  speech 
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from  a  young  man  of  three-and-twenty,  even  ia 
uncle  Deane's  business-loving  ears. 

"  Pooh,  pooh!  you  '11  be  having  a  wife  to  care 
about  one  of  these  days,  if  you  get  on  at  this 
pace  in  the  world.  But  as  to  this  Mill,  we 
must  n't  reckon  on  our  chickens  too  early.  How- 
ever, I  promise  you  to  bear  it  in  mind,  and  when 
you  come  back  we  '11  talk  of  it  again.  I  am 
going  to  dinner  now.  Come  and  breakfast  with 
us  to-morrow  morning,  and  say  good-by  to  your 
mother  and  sister  before  you  start." 


CHAPTER   VI 

ILLUSTRATING  THE  LAWS  OF  ATTRACTION 


IT  is  evident  to  you  now,  that  ^laggie  had 
arrived  at  a  moment  in  her  hfe  wliich  must 
be  considered  by  all  prudent  persons  as 
a  great  opportunity  for  a  young  woman. 
Launched  into  the  higher  society  of  St.  Ogg's, 
with  a  striking  person,  which  had  the  advantage 
of  being  quite  unfamiliar  to  the  majority  of  be- 
holders, and  with  such  moderate  assistance  of 
costume  as  you  have  seen  foreshadowed  in 
Lucy's  anxious  colloquy  with  aunt  Pullet,  Mag- 
gie was  certainly  at  a  new  starting-point  in  life. 
At  Lucy's  first  evening-party,  young  Torry 
fatigued  his  facial  muscles  more  than  usual  in 
order  that  "  the  dark-eyed  girl  there,  in  the  cor- 
ner," might  see  him  in  all  the  additional  style 
conferred  by  his  eye-glass;  and  several  young 
ladies  went  home  intending  to  have  short  sleeves 
with  black  lace,  and  to  plait  their  hair  in  a  broad 
coronet  at  the  back  of  their  head,  — "  That 
cousin  of  JMiss  Deane's  looked  so  very  well." 
In  fact,  poor  Maggie,  with  all  her  inward  con- 
sciousness of  a  painful  past  and  her  presentiment 
of  a  troublous  future,  was  on  the  way  to  become 
an  object  of  some  en\y,  —  a  topic  of  discussion 
in  the  newly  established  billiard-room,  and  be- 
tween fair  friends  who  had  no  secrets  from  each 
other  on  the  subject  of  trimmings.  The  IMiss 
Guests,  who  associated  chiefly  on  terms  of  con- 
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descension  with  the  families  of  St.  Ogg's,  and 
were  the  glass  of  fashion  there,  took  some  excep- 
tion to  ]M aggie's  manners.  She  had  a  way  of 
not  assenting  at  once  to  the  observations  cur- 
rent in  good  society,  and  of  sajang  that  she 
did  n't  know  whether  those  observations  were 
true  or  not,  which  gave  her  an  air  of  gaucherie^ 
and  impeded  the  even  flow  of  conversation;  but 
it  is  a  fact  capable  of  an  amiable  interpretation, 
that  ladies  are  not  the  worse  disposed  towards 
a  new  acquaintance  of  their  own  sex  because  she 
has  points  of  inferiority.  And  Maggie  was  so 
entirely  without  those  pretty  airs  of  coquetry 
which  have  the  traditional  reputation  of  driving 
gentlemen  to  despair,  that  she  won  some  femi- 
nine pity  for  being  so  ineffective  in  spite  of  her 
beauty.  She  had  not  had  many  advantages, 
poor  thing!  and  it  must  be  admitted  there  was 
no  pretension  about  her:  her  abruptness  and 
unevenness  of  manner  were  plainly  the  result 
of  her  secluded  and  lowly  circumstances.  It 
was  only  a  wonder  that  there  was  no  tinge  of 
vulgarity  about  her,  considering  what  the  rest 
of  poor  Lucy's  relations  were :  an  allusion  which 
always  made  the  JMiss  Guests  shudder  a  little. 
It  was  not  agreeable  to  think  of  any  connection 
by  marriage  with  such  people  as  the  Gleggs  and 
the  Pullets;  but  it  was  of  no  use  to  contradict 
Stephen,  when  once  he  had  set  his  mind  on  any- 
thing, and  certainly  there  was  no  possible  objec- 
tion to  Lucy  in  herself,  —  no  one  could  help 
liking  her.  She  would  naturally  desire  that  the 
Miss  Guests  should  behave  kindly  to  this  cousin 
of  whom  she  was  so  fond,  and  Stephen  would 
make  a  great  fuss  if  they  were  deficient  in  civil- 
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ity.  Under  these  circumstances  the  invitations  to 
Park  House  were  not  wanting;  and  elsewhere, 
also,  Miss  Deane  was  too  popular  and  too  dis- 
tinguished a  member  of  society  in  St.  Ogg's  for 
any  attention  towards  her  to  be  neglected. 

Thus  Maggie  was  introduced  for  the  first 
time  to  the  young  lady's  life,  and  knew  what  it 
was  to  get  up  in  the  morning  without  any  im- 
perative reason  for  doing  one  thing  more  than 
another.  This  new  sense  of  leisure  and  un- 
checked enjoyment  amidst  the  soft-breathing 
airs  and  garden-scents  of  advancing  spring,  — 
amidst  the  new  abundance  of  music,  and  linger- 
ing strolls  in  the  sunshine,  and  the  delicious 
dreaminess  of  gliding  on  the  river,  —  could 
hardly  be  without  some  intoxicating  effect  on 
her,  after  her  years  of  privation;  and  even  in 
the  first  week  Maggie  began  to  be  less  haunted 
by  her  sad  memories  and  anticipations.  Life 
was  certainly  very  pleasant  just  now:  it  was 
becoming  very  pleasant  to  dress  in  the  evening, 
and  to  feel  that  she  was  one  of  the  beautiful 
things  of  this  spring-time.  And  there  were  ad- 
miring eyes  always  awaiting  her  now;  she  was 
no  longer  an  unheeded  person,  liable  to  be  chid, 
from  whom  attention  was  continually  claimed, 
and  on  whom  no  one  felt  bound  to  confer  any. 
It  was  pleasant,  too,  when  Stephen  and  Lucy 
were  gone  out  riding,  to  sit  down  at  the  piano 
alone,  and  find  that  the  old  fitness  between  her 
fingers  and  the  keys  remained,  and  revived,  like 
a  sympathetic  kinship  not  to  be  worn  out  by 
separation,  —  to  get  the  tunes  she  had  heard  the 
evening  before,  and  repeat  them  again  and  again 
until  she  had  found  out  a  way  of  producing  them 
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so  as  to  make  them  a  more  pregnant,  passionate 
language  to  her.  The  mere  concord  of  octaves 
was  a  dfehght  to  Maggie,  and  she  would  often 
take  up  a  book  of  studies  rather  than  any 
melody,  that  she  might  taste  more  keenly  by 
abstraction  the  more  primitive  sensation  of  in- 
tervals. Not  that  her  enjoyment  of  music  was 
of  the  kind  that  indicates  a  great  specific  talent ; 
it  was  rather  that  her  sensibility  to  the  supreme 
excitement  of  music  was  only  one  form  of  that 
passionate  sensibility  which  belonged  to  her 
whole  nature,  and  made  her  faults  and  virtues 
all  merge  in  each  other,  —  made  her  affections 
sometimes  an  impatient  demand;  but  also  pre- 
vented her  vanity  from  taking  the  form  of  mere 
feminine  coquetry  and  device,  and  gave  it  the 
poetry  of  ambition.  But  you  have  known  Mag- 
gie a  long  while,  and  need  to  be  told,  not  her 
characteristics,  but  her  history,  which  is  a  thing 
hardly  to  be  predicted  even  from  the  completest 
knowledge  of  characteristics.  For  the  tragedy 
of  our  lives  is  not  created  entirely  from  within. 
"  Character,"  says  Novalis,  in  one  of  his  ques- 
tionable aphorisms,  —  "character  is  destiny." 
But  not  the  whole  of  our  destiny.  Hamlet, 
Prince  of  Denmark,  was  speculative  and  irreso- 
lute, and  we  have  a  great  tragedy  in  consequence. 
But  if  his  father  had  lived  to  a  good  old  age,  and 
his  uncle  had  died  an  early  death,  we  can  con- 
ceive Hamlet's  having  married  Ophelia,  and  got 
through  life  with  a  reputation  of  sanity,  not- 
withstanding many  soliloquies,  and  some  moody 
sarcasms  towards  the  fair  daughter  of  Polonius, 
to  say  nothing  of  the  frankest  incivility  to  his 
father-in-law. 
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Maggie's  destiny,  then,  is  at  present  hidden, 
and  we  must  wait  for  it  to  reveal  itself  like  the 
course  of  an  unmapped  river :  we  only  know  that 
the  river  is  full  and  rapid,  and  that  for  all  rivers 
there  is  the  same  final  home.  Under  the  charm 
of  her  new  pleasures,  Maggie  herself  was  ceas- 
ing to  think,  with  her  eager  prefiguring  imagi- 
nation, of  her  future  lot:  and  her  anxiety  about 
her  first  interview  with  Philip  was  losing  its 
predominance:  perhaps,  unconsciously  to  her- 
self, she  was  not  sorry  that  the  interview  had 
been  deferred. 

For  Philip  had  not  come  the  evening  he  was 
expected,  and  ]Mr.  Stephen  Guest  brought  word 
that  he  was  gone  to  the  coast,  —  probably,  he 
thought,  on  a  sketching  expedition;  but  it  was 
not  certain  when  he  would  return.  It  was  just 
like  Philip,  —  to  go  off  in  that  way  without  tell- 
ing any  one.  It  was  not  until  the  twelfth  day 
that  he  returned,  to  find  both  Lucy's  notes 
awaiting  him:  he  had  left  before  he  knew  of 
Maggie's  arrival. 

Perhaps  one  had  need  be  nineteen  again  to 
be  quite  convinced  of  the  feelings  that  were 
crowded  for  IMaggie  into  those  twelve  days,  — 
of  the  length  to  which  they  were  stretched  for  her 
by  the  novelty  of  her  experience  in  them,  and 
the  varying  attitudes  of  her  mind.  The  early 
days  of  an  acquaintance  almost  always  have  this 
importance  for  us,  and  fill  up  a  larger  space  in 
our  memory  than  longer  subsequent  periods, 
which  have  been  less  filled  with  discovery  and 
new  impressions.  There  were  not  many  hours 
in  those  ten  days  in  which  Mr.  Stephen  Guest 
was  not  seated  by  Lucy's  side,  or  standing  near 
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her  at  the  piano,  or  accompanying  her  on  some 
outdoor  excursion:  his  attentions  were  clearly 
becoming  more  assiduous;  and  that  was  what 
every  one  had  expected.  Lucy  was  very  happy : 
all  the  happier  because  Stephen's  society  seemed 
to  have  become  much  more  interesting  and 
amusing  since  JMaggie  had  been  there.  Playful 
discussions  —  sometimes  serious  ones  —  were 
going  forward,  in  which  both  Stephen  and  Mag- 
gie revealed  themselves,  to  the  admiration  of  the 
gentle  unobtrusive  Lucy ;  and  it  more  than  once 
crossed  her  mind  what  a  charming  quartet  they 
should  have  through  life  when  Maggie  married 
Philij).  Is  it  an  inexplicable  thing  that  a  girl 
should  enjoy  her  lover's  society  the  more  for  the 
presence  of  a  third  person,  and  be  without  the 
slightest  s^jasm  of  jealousy  that  the  third  person 
had  the  conversation  habitually  directed  to  her? 
Not  v/hen  that  girl  is  as  tranquil-hearted  as 
Lucy,  thoroughly  possessed  with  a  belief  that 
she  knows  the  state  of  her  companions'  affec- 
tions, and  not  prone  to  the  feelings  which  shake 
such  a  belief  in  the  absence  of  positive  evidence 
against  it.  Besides,  it  Vvas  Lucy  by  whom  Ste- 
phen sat,  to  whom  he  gave  his  arm,  to  whom  he 
appealed  as  the  person  sure  to  agree  with  him; 
and  every  day  there  was  the  same  tender  polite- 
ness towards  her,  the  same  consciousness  of  her 
M^ants  and  care  to  su2:)ply  them.  Was  there  really 
the  same  ?  —  it  seemed  to  Lucy  that  there  was 
more ;  and  it  was  no  wonder  that  the  real  signifi- 
cance of  the  change  escaped  her.  It  was  a  subtle 
act  of  conscience  in  Stephen  that  even  he  himself 
was  not  aware  of.  His  pei^onal  attentions  to 
Maggie  were  comparatively  slight,  and  there 
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had  even  sprung  up  an  apparent  distance  be- 
tween them,  that  prevented  the  renewal  of  that 
faint  resemblance  to  gallantry  into  which  he  had 
fallen  the  first  day  in  the  boat.  If  Stephen  came 
in  when  Lucy  was  out  of  the  room,  if  Lucy  left 
them  together,  they  never  spoke  to  each  other: 
Stephen,  perhaps,  seemed  to  be  examining  books 
on  music,  and  JNIaggie  bent  her  head  assiduously 
over  her  work.  Each  was  oppressively  conscious 
of  the  other's  presence,  even  to  the  finger-ends. 
Yet  each  looked  and  longed  for  the  same  thing 
to  happen  the  next  day.  Neither  of  them  had 
begun  to  reflect  on  the  matter,  or  silently  to  ask, 
"To  what  does  all  this  tend?"  JNIaggie  only 
felt  that  life  was  revealing  something  quite  new 
to  her;  and  she  was  absorbed  in  the  direct,  im- 
mediate experience,  without  any  energy  left  for 
taking  account  of  it  and  reasoning  about  it. 
Stephen  wilfully  abstained  from  self-question- 
ing, and  would  not  admit  to  himself  that  he  felt 
an  influence  which  was  to  have  any  determining 
effect  on  his  conduct.  And  when  Lucy  came 
into  the  room  again,  they  were  once  more  uncon- 
strained :  Maggie  could  contradict  Stephen,  and 
laugh  at  him,  and  he  could  recommend  to  her 
consideration  the  example  of  that  most  charming 
heroine.  Miss  Sophia  Western,  who  had  a  great 
"  respect  for  the  understandings  of  men."  Mag- 
gie could  look  at  Stephen,  —  which,  for  some 
reason  or  other,  she  always  avoided  when  they 
were  alone;  and  he  could  even  ask  her  to  play 
his  accompaniment  for  him,  since  Lucy's  fingers 
were  so  busy  with  that  bazaar- work ;  and  lecture 
her  on  hurrying  the  tempo,  which  was  certainly 
Maggie's  weak  point. 
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One  day,  —  it  was  the  day  of  Philip's  return, 
—  Lucy  had  formed  a  sudden  engagement  to 
spend  the  evening  with  Mrs.  Kemi,  whose  deH- 
cate  state  of  health,  threatening  to  become  con- 
firmed illness  through  an  attack  of  bronchitis, 
obliged  her  to  resign  her  functions  at  the  coming 
bazaar  into  the  hands  of  other  ladies,  of  whom 
she  wished  Lucy  to  be  one.  The  engagement 
had  been  formed  in  Stephen's  presence,  and  he 
had  heard  Lucy  promise  to  dine  early  and  call  at 
six  o'clock  for  JMiss  Torry,  who  brought  Mrs. 
Kenn's  request. 

"  Here  is  another  of  the  moral  results  of  this 
idiotic  bazaar,"  Stephen  burst  forth,  as  soon  as 
Miss  Torry  had  left  the  room, — "  taking  young 
ladies  from  the  duties  of  the  domestic  hearth 
into  scenes  of  dissipation  among  urn-rugs  and 
embroidered  reticules!  I  should  like  to  know 
what  is  the  proper  function  of  women,  if  it  is  not 
to  make  reasons  for  husbands  to  stay  at  home, 
and  still  stronger  reasons  for  bachelors  to  go  out. 
If  this  goes  on  much  longer,  the  bonds  of  society 
will  be  dissolved." 

"  Well,  it  will  not  go  on  much  longer,"  said 
Lucy,  laughing,  "  for  the  bazaar  is  to  take  place 
on  Monday  week." 

"Thank  heaven!"  said  Stephen.  "Kenn  him- 
self said  the  other  day  that  he  did  n't  like  this 
plan  of  making  vanity  do  the  work  of  charity; 
but  just  as  the  British  public  is  not  reasonable 
enough  to  bear  direct  taxation,  so  St.  Ogg's  has 
not  got  force  of  motive  enough  to  build  and 
endow  schools  without  calling  in  the  force  of 
folly." 

"  Did  he  say  so?  "  said  little  Lucy,  her  hazel 
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eyes  openiBg  wide  with  anxiety.  "  I  never  heard 
him  say  anything  of  that  kind:  I  thought  he 
approved  of  what  we  were  doing." 

"  I  'm  sure  he  approves  you,''  said  Stephen, 
smiHng  at  her  affectionately;  "  your  conduct  in 
going  out  to-night  looks  vicious,  I  own,  but  I 
know  there  is  benevolence  at  the  bottom  of  it." 

"  Oh,  you  think  too  well  of  me,"  said  Lucy, 
shaking  her  head,  with  a  pretty  blush ;  and  there 
the  subject  ended.  But  it  was  tacitly  understood 
that  Stephen  would  not  come  in  the  evening,  and 
on  the  strength  of  that  tacit  understanding  he 
made  his  morning  visit  the  longer,  not  saying 
good-by  until  after  four. 

Maggie  was  seated  in  the  drawing-room 
alone,  shortly  after  dinner,  with  Minny  on  her 
lap,  having  left  her  uncle  to  his  ^\ine  and  his  nap, 
and  her  mother  to  the  compromise  btween  knit- 
ting and  nodding,  which,  when  there  was  no  com- 
pany, she  always  carried  on  in  the  dining-room 
till  tea-time.  Maggie  was  stooping  to  caress 
the  tiny  silken  pet,  and  comforting  him  for  his 
mistress's  absence,  when  the  sound  of  a  footstep 
on  the  gravel  made  her  look  up,  and  she  saw  Mr. 
Stephen  Guest  walking  up  the  garden,  as  if  he 
had  come  straight  from  the  river.  It  was  very 
unusual  to  see  him  so  soon  after  dinner!  He 
often  complained  that  their  dinner-hour  was  late 
at  Park  House.  Nevertheless,  there  he  was,  in 
his  black  dress :  he  had  evidently  been  home,  and 
must  have  come  again  by  the  river.  Maggie 
felt  her  cheeks  glowing  and  her  heart  beating: 
it  was  natural  she  should  be  nervous,  for  she  was 
not  accustomed  to  receive  visitors  alone.  He 
had  seen  her  look  up  through  the  open  window. 


168     THE   MILL  ON   THE   FLOSS 

and  raised  his  hat  as  he  walked  towards  it,  to 
enter  that  way  instead  of  by  the  door.  He 
blushed  too,  and  certainly  looked  as  foolish  as 
a  young  man  of  some  wit  and  self-possession 
can  be  expected  to  look,  as  he  walked  in  with  a 
roll  of  music  in  his  hand,  and  said,  with  an  air 
of  hesitating  improvisation,  — 

"  You  are  surprised  to  see  me  again.  Miss 
Tulliver,  —  I  ought  to  apologize  for  coming 
upon  you  by  surprise,  but  I  wanted  to  come  into 
the  town,  and  I  got  our  man  to  row  me;  so  I 
thought  I  would  bring  these  things  from  the 
'INIaid  of  Artois'  for  your  cousin:  I  forgot  them 
this  morning.     Will  you  give  them  to  her?" 

"  Yes,"  said  ^laggie,  who  had  risen  con- 
fusedly with  jMinny  in  her  arms,  and  now,  not 
quite  knowing  what  else  to  do,  sat  down  again. 

Stephen  laid  down  his  hat,  with  the  music, 
which  rolled  on  the  floor,  and  sat  down  in  the 
chair  close  by  her.  He  had  never  done  so  before, 
and  both  he  and  JMaggie  were  quite  aware  that 
it  was  an  entirely  new  position. 

"  Well,  you  pampered  minion!  "  said  Stephen, 
leaning  to  pull  the  long  curly  ears  that  drooped 
over  Maggie's  arm.  It  was  not  a  suggestive  re- 
mark; and  as  the  speaker  did  not  follow  it  up 
by  further  development,  it  naturally  left  the  con- 
versation at  a  stand-still.  It  seemed  to  Stephen 
like  some  action  in  a  dream,  that  he  was  obliged 
to  do,  and  wonder  at  himself  all  the  while,  —  to 
go  on  stroking  ^linny's  liead.  Yet  it  was  very 
pleasant:  he  only  wished  he  dared  look  at  Mag- 
gie, and  that  she  would  look  at  him,  —  let  him 
have  one  long  look  into  those  deep  strange  eyes 
of  hers,  and  then  he  would  be  satisfied,  and  quite 
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reasonable  after  that.  He  thought  it  was  be- 
coming a  sort  of  monomania  with  him,  to  want 
that  long  look  from  Maggie;  and  he  was  rack- 
ing his  invention  continually  to  find  out  some 
means  by  which  he  could  have  it  without  its 
appearing  singular  and  entailing  subsequent 
embarrassment.  As  for  JVIaggie,  she  had  no 
distinct  thought,  —  only  the  sense  of  a  presence 
like  that  of  a  closely  hovering  broad-winged 
bird  in  the  darkness,  for  she  was  unable  to  look 
up,  and  saw  nothing  but  Minny's  black  wavy- 
coat. 

But  this  must  end  some  time,  —  perhaps  it 
ended  very  soon,  and  only  seemed  long,  as  a 
minute's  dream  does.  Stephen  at  last  sat  up- 
right sideways  in  his  chair,  leaning  one  hand  and 
arm  over  the  back  and  looking  at  IVIaggie. 
What  should  he  say? 

"We  shall  have  a  splendid  sunset,  I  think; 
sha'n't  you  go  out  and  see  it?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Maggie.  Then,  cour- 
ageously raising  her  eyes  and  looking  out  of  the 
window,  "  If  I  'm  not  playing  cribbage  with  my 
uncle." 

A  pause:  during  which  Minny  is  stroked 
again,  but  has  sufficient  insight  not  to  be  grate- 
ful for  it,  —  to  growl  rather. 

"  Do  you  like  sitting  alone?  " 

A  rather  arch  look  came  over  INIaggie's  face, 
and,  just  glancing  at  Stephen,  she  said,  "  Would 
it  be  quite  civil  to  say  '  yes  '?  " 

"  It  was  rather  a  dangerous  question  for  an 
intruder  to  ask,"  said  Stephen,  delighted  with 
that  glance,  and  getting  determined  to  stay  for 
another.    "  But  you  will  have  more  than  half  an 
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hour  to  yourself  after  I  am  gone,"  he  added, 
taking  out  his  watch.  "  I  know  Mr.  Deane 
never  comes  in  till  half-past  seven." 

Another  pause,  during  which  Maggie  looked 
steadily  out  of  the  window,  till  hy  a  great  effort 
she  moved  her  head  to  look  down  at  Minny's 
back  again,  and  said,  — 

"  I  wish  Lucy  had  not  been  obliged  to  go  out. 
We  lose  our  music." 

"  We  shall  have  a  new  voice  to-morrow  night," 
said  Stephen.  "  Will  you  tell  your  cousin  that 
our  friend  Philip  Wakem  is  come  back?  I  saw 
him  as  I  went  home." 

Maggie  gave  a  httle  start,  —  it  seemed  hardly 
more  than  a  vibration  that  passed  from  head  to 
foot  in  an  instant.  But  the  new  images  sum- 
moned by  Philip's  name  dispersed  half  the  op- 
pressive spell  she  had  been  under.  She  rose  from 
her  chair  wdth  a  sudden  resolution,  and,  laying 
Minny  on  his  cushion,  went  to  reach  Lucy's 
large  work-basket  from  its  corner.  Stephen  was 
vexed  and  disappointed:  he  thought,  perhaps 
Maggie  did  n't  like  the  name  of  Wakem  to  be 
mentioned  to  her  in  that  abrupt  way,  —  for  he 
now  recalled  what  Lucy  had  told  him  of  the 
family  quarrel.  It  was  of  no  use  to  stay  any 
longer.  Maggie  was  seating  herself  at  the  table 
with  her  work,  and  looking  chill  and  proud :  and 
he,  —  he  looked  like  a  simpleton  for  having 
come.  A  gratuitous,  entirely  superfluous  visit 
of  that  sort  was  sure  to  make  a  man  disagreeable 
and  ridiculous.  Of  course  it  was  palpable  to 
Maggie's  thinking,  that  he  had  dined  hastily  in 
his  own  room  for  the  sake  of  setting  off  again 
and  finding  her  alone. 
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A  boyish  state  of  mind  for  an  accomplished 
young  gentleman  of  five-and-twenty,  not  with- 
out legal  knowledge !  But  a  reference  to  history, 
perhaps,  may  make  it  not  incredible. 

At  this  moment  Maggie's  ball  of  knitting- 
wool  rolled  along  the  ground,  and  she  started  up 
to  reach  it.  Stephen  rose  too,  and,  picking  up 
the  ball,  met  her  with  a  vexed  complaining  look 
that  gave  his  eyes  quite  a  new  expression  to 
JMaggie,  whose  own  eyes  met  them  as  he  pre- 
sented the  ball  to  her. 

"  Good-by,"  said  Stephen,  in  a  tone  that  had 
the  same  beseeching  discontent  as  his  eyes.  He 
dared  not  put  out  his  hand,  —  he  thrust  both 
hands  into  his  tail-pockets  as  he  spoke.  Maggie 
thought  she  had  perhaps  been  rude, 

"Won't  you  stay?"  she  said  timidly,  not 
looking  away,  for  that  would  have  seemed  rude 
again. 

"  No,  thank  you,"  said  Stephen,  looking  still 
into  the  half-unwilling,  half-fascinated  eyes,  as 
a  thirsty  man  looks  towards  the  track  of  the 
distant  brook.  "  The  boat  is  waiting  for  me. 
.  .  .  You  '11  tell  your  cousin? " 

"  Yes." 

"  That  I  brought  the  music,  I  mean? " 

"  Yes." 

"  And  that  Philip  is  come  back?  " 

"Yes."  (Maggie  did  not  notice  Philip's 
name  this  time.) 

"  Won't  you  come  out  a  little  way  into  the 
garden?"  said  Stephen,  in  a  still  gentler  tone; 
but  the  next  moment  he  \^'as  vexed  that  she  did 
not  say  "  No,"  for  she  moved  away  now  towards 
the  open  window,  and  he  was  obliged  to  take 
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his  hat  and  walk  by  her  side.  But  he  thought 
of  something  to  make  him  amends. 

"Do  take  my  arm,"  he  said,  in  a  low  tone,  as 
if  it  were  a  secret. 

There  is  something  strangely  winning  to  most 
women  in  that  offer  of  the  firm  arm:  the  help 
is  not  wanted  physically  at  that  moment,  but  the 
sense  of  help  —  the  presence  of  strength  that 
is  outside  them  and  yet  theirs  —  meets  a  con- 
tinual want  of  the  imagination.  Either  on  that 
ground  or  some  other,  Maggie  took  the  arm. 
And  they  walked  together  round  the  grass-plot 
and  under  the  drooping  green  of  the  laburnums, 
in  the  same  dim  dreamy  state  as  they  had 
been  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before;  only  that 
Stephen  had  had  the  look  he  longed  for,  without 
yet  perceiving  in  himself  the  symptoms  of  re- 
turning reasonableness,  and  Maggie  had  dart- 
ing thoughts  across  the  dimness.  How  came 
she  to  be  there,  —  why  had  she  come  out  ?  Not 
a  word  was  spoken.  If  it  had  been,  each 
would  have  been  less  intensely  conscious  of  the 
other. 

"  Take  care  of  this  step,"  said  Stephen,  at 
last. 

"  Oh,  I  will  go  in  now,"  said  Maggie,  feeling 
that  the  step  had  come  like  a  rescue.  "  Good- 
evening." 

In  an  instant  she  had  withdrawn  her  arm,  and 
was  running  back  to  the  house.  She  did  not  re- 
flect that  this  sudden  action  would  only  add  to 
the  embarrassing  recollections  of  the  last  half- 
hour.  She  had  no  thought  left  for  that.  She 
only  threw  herself  into  the  low  arm-chair,  and 
burst  into  tears. 
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"  Oh,  Philip,  PhiHp,  I  wish  we  were  together 
again  —  so  quietly  —  in  the  Red  Deeps." 

Stephen  looked  after  her  a  moment,  then  went 
on  to  the  boat,  and  was  soon  landed  at  the  wharf. 
He  spent  the  evening  in  the  billiard-room,  smok- 
ing one  cigar  after  another,  and  losing  "  lives  " 
at  pool.  But  he  would  not  leave  ojff.  He  was 
determined  not  to  think,  —  not  to  admit  any 
more  distinct  remembrance  than  was  urged 
upon  him  by  the  perpetual  presence  of  Maggie. 
He  was  looking  at  her,  and  she  was  on  his 
arm. 

But  there  came  the  necessity  of  walking  home 
in  the  cool  starlight,  and  with  it  the  necessity  of 
cursing  his  own  folly,  and  bitterly  determining 
that  he  would  never  trust  himself  alone  with 
Maggie  again.  It  was  all  madness:  he  was  in 
love,  thoroughly  attached  to  Lucy,  and  engaged, 

—  engaged  as  strongly  as  an  honourable  man 
need  be.  He  wished  he  had  never  seen  this  Mag- 
gie Tulliver,  to  be  thrown  into  a  fever  by  her  in 
this  way:  she  would  make  a  sweet,  strange, 
troublesome,  adorable  wife  to  some  man  or  other, 
but  he  would  never  have  chosen  her  himself. 
Did  she  feel  as  he  did?  He  hoped  she  did  — 
not.  He  ought  not  to  have  gone.  He  would 
master  himself  in  future.  He  would  make  him- 
self disagreeable  to  her,  —  quarrel  with  her 
perhaps.  Quarrel  with  her?  Was  it  possible  to 
quarrel  with  a  creature  who  had  such  eyes,  — 
defying  and  deprecating,  contradicting  and 
clinging,  imperious  and  beseeching,  —  full  of 
delicious  opposites  ?  To  see  such  a  creature  sub- 
dued by  love  for  one  would  be  a  lot  worth  having 

—  to  another  man. 
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There  was  a  muttered  exclamation  which 
ended  this  inward  sohloquy,  as  Stephen  threw 
away  the  end  of  his  last  cigar,  and,  thrusting 
his  hands  into  his  pockets,  stalked  along  at  a 
quieter  pace  through  the  shrubbery.  It  was  not 
of  a  benedictory  kind. 


CHAPTER    VII 

PHILIP   RE-ENTERS 


THE  next  morning  was  very  wet;  the  sort 
of  morning  on  which  male  neighbours 
who  have  no  imperative  occupation  at 
home  are  hkely  to  pay  their  fair  friends  an 
illimitable  visit.  The  rain,  which  has  been  en- 
durable enough  for  the  walk  or  ride  one  way,  is 
sure  to  become  so  heavy,  and  at  the  same  time 
so  certain  to  clear  up  by  and  by,  that  nothing 
but  an  open  quarrel  can  abbreviate  the  visit: 
latent  detestation  will  not  do  at  all.  And  if 
people  happen  to  be  lovers,  what  can  be  so  de- 
lightful, in  England,  as  a  rainy  morning?  Eng- 
lish sunshine  is  dubious;  bomiets  are  never 
quite  secure;  and  if  you  sit  down  on  the  grass, 
it  may  lead  to  catarrhs.  But  the  rain  is  to  be 
depended  on.  You  gallop  through  it  in  a  mack- 
intosh, and  presently  find  yourself  in  the  seat 
you  like  best,  —  a  little  above  or  a  little  below 
the  one  on  which  your  goddess  sits  (it  is  the 
same  thing  to  the  metaphysical  mind,  and  that 
is  the  reason  why  women  are  at  once  worshipped 
and  looked  down  upon) ,  with  a  satisfactory  con- 
fidence that  there  mil  be  no  lady-callers. 

"  Stephen  wall  come  earlier  this  morning,  I 
know,"  said  Lucy;  "he  always  does  when  it's 
rainy." 

Maggie  made  no  answer.  She  was  angry 
with  Stephen:    she  began  to  think  she  should 
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dislike  liirn;  and  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  rain, 
she  would  have  gone  to  her  aunt  Glegg's  this 
morning,  and  so  have  avoided  him  altogether. 
As  it  was,  she  must  find  some  reason  for  remain- 
ing out  of  the  room  with  her  mother. 

But  Stephen  did  not  come  earlier,  and  there 
was  another  visitor  —  a  nearer  neighbour  — 
who  preceded  him.  When  Philip  entered  the 
room,  he  was  going  merely  to  bow  to  Maggie, 
feeling  that  their  acquaintance  was  a  secret 
which  he  was  bound  not  to  betray;  but  when 
she  advanced  towards  him  and  23ut  out  her  hand, 
he  guessed  at  once  that  Lucy  had  been  taken 
into  her  confidence.  It  was  a  moment  of  some 
agitation  to  both,  though  Philip  had  spent  many 
hours  in  prej^aring  for  it;  but  like  all  persons 
who  have  passed  through  life  with  little  expecta- 
tion of  sympathy,  he  seldom  lost  his  self-control, 
and  shrank  with  the  most  sensitive  pride  from 
any  noticeable  betrayal  of  emotion.  A  little 
extra  paleness,  a  little  tension  of  the  nostril 
when  he  spoke,  and  the  voice  pitched  in  rather  a 
higher  key,  that  to  strangers  would  seem  ex- 
pressive of  cold  indifference,  were  all  the  signs 
Philip  usually  gave  of  an  inward  drama  that  was 
not  without  its  fierceness.  But  Maggie,  who 
had  little  more  power  of  concealing  the  impres- 
sions made  upon  her  than  if  she  had  been  con- 
structed of  musical  strings,  felt  her  eyes  getting 
larger  with  tears  as  they  took  each  other's  hands 
in  silence.  They  were  not  painful  tears:  they 
had  rather  something  of  the  same  origin  as  the 
tears  women  and  children  shed  when  they  have 
found  some  protection  to  cling  to,  and  look  back 
on  the  threatened  danger.     For  Philip,  who  a 
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little  while  ago  was  associated  continually  in 
Maggie's  mind  with  the  sense  that  Tom  might 
reproach  her  with  some  justice,  had  now,  in  this 
short  space,  become  a  sort  of  outward  conscience 
to  her,  that  she  might  fly  to  for  rescue  and 
strength.  Her  tranquil,  tender  affection  for 
Philip,  with  its  root  deep  down  in  her  childhood, 
and  its  memories  of  long  quiet  talk  confirming 
by  distinct  successive  impressions  the  first  in- 
stinctive bias,  —  the  fact  that  in  him  the  appeal 
was  more  strongly  to  her  pity  and  womanly 
devotedness  than  to  her  vanity  or  other  egoistic 
excitability  of  her  nature,  seemed  now  to  make 
a  sort  of  sacred  place,  a  sanctuary  where  she 
could  find  refuge  from  an  alluring  influence 
which  the  best  part  of  herself  must  resist,  which 
must  bring  horrible  tumult  within,  wretchedness 
without.  This  new  sense  of  her  relation  to 
Philip  nullified  the  anxious  scruples  she  would 
otherwise  have  felt,  lest  she  should  overstep  the 
limit  of  intercourse  with  him  that  Tom  would 
sanction ;  and  she  put  out  her  hand  to  him,  and 
felt  the  tears  in  her  eyes  without  any  conscious- 
ness of  an  inward  check.  The  scene  was  just 
what  Lucy  expected,  and  her  kind  heart  de- 
lighted in  bringing  Philip  and  Maggie  together 
again;  though,  even  with  all  her  regard  for 
Philip,  she  could  not  resist  the  impression  that 
her  cousin  Tom  had  some  excuse  for  feeling 
shocked  at  the  physical  incongruity  between  the 
tw^o,  —  a  prosaic  person  like  cousin  Tom,  who 
did  n't  like  poetry  and  fairy  tales.  But  she  be- 
gan to  speak  as  soon  as  possible,  to  set  them  at 
ease. 

"  This  was  very  good  and  virtuous  of  you," 

VOL.  IV.— 12 
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she  said,  in  her  pretty  treble,  like  the  low  con- 
versational notes  of  little  birds,  "  to  come  so 
soon  after  your  arrival.  And  as  it  is,  I  think  I 
will  pardon  you  for  running  away  in  an  inop- 
portune manner,  and  giving  your  friends  no 
notice.  Come  and  sit  down  here,"  she  went  on, 
placing  the  chair  that  would  suit  him  best,  "  and 
you  shall  find  yourself  treated  mercifully." 

"  You  will  never  govern  well.  Miss  Deane," 
said  Philip,  as  he  seated  himself,  "  because  no 
one  will  ever  believe  in  your  severity.  People 
will  always  encourage  themselves  in  misdemean- 
ours by  the  certainty  that  you  will  be  indulgent." 

Lucy  gave  some  playful  contradiction,  but 
Philip  did  not  hear  what  it  was,  for  he  had 
naturally  turned  towards  Maggie,  and  she  was 
looking  at  him  with  that  open,  affectionate 
scrutiny  which  we  give  to  a  friend  from  whom 
we  have  been  long  separated.  What  a  moment 
their  parting  had  been!  And  Philip  felt  as  if 
he  were  only  in  the  morrow  of  it.  He  felt  this 
so  keenly  —  with  such  intense,  detailed  remem- 
brance, —  ^vith  such  passionate  revival  of  all  that 
had  been  said  and  looked  in  their  last  conver- 
sation—  that  with  that  jealousy  and  distrust 
which  in  diffident  natures  is  almost  inevitably 
linked  with  a  strong  feeling,  he  thought  he  read 
in  INIaggie's  glance  and  manner  the  evidence  of 
a  change.  The  very  fact  that  he  feared  and  half 
expected  it,  would  be  sure  to  make  this  thought 
rush  in,  in  the  absence  of  positive  proof  to  the 
contrary. 

"  I  am  having  a  great  holiday,  am  I  not? " 
said  Maggie.  "  Lucy  is  like  a  fairy  godmother: 
she  has  turned  me  from  a  drudge  into  a  princess 
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in  no  time.  I  do  nothing  but  indulge  myself  all 
day  long,  and  she  always  finds  out  what  I  want 
before  1  know  it  myself." 

"  I  am  sure  she  is  the  happier  for  having  you, 
then,"  said  Philip.  "  You  must  be  better  than  a 
whole  menagerie  of  pets  to  her.  And  you  look 
well,  —  you  are  benefiting  by  the  change." 

Artificial  conversation  of  this  sort  went  on  a 
little  while,  till  Lucy,  determined  to  put  an  end 
to  it,  exclaimed,  with  a  good  imitation  of  annoy- 
ance, that  she  had  forgotten  something,  and  was 
quickly  out  of  the  room. 

In  a  moment  Maggie  and  Phihp  leaned  for- 
ward, and  the  hands  were  clasped  again,  with  a 
look  of  sad  contentment  like  that  of  friends  who 
meet  in  the  memory  of  recent  sorrow. 

"  I  told  my  brother  I  wished  to  see  you, 
Philip,  —  I  asked  him  to  release  me  from  my 
promise,  and  he  consented." 

Maggie,  in  her  impulsiveness,  wanted  Philip 
to  know  at  once  the  position  they  must  hold  to- 
wards each  other ;  but  she  checked  herself.  The 
things  that  had  happened  since  he  had  spoken 
of  his  love  for  her  were  so  painful  that  she  shrank 
from  being  the  first  to  allude  to  them.  It  seemed 
almost  like  an  injury  towards  Philip  even  to 
mention  her  brother,  —  her  brother  who  had  in- 
sulted him.  But  he  was  thinking  too  entirely 
of  her  to  be  sensitive  on  any  other  point  at  that 
moment. 

"  Then  we  can  at  least  be  friends,  Maggie? 
There  is  nothing  to  hinder  that  now?  " 

"  Will  not  your  father  object?  "  said  Maggie, 
withdrawing  her  hand. 

"  I  should  not  give  you  up  on  any  ground  but 
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your  own  wish,  Maggie,"  said  Philip,  colouring. 
"  There  are  points  on  which  I  should  always 
resist  my  father,  as  I  used  to  tell  you.  That  is 
one." 

"  Then  there  is  nothing  to  hinder  our  being 
friends,  Philip,  —  seeing  each  other  and  talking 
to  each  other  while  I  am  here;  I  shall  soon  go 
away  again.  I  me^n  to  go  very  soon,  —  to  a 
new  situation." 

"  Is  that  inevitable,  Maggie?  " 

"  Yes:  I  must  not  stay  here  long.  It  would 
untit  me  for  the  life  I  must  begin  again  at  last. 
I  can't  live  in  dependence,  - —  I  can't  live  with 
my  brother,  though  he  is  very  good  to  me.  He 
would  like  to  provide  for  me ;  but  that  would  be 
intolerable  to  me." 

Philip  was  silent  a  few  moments,  and  then 
said,  in  that  high,  feeble  voice  which  with  him 
indicated  the  resolute  suppression  of  emotion,  — 

"  Is  there  no  other  alternative,  JMaggie?  Is 
that  life,  away  from  those  who  love  you,  the  only 
one  you  will  allow  yourself  to  look  forward  to?  " 

"  Yes,  Philip,"  she  said,  looking  at  him  plead- 
ingly, as  if  she  entreated  him  to  believe  that  she 
was  compelled  to  this  course.  "  At  least,  as 
things  are;  I  don't  know  what  may  be  in  years 
to  come.  But  I  begin  to  think  there  can  never 
come  much  happiness  to  me  from  loving :  I  have 
always  had  so  much  pain  mingled  with  it.  I 
wish  I  could  make  myself  a  world  outside  it,  as 
men  do." 

"  Now  you  are  returning  to  your  old  thought 
in  a  new  form,  Maggie,  —  the  thought  I  used 
to  combat,"  said  Philip,  with  a  slight  tinge  of 
bitterness.     "  You  want  to  find  out  a  mode  of 
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renunciation  that  will  be  an  escape  from  pain. 
I  tell  you  again,  there  is  no  such  escape  possible 
except  by  perverting  or  mutilating  one's  nature. 
What  would  become  of  me,  if  I  tried  to  escape 
from  pain?  Scorn  and  cynicism  would  be  my 
only  opium;  unless  I  could  fall  into  some  kind 
of  conceited  madness,  and  fancy  myself  a  fav- 
ourite of  Heaven  because  I  am  not  a  favourite 
with  men." 

The  bitterness  had  taken  on  some  impetuosity 
as  Philip  went  on  speaking:  the  words  were 
evidently  an  outlet  for  some  immediate  feeling 
of  his  own,  as  well  as  an  answer  to  Maggie. 
There  was  a  j^ain  pressing  on  him  at  that  mo- 
ment. He  shrank  with  proud  delicacy  from 
the  faintest  allusion  to  the  words  of  love,  —  of 
plighted  love  that  had  passed  between  them.  It 
would  have  seemed  to  him  like  reminding  IMag- 
gie  of  a  promise:  it  would  have  had  for  him 
something  of  the  baseness  of  compulsion.  He 
could  not  dwell  on  the  fact  that  he  himself  had 
not  changed;  for  that  too  would  have  had  the 
air  of  an  appeal.  His  love  for  IMaggie  was 
stamped,  even  more  than  the  rest  of  his  experi- 
ence, with  the  exaggerated  sense  that  he  was  an 
exception,  —  that  she,  that  every  one,  saw^  him 
in  the  light  of  an  exception. 

But  Maggie  was  conscience-stricken. 

"  Yes,  Philip,"  she  said,  with  her  childish  con- 
trition when  he  used  to  chide  her,  "  you  are  right, 
I  know.  I  do  always  think  too  much  of  my  own 
feelings,  and  not  enough  of  others',  —  not 
enough  of  yours.  I  had  need  have  you  always 
to  find  fault  with  me  and  teach  me:  so  many 
things  have  come  true  that  you  used  to  tell  me." 
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Maggie  was  resting  her  elbow  on  the  table, 
leaning  her  head  on  her  hand  and  looking  at 
Philip  with  half-penitent  dependent  affection, 
as  she  said  this ;  while  he  was  returning  her  gaze 
with  an  expression  that,  to  her  consciousness, 
gradually  became  less  vague, — became  charged 
with  a  specific  recollection.  Had  his  mind  flown 
back  to  something  that  she  now  remembered,  — 
something  about  a  lover  of  Lucy's?  It  was  a 
thought  that  made  her  shudder;  it  gave  new 
definiteness  to  her  present  position,  and  to  the 
tendency  of  what  had  happened  the  evening  be- 
fore. She  moved  her  arm  from  the  table,  urged 
to  change  her  position  by  that  positive  physical 
oppression  at  the  heart  that  sometimes  accom- 
panies a  sudden  mental  pang. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  Maggie?  Has  some- 
thing happened?"  Philip  said,  in  inexpressible 
anxiety,  —  his  imagination  being  only  too  ready 
to  weave  everything  that  was  fatal  to  them 
both. 

"  No,  —  nothing,"  said  Maggie,  rousing  her 
latent  will.  Philip  must  not  have  that  odious 
thought  in  his  mind;  she  would  banish  it  from 
her  own.  "  Nothing,"  she  repeated,  "  except  in 
my  own  mind.  You  used  to  say  I  should  feel 
the  effect  of  my  starved  life,  as  you  called  it,  and 
I  do.  I  am  too  eager  in  my  enjoyment  of  music 
and  all  luxuries,  now  they  are  come  to  me." 

She  took  up  her  work  and  occupied  herself 
resolutely,  while  Philip  watched  her,  really  in 
doubt  whether  she  had  an}i:hing  more  than  this 
general  allusion  in  her  mind;  It  was  quite  in 
Maggie's  character  to  be  agitated  by  vague  self- 
reproach.     But  soon  there  came  a  violent  well- 
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known  ring  at  the  door-bell  resounding  through 
the  house. 

"  Oh,  what  a  startling  announcement!  "  said 
Maggie,  quite  mistress  of  herself,  though  not 
without  some  inward  flutter.  "  I  wonder  where 
Lucy  is." 

Lucy  had  not  been  deaf  to  the  signal,  and 
after  an  interval  long  enough  for  a  few  solicitous 
but  not  hurried  inquiries,  she  herself  ushered 
Stephen  in. 

"  Well,  old  fellow,"  he  said,  going  straight  up 
to  Philip  and  shaking  him  heartily  by  the  hand, 
bowing  to  Maggie  in  passing,  "  it 's  glorious  to 
have  you  back  again ;  only  I  wish  you  'd  conduct 
yourself  a  Ittle  less  like  a  sparrow  with  a  resi- 
dence on  the  house-top,  and  not  go  in  and  out 
constantly  without  letting  the  servants  know. 
This  is  about  the  twentieth  time  I  Ve  had  to 
scamper  up  those  countless  stairs  to  that  paint- 
ing-room of  yours,  all  to  no  purpose,  because 
your  people  thought  you  were  at  home.  Such 
incidents  embitter  friendship." 

"  I  've  so  few  visitors, — it  seems  hardly  w^orth 
while  to  leave  notice  of  my  exit  and  entrances," 
said  Philip,  feeling  rather  oppressed  just  then 
by  Stephen's  bright  strong  presence  and  strong 
voice. 

"  Ai'e  3^ou  quite  well  this  morning.  Miss  Tul- 
liver?"  said  Stephen,  turning  to  Maggie  with 
stiff  politeness,  and  putting  out  his  hand  with 
the  air  of  fulfilling  a  social  duty. 

Maggie  gave  the  tips  of  her  fingers,  and  said, 
"  Quite  well,  thank  you,"  in  a  tone  of  proud  in- 
difference. Philip's  eyes  were  watching  them 
keenly;  but  Lucy  was  used  to  seeing  variations 
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in  their  manner  to  each  other,  and  only  thought 
with  regret  that  there  was  some  natural  antip- 
athy which  every  now  and  then  surmounted  their 
mutual  good-will.  "  INIaggie  is  not  the  sort  of 
woman  Stephen  admires,  and  she  is  irritated  by 
something  in  him  which  she  interprets  as  con- 
ceit," was  the  silent  observation  that  accounted 
for  everything  to  guileless  Lucy.  Stephen  and 
Maggie  had  no  sooner  completed  this  studied 
greeting  than  each  felt  hurt  by  the  other's  cold- 
ness. And  Stephen,  while  rattling  on  in  ques- 
tions to  Philip  about  his  recent  sketching- 
expedition,  was  thinking  all  the  more  about 
Maggie  because  he  was  not  drawing  her  into  the 
conversation  as  he  had  invariably  done  before. 
"  Maggie  and  Philip  are  not  looking  happy," 
thought  Lucy:  "this  first  interview  has  been 
saddening  to  them." 

"  I  think  we  people  who  have  not  been  gallop- 
ing," she  said  to  Stej^hen,  "  are  all  a  little 
damped  by  the  rain.  Let  us  have  some  music. 
We  ought  to  take  advantage  of  having  Philip 
and  you  together.  Give  us  the  duet  in  '  IMasani- 
ello : '  JNIaggie  has  not  heard  that,  and  I  know  it 
will  suit  her." 

"  Come  then,"  said  Stephen,  going  towards 
the  piano,  and  giving  a  foretaste  of  the  tune  in 
his  deep  "  brum-brum,"  very  pleasant  to  hear. 

"  You,  please,  Phihp,  —  you  play  the  accom- 
paniment," said  Lucy,  "  and  then  I  can  go  on 
with  my  work.  You  will  like  to  play,  sha'n't 
3^ou  ?  "  she  added,  with  a  pretty  inquiring  look, 
anxious,  as  usual,  lest  she  should  have  proposed 
what  was  not  pleasant  to  another,  but  with 
yearnings  towards  her  unfinished  embroidery. 
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Philip  had  brightened  at  the  proposition,  for 
there  is  no  feehng,  perhaps,  except  the  extremes 
of  fear  and  grief,  that  does  not  find  rehef  in 
music,  —  that  does  not  make  a  man  sing  or  play 
the  better;  and  Philip  had  an  abundance  of 
pent-up  feeling  at  this  moment,  as  complex  as 
any  trio  or  quartet  that  was  ever  meant  to  ex- 
press love  and  jealousy,  and  resignation  and 
fierce  suspicion,  all  at  the  same  time. 

"  Oh  j'Cs,"  he  said,  seating  himself  at  the 
piano,  "  it  is  a  way  of  eking  out  one's  imperfect 
life  and  being  three  people  at  once  —  to  sing 
and  make  the  piano  sing,  and  hear  them  both  all 
the  while  —  or  else  to  sing  and  paint." 

"  Ah,  there  you  are  an  enviable  fellow.  I  can 
do  nothing  \vdth  my  hands,"  said  Stephen. 
"  That  has  generally  been  observed  in  men  of 
great  administrative  capacity,  I  believe.  A 
tendency  to  predominance  of  the  reflective 
powers  in  me !  —  have  n't  you  observed  that, 
Miss  Tulliver?" 

Stephen  had  fallen  by  mistake  into  his  habit 
of  playful  appeal  to  JNIaggie,  and  she  could  not 
repress  the  answering  flush  and  epigram. 

"  I  have  observed  a  tendency  to  predomi- 
nance," she  said,  smihng;  and  Philip  at  that 
moment  devoutly  hoped  that  she  found  the  ten- 
dency disagreeable. 

"Come,  come,"  said  Lucy;  "music,  music! 
We  will  discuss  each  other's  qualities  another 
time." 

INIaggie  always  tried  in  vain  to  go  on  with  her 
work  when  music  began.  She  tried  harder  than 
ever  to-day ;  for  the  thought  that  Stephen  knew 
how  much  she  cared  for  his  singing  was  one  that 
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no  longer  roused  a  merely  playful  resistance; 
and  she  knew,  too,  that  it  was  his  habit  always 
to  stand  so  that  he  could  look  at  her.  But  it  was 
of  no  use:  she  soon  threw  her  work  down,  and 
all  her  intentions  were  lost  in  the  vague  state  of 
emotion  produced  by  the  inspiring  duet,  — 
emotion  that  seemed  to  make  her  at  once  strong 
and  weak,  —  strong  for  all  enjoyment,  weak 
for  all  resistance.  When  the  strain  passed  into 
the  minor,  she  half  started  from  her  seat  with 
the  sudden  thrill  of  that  change.  Poor  Maggie! 
She  looked  very  beautiful  when  her  soul  was 
being  played  on  in  this  way  by  the  inexorable 
power  of  sound.  You  might  have  seen  the 
slightest  perceptible  quivering  through  her 
whole  frame  as  she  leaned  a  little  forward, 
clasping  her  hands  as  if  to  steady  herself ;  while 
her  eyes  dilated  and  brightened  into  that  wide- 
open,  childish  expression  of  wondering  delight 
which  always  came  back  in  her  happiest  mo- 
ments. Lucy,  who  at  other  times  had  always 
been  at  the  piano  when  Maggie  was  looking  in 
this  way,  could  not  resist  the  impulse  to  steal  up 
to  her  and  kiss  her.  Philip,  too,  caught  a 
glimpse  of  her  now  and  then  round  the  open 
book  on  the  desk,  and  felt  that  he  had  never  be- 
fore seen  her  under  so  strong  an  influence. 

"  More,  more!  "  said  Lucy,  when  the  duet  had 
been  encored.  "  Something  spirited  again. 
Maggie  always  says  she  likes  a  great  rush  of 
sound." 

"  It  must  be  '  Let  us  take  the  road,'  then," 
said  Stephen,  —  "  so  suitable  for  a  wet  morning. 
But  are  you  prepared  to  abandon  the  most  sa- 
cred duties  of  life,  and  come  and  sing  with  us?  ", 
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"  Oh  yes,"  said  Lucy,  laughing.  "  If  you 
will  look  out  the  '  Beggar's  Opera  '  from  the 
large  canterbury.     It  has  a  dingy  cover." 

"  That  is  a  great  clew,  considering  there  are 
about  a  score  covers  here  of  rival  dinginess," 
said  Stephen,  drawing  out  the  canterbury. 

"  Oh,  play  something  the  while,  Philip,"  said 
Lucy,  noticing  that  his  fingers  were  wander- 
ing over  the  keys.  "  What  is  that  you  are 
falhng  into?  —  something  dehcious  that  I  don't 
know." 

"  Don't  you  know  that? "  said  Philip,  bring- 
ing out  the  tune  more  definitely.  "  It 's  from 
the  '  Sonnambula  '  —  '  Ah !  perche  non  posso 
odiarti.'  I  don't  know  the  opera,  but  it  appears 
the  tenor  is  telling  the  heroine  that  he  shall  al- 
ways love  her  though  she  may  forsake  him. 
You  've  heard  me  sing  it  to  the  Enghsh  words, 
'  I  love  thee  still.'  " 

It  was  not  quite  unintentionally  that  Philip 
had  wandered  into  this  song,  which  might  be  an 
indirect  expression  to  Maggie  of  what  he  could 
not  prevail  on  himself  to  say  to  her  directly. 
Her  ears  had  been  open  to  what  he  was  saying, 
and  when  he  began  to  sing,  she  understood  the 
plaintive  passion  of  the  music.  That  pleading 
tenor  had  no  very  fine  qualities  as  a  voice,  but 
it  was  not  quite  new  to  her:  it  had  sung  to 
her  by  snatches,  in  a  subdued  way,  among  the 
grassy  walks  and  hollows,  and  underneath  the 
leaning  ash-tree  in  the  Red  Deeps.  There 
seemed  to  be  some  reproach  in  the  words,  —  did 
Philip  mean  that?  She  wished  she  had  assured 
him  more  distinctly  in  their  conversation  that  she 
desired  not  to  renew  the  hope  of  love  between 
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them,  only  because  it  clashed  with  her  inevitable 
circumstances.  She  was  touched,  not  thrilled  by 
the  song:  it  suggested  distinct  memories  and 
thoughts,  and  brought  quiet  regret  in  the  place 
of  excitement. 

"  That 's  the  way  with  you  tenors,"  said  Ste- 
phen, who  was  waiting  with  music  in  his  hand 
while  Philip  finished  the  song.  "  You  demoral- 
ize the  fair  sex  by  warbling  your  sentimental 
love  and  constancy  under  all  sorts  of  vile  treat- 
ment. Nothing  short  of  having  your  heads 
served  up  in  a  dish  like  that  mediaeval  tenor  or 
troubadour,  would  prevent  you  from  expressing 
your  entire  resignation.  I  must  administer  an 
antidote,  while  Miss  Deane  prepares  to  tear  her- 
self away  from  her  bobbins." 

Stephen  rolled  out,  with  saucy  energy,  — 

"  Shall  I,  wasting  in  despair, 
Die  because  a  woman  's  fair?  " 

and  seemed  to  make  all  tlie  air  in  the  room  alive 
with  a  new  influence.  Lucy,  always  proud  of 
what  Stephen  did,  went  to^vards  the  piano  with 
laughing,  admiring  looks  at  him;  and  Maggie, 
in  spite  of  her  resistance  to  the  spirit  of  the  song 
and  to  the  singer,  was  taken  hold  of  and  shaken 
by  the  invisible  influence,  —  was  borne  along  by 
a  wave  too  strong  for  her. 

But,  angrily  resolved  not  to  betray  herself, 
she  seized  her  work,  and  went  on  making  false 
stitches  and  pricking  her  fingers  with  much  per- 
severance, not  looking  up  or  taking  notice  of 
w^hat  was  going  forward,  until  all  the  three 
voices  united  in  "  Let  us  take  the  road." 
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I  am  afraid  there  would  have  been  a  subtle, 
stealing"  gratification  in  her  mind  if  she  had 
known  how  entirely  this  saucy,  defiant  Stephen 
was  occupied  with  her:  how  he  was  passing 
rapidly  from  a  determination  to  treat  her  with 
ostentatious  indifference  to  an  irritating  desire 
for  some  sign  of  inclination  from  her,  —  some 
interchange  of  subdued  word  or  look  with  her. 
It  was  not  long  before  he  found  an  opportunity, 
when  they  had  passed  to  the  music  of  "  The 
Tempest."  Maggie,  feeling  the  need  of  a  foot- 
stool, was  walking  across  the  room  to  get  one, 
when  Stephen,  who  was  not  singing  just  then, 
and  was  conscious  of  all  her  movements,  guessed 
her  want,  and  flew  to  anticipate  her,  lifting  the 
footstool  M'ith  an  entreating  look  at  her  which 
made  it  impossible  not  to  return  a  g"lance  of 
gratitude.  And  then,  to  have  the  footstool 
placed  carefully  by  a  too  self-confident  person- 
age, —  not  any  self-confident  personage,  but 
one  in  particular,  who  suddenly  looks  humble 
and  anxious,  and  lingers,  bending  still,  to  ask 
if  there  is  not  some  draught  in  that  position  be- 
tween the  window  and  the  fireplace,  and  if  he 
may  not  be  allowed  to  move  the  work-table  for 
her,  —  these  things  will  summon  a  little  of  the 
too  ready,  traitorous  tenderness  into  a  woman's 
eyes,  compelled  as  she  is  in  her  girlish  time  to 
learn  her  life-lessons  in  very  trivial  language. 
And  to  Maggie  such  things  had  not  been  every- 
day incidents,  but  were  a  new  element  in  her  life, 
and  found  her  keen  appetite  for  homage  quite 
fresh.  That  tone  of  gentle  solicitude  obliq-ed 
her  to  look  at  the  face  that  was  bent  towards  her, 
and  to  say,  "  No,  thank  you ;  "  and  nothing  could 
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prevent  that  mutual  glance  from  being  delicious 
to  both^  as  it  had  been  the  evening  before. 

It  was  but  an  ordinary  act  of  politeness  in 
Stephen ;  it  had  hardly  taken  two  minutes ;  and 
Lucy,  who  was  singing,  scarcely  noticed  it.  But 
to  Philip's  mind,  filled  already  with  a  vague 
anxiety  that  was  likely  to  find  a  definite  ground 
for  itself  in  any  trivial  incident,  this  sudden 
eagerness  in  Stephen,  and  the  change  in  Mag- 
gie's face,  which  was  plainly  reflecting  a  beam 
from  his,  seemed  so  strong  a  contrast  with  the 
previous  overwrought  signs  of  indifference  as 
to  be  charged  with  painful  meaning.  Stephen's 
voice,  pouring  in  again,  jarred  upon  his  nervous 
susceptibility  as  if  it  had  been  the  clang  of  sheet- 
iron,  and  he  felt  inclined  to  make  the  piano 
shriek  in  utter  discord.  He  had  really  seen  no 
communicable  ground  for  suspecting  any  un- 
usual feeling  between  Stephen  and  Maggie: 
his  own  reason  told  him  so,  and  he  wanted  to  go 
home  at  once  that  he  might  reflect  coolly  on 
these  false  images,  till  he  had  convinced  himself 
of  their  nullity.  But  then,  again,  he  wanted  to 
stay  as  long  as  Stephen  stayed,  —  always  to  be 
present  when  Stephen  was  present  with  Maggie. 
It  seemed  to  poor  Philip  so  natural,  nay,  inevi- 
table, that  any  man  who  was  near  Maggie  should 
fall  in  love  with  her!  There  was  no  promise  of 
happiness  for  her  if  she  were  beguiled  into  lov- 
ing Stephen  Guest;  and  this  thought  embold- 
ened Philip  to  view  his  own  love  for  her  in  the 
light  of  a  less  unequal  offering.  He  was  begin- 
ning to  play  very  falsely  under  this  deafening 
inward  tumult,  and  Lucy  was  looking  at  him 
in  astonishment,  when  Mrs.  TuUiver's  entrance 
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to  summon  them  to  lunch  came  as  an  excuse  for 
abruptly  breaking  off  the  music. 

"Ah,  Mr.  Philip!"  said  Mr.  Deane,  when 
they  entered  the  dining-room,  "  I  've  not  seen 
you  for  a  long  while.  Your  father  's  not  at 
home,  I  think,  is  he?  I  went  after  him  to  the 
office  the  other  day,  and  they  said  he  was  out  of 
town." 

"  Pie  's  been  to  Mudport  on  business  for  sev- 
eral days,"  said  Philip ;  "  but  he  's  come  back 
now." 

"  As  fond  of  his  farming  hobby  as  ever,  eh?  " 

"  I  believe  so,"  said  Philip,  rather  wonder- 
ing at  this  sudden  interest  in  his  father's  pur- 
suits. 

"  Ah!  "  said  Mr.  Deane,  "  he  's  got  some  land 
in  his  own  hands  on  this  side  the  river  as  well  as 
the  other,  I  think?" 

"  Yes,  he  has." 

"  All!  "  continued  Mr.  Deane,  as  he  dispensed 
the  pigeon-pie,  "  he  must  find  farming  a  hea\y 
item,  - —  an  expensive  hobby.  I  never  had  a 
hobby  myself,  —  never  would  give  in  to  that. 
And  the  worst  of  all  hobbies  are  those  that 
people  think  they  can  get  money  at.  They  shoot 
their  money  down  like  corn  out  of  a  sack  then." 

Lucy  felt  a  little  nervous  under  her  father's 
apparently  gratuitous  criticism  of  Mr.  Wakem's 
expenditure.  But  it  ceased  there,  and  Mr. 
Deane  became  unusually  silent  and  meditative 
during  his  luncheon.  Lucy,  accustomed  to 
watch  all  indications  in  her  father,  and  having 
reasons,  which  had  recently  become  strong,  for 
an  extra  interest  in  what  referred  to  the 
Wakems,  felt  an  unusual  curiosity  to  know  what 
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had  prompted  her  father's  questions.  His  sub- 
sequent silence  made  her  suspect  there  had  been 
some  special  reason  for  them  in  his  mind. 

With  this  idea  in  her  head,  she  resorted  to  her 
usual  plan  when  she  wanted  to  tell  or  ask  her 
father  anything-  particular:  she  found  a  reason 
for  her  aunt  Tulliver  to  leave  the  dining-room 
after  dinner,  and  seated  herself  on  a  small  stool 
at  her  father's  knee.  ISIr.  Deane,  under  those 
circumstances,  considered  that  he  tasted  some 
of  the  most  agreeable  moments  his  merits  had 
purchased  him  in  life,  notwithstanding  that 
Lucy,  disliking  to  have  her  hair  powdered  with 
snuff,  usually  began  by  mastering  his  snuff-box 
on  such  occasions. 

"  You  don't  want  to  go  to  sleep  yet,  papa,  do 
you?  "  she  said,  as  she  brought  up  her  stool  and 
opened  the  large  fingers  that  clutched  the  snuff- 
box. 

"  Not  yet,"  said  Mr.  Deane,  glancing  at  the 
reward  of  merit  in  the  decanter.  "  But  M^iat  do 
you  want?  "  he  added,  pinching  the  dimpled  chin 
fondly.  "  To  coax  some  more  sovereigns  out  of 
my  pocket  for  your  bazaar?    Eh?  " 

"  No,  I  have  no  base  motives  at  all  to-day.  I 
only  want  to  talk,  not  to  beg.  I  want  to  know 
what  made  you  ask  Philip  Wakem  about  his 
father's  farming  to-day,  papa?  It  seemed  rather 
odd,  because  you  never  hardly  say  anything  to 
him  about  his  father;  and  why  should  you  care 
about  Mr.  Wakem's  losing  money  by  his 
hobby?" 

"  Something  to  do  with  business,"  said  Mr. 
Deane,  waving  his  hands,  as  if  to  repel  intrusion 
into  that  mystery. 
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"  But,  papa,  you  always  say  Mr.  Wakem  has 
brought  Phihp  up  hke  a  girl:  how  came  you 
to  think  you  should  get  any  business  knowl- 
edge out  of  him?  Those  abrupt  questions 
sounded  rather  oddly.  Philip  thought  them 
queer." 

"Nonsense,  child!"  said  ]Mr.  Deane,  willing 
to  justify  his  social  demeanour,  with  which  he 
had  taken  some  pains  in  his  upward  progress. 
"  There  's  a  report  that  Wakem's  mill  and  farm 
on  the  other  side  of  the  river,  —  Dorlcote  INIill, 
your  uncle  TuUiver's,  you  know,  —  is  n't  answer- 
ing so  well  as  it  did.  I  wanted  to  see  if  your 
friend  Philip  would  let  anything  out  about  his 
father's  being  tired  of  farming." 

"  Why?  Would  you  buy  the  mill,  papa,  if  he 
would  part  with  it?  "  said  Lucy,  eagerly.  "  Oh, 
tell  me  everything,  —  here,  you  shall  have  your 
snuff-box  if  you  '11  tell  me.  Because  Maggie 
says  all  their  hearts  are  set  on  Tom's  getting 
back  the  mill  some  time.  It  was  one  of  the  last 
things  her  father  said  to  Tom,  that  he  must  get 
back  the  mill." 

"Hush,  you  little  puss!"  said  Mr.  Deane, 
availing  himself  of  the  restored  snuff-box. 
"  You  must  not  say  a  word  about  this  thing,  — 
do  you  hear?  There  's  very  little  chance  of  their 
getting  the  mill,  or  of  anybody  's  getting  it  out 
of  Wakem's  hands.  And  if  he  knew  that 
we  wanted  it  with  a  view  to  the  Tullivers  get- 
ting it  again,  he  'd  be  the  less  likely  to  part  with 
it.  It 's  natural,  after  what  happened.  He 
behaved  well  enough  to  Tulliver  before;  but  a 
horsewhipping  is  not  likely  to  be  paid  for  with 
sugar-plums." 

VOL.  rv.— 13 
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"  Now,  papa,"  said  Lucy,  with  a  little  air  of 
solemnity,  "  will  you  trust  me?  You  must  not 
ask  me  all  my  reasons  for  what  I  'm  going  to 
say,  —  but  I  have  very  strong  reasons.  And 
I  'm  very  cautious,  —  I  am,  indeed." 

"  Well,  let  us  hear." 

"  Why,  I  believe,  if  you  will  let  me  take  Philip 
Wakem  into  our  confidence,  —  let  me  tell  him 
all  about  your  wish  to  buy,  and  what  it 's  for,  — 
that  my  cousins  wish  to  have  it,  and  why  they 
wish  to  have  it,  —  I  believe  Philip  would  help 
to  bring  it  about.  I  know  he  would  desire  to  do 
it." 

"  I  don't  see  how  that  can  be,  child,"  said 
Mr.  Deane,  looking  puzzled.  "  Why  should  he 
care?"  —  then,  with  a  sudden  penetrating  look 
at  his  daughter,  "  You  don't  think  the  poor  lad  's 
fond  of  you,  and  so  you  can  make  him  do  what 
you  like?"  (Mr.  Deane  felt  quite  safe  about 
his  daughter's  affections.) 

"  No,  papa;  he  cares  very  little  about  me,  — 
not  so  much  as  I  care  about  him.  But  I  have 
a  reason  for  being  quite  sure  of  what  I  say. 
Don't  you  ask  me.  And  if  you  ever  guess,  don't 
tell  me.  Only  give  me  leave  to  do  as  I  think  fit 
about  it." 

Lucy  rose  from  her  stool  to  seat  herself  on  her 
father's  knee,  and  kissed  him  with  that  last 
request. 

"  Are  you  sure  you  won't  do  mischief,  now?  " 
he  said,  looking  at  her  with  delight. 

"  Yes,  papa,  quite  sure.  I'm  very  wise;  I've 
got  all  your  business  talents.  Did  n't  you  ad- 
mire mv  account-book,  now,  when  I  showed  it 

you?"^ 
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"  Well,  well,  if  this  youngster  will  keep  his 
counsel,  there  won't  be  much  harm  done.  And 
to  tell  the  truth,  I  think  there  's  not  much  chance 
for  us  any  other  way.  Now,  let  me  go  off  to 
sleep." 


CHAPTER   VIII 

WAKEM   IN   A   NEW   LIGHT 


BEFORE  three  days  had  passed  after  the 
I  conversation  j^ou  have  just  overheard  be- 
tween Lucy  and  her  father,  she  had  con- 
trived to  have  a  private  interview  with  PhiHp 
during  a  visit  of  ^laggie's  to  her  aunt  Glegg. 
For  a  day  and  a  night  Phihj)  turned  over  in  his 
mind  with  restless  agitation  all  that  Lucy  had 
told  him  in  that  interview,  till  he  had  thoroughly 
resolved  on  a  course  of  action.  He  thought  he 
saw  before  him  now  a  possibility  of  altering  his 
position  with  respect  to  Maggie,  and  removing 
at  least  one  obstacle  between  them.  He  laid  his 
plan  and  calculated  all  his  moves  with  the  fervid 
deliberation  of  a  chess-player  in  the  days  of  his 
first  ardour,  and  was  amazed  himself  at  his  sud- 
den genius  as  a  tactician.  His  plan  was  as 
bold  as  it  was  thoroughly  calculated.  Having 
watched  for  a  moment  when  his  father  had 
nothing  more  urgent  on  his  hands  than  the  news- 
paper, he  went  behind  him,  laid  a  hand  on  his 
shoulder,  and  said,  — 

"  Father,  will  you  come  up  into  my  sanctum, 
and  look  at  my  new  sketches?  I  've  arranged 
them  now." 

"  I  'm  getting  terribly  stiff  in  the  joints,  Phil, 
for  climbing  those  stairs  of  yours,"  said  Wakem, 
looking  kindly  at  his  son  as  he  laid  down  his 
paper.     "  But  come  along,  then." 
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"  This  is  a  nice  place  for  you,  is  n't  it,  Phil?  — 
a  capital  light  that  from  the  roof,  eh?  "  was,  as 
usual,  the  first  thing  he  said  on  entering  the 
painting-room.  He  liked  to  remind  himself  and 
his  son  too  that  his  fatherly  indulgence  had  pro- 
vided the  accommodation.  He  had  been  a  good 
father.  Emily  would  have  nothing  to  reproach 
him  with  there,  if  she  came  back  again  from  her 
grave. 

"  Come,  come,"  he  said,  putting  his  double 
eyeglass  over  his  nose,  and  seating  himself  to 
take  a  general  view  while  he  rested,  "  you  've  got 
a  famous  show  here.  Upon  my  word,  I  don't 
see  that  your  things  are  n't  as  good  as  that  Lon- 
don artist's  —  what 's  his  name  —  that  Leyburn 
gave  so  much  money  for." 

Philip  shook  his  head  and  smiled.  He  had 
seated  himself  on  his  painting-stool,  and  had 
taken  a  lead-pencil  in  his  hand,  with  which  he 
was  making  strong  marks  to  counteract  the 
sense  of  tremulousness.  He  watched  his  father 
get  up,  and  walk  slowly  round,  good-naturedly 
dwelling  on  the  pictures  much  longer  than  his 
amount  of  genuine  taste  for  landscape  would 
have  prompted,  till  he  stopped  before  a  stand  on 
which  two  pictures  were  placed,  —  one  much 
larger  than  the  other,  —  the  smaller  one  in  a 
leather  case. 

"Bless  me!  what  have  you  here?"  said 
Wakem,  startled  by  a  sudden  transition  from 
landscape  to  portrait.  "  I  thought  you  'd  left 
off  figures.    Who  are  these?  " 

"  They  are  the  same  person,"  said  Philip,  with 
calm  promptness,  "  at  difi^erent  ages." 

"And  what  person?"  said  Wakem,  sharply 
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fixing  his  eyes  with  a  growing  look  of  suspicion 
on  the  larger  picture. 

"  Miss  Tulliver.  The  small  one  is  something 
hke  what  she  was  when  I  was  at  school  with  her 
brother  at  King's  Lorton ;  the  larger  one  is  not 
quite  so  good  a  likeness  of  what  she  was  when 
I  came  from  abroad." 

Wakem  turned  round  fiercely,  with  a  flushed 
face,  letting  his  eye-glass  fall,  and  looking  at  his 
son  with  a  savage  expression  for  a  moment,  as  if 
he  was  ready  to  strike  that  daring  feebleness 
from  the  stool.  But  he  threw  himself  into  the 
arm-chair  again,  and  thrust  his  hands  into  his 
trouser-pockets,  still  looking  angrily  at  his  son, 
however.  Philip  did  not  return  the  look,  but 
sat  quietly  watching  the  point  of  his  pencil. 

"  And  do  you  mean  to  say,  then,  that  you 
have  had  any  acquaintance  with  her  since  you 
came  from  abroad?  "  said  Wakem,  at  last,  with 
that  vain  effort  which  rage  always  makes  to 
throw  as  much  punishment  as  it  desires  to  inflict 
into  words  and  tones,  since  blows  are  forbidden. 

"  Yes:  I  saw  a  great  deal  of  her  for  a  whole 
year  before  her  father's  death.  We  met  often  in 
that  thicket,  —  the  Red  Deeps,  —  near  Dorl- 
cote  INIill.  I  love  her  dearly :  I  shall  never  love 
any  other  woman.  I  have  thought  of  her  ever 
since  she  was  a  little  girl." 

"Go  on,  sir!  —  and  you  have  corresponded 
with  her  all  this  while? " 

"  No.  I  never  told  her  I  loved  her  till  just 
before  we  parted,  and  she  promised  her  brother 
not  to  see  me  again  or  to  correspond  with  me. 
I  am  not  sure  that  she  loves  me,  or  would  consent 
to  marrv  me.     But  if  she  would  consent,  —  if 
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she  did  love  me  well  enough,  —  I  should  marry 
her." 

"  And  this  is  the  return  you  make  me  for  all 
the  indulgences  I've  heaped  on  you?"  said 
Wakem,  getting  white,  and  beginning  to 
tremble  under  an  enraged  sense  of  impotence 
before  PhiHp's  calm  defiance  and  concentration 
of  purpose. 

"  No,  father,"  said  Philip,  looking  up  at  him 
for  the  first  time;  "  I  don't  regard  it  as  a  return. 
You  have  been  an  indulgent  father  to  me;  but 
I  have  always  felt  that  it  was  because  you  had 
an  affectionate  wish  to  give  me  as  much  happi- 
ness as  my  unfortunate  lot  would  admit  of,  — 
not  that  it  was  a  debt  you  expected  me  to  pay 
by  sacrificing  all  my  chances  of  happiness  to 
satisfy  feelings  of  yours,  which  I  can  never 
share." 

"  I  think  most  sons  would  share  their  father's 
feelings  in  this  case,"  said  Wakem,  bitterly. 
"  The  girl's  father  was  an  ignorant  mad  brute, 
who  was  within  an  inch  of  murdering  me.  The 
whole  town  knows  it.  And  the  brother  is  just 
as  insolent,  only  in  a  cooler  way.  He  forbade 
her  seeing  you,  you  say ;  he  '11  break  every  bone 
in  your  body,  for  your  greater  happiness,  if  you 
don't  take  care.  But  you  seem  to  have  made  up 
your  mind :  you  have  counted  the  consequences, 
I  suppose.  Of  course  you  are  independent  of 
me:  you  can  marry  this  girl  to-morrow,  if  you 
like :  you  are  a  man  of  five-and-twenty,  —  you 
can  go  your  way,  and  I  can  go  mine.  We  need 
have  no  more  to  do  with  each  other." 

Wakem  rose  and  walked  towards  the  door, 
but  something  held  him  back,  and  instead  of 
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leaving  the  room,  he  walked  up  and  down  it. 
Philip  was  slow  to  reply,  and  when  he  spoke,  his 
tone  had  a  more  incisive  quietness  and  clearness 
than  ever. 

"  No :  I  can't  marry  ]\Iiss  Tulliver,  even  if  she 
would  have  me,  —  if  I  have  only  my  own  re- 
sources to  maintain  her  with.  I  have  been 
brought  up  to  no  profession.  I  can't  offer  her 
poverty  as  well  as  deformity." 

"  Ah,  there  is  a  reason  for  your  clinging  to 
me,  doubtless,"  said  Wakem,  still  bitterly, 
though  Philip's  last  words  had  given  him  a 
pang :  they  had  stirred  a  feeling  which  had  been 
a  habit  for  a  quarter  of  a  century.  He  threw 
himself  into  the  chair  again. 

"  I  expected  all  this,"  said  Philip.  "  I  know 
these  scenes  are  often  happening  between  father 
and  son.  If  I  were  like  other  men  of  my  age, 
I  might  answer  your  angry  words  by  still  an- 
grier, —  we  might  part,  —  I  should  marry  the 
woman  I  love,  and  have  a  chance  of  being  as 
happy  as  the  rest.  But  if  it  will  be  a  satisfaction 
to  you  to  annihilate  the  very  object  of  every- 
thing you  've  done  for  me,  you  have  an  advan- 
tage over  most  fathers :  you  can  completely  de- 
prive me  of  the  only  thing  that  would  make  my 
life  worth  having." 

Philip  paused,  but  his  father  was  silent. 

"  You  know  best  what  satisfaction  you  would 
have,  beyond  that  of  gratifying  a  ridiculous  ran- 
cour worthy  only  of  wandering  savages." 

"Ridiculous  rancour!"  Wakem  burst  out. 
"  What  do  you  mean?  Damn  it!  is  a  man  to  be 
horsewhipped  by  a  boor  and  love  him  for  it? 
Besides,  there  's  that  cold,  proud  devil  of  a  son,. 
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who  said  a  word  to  me  I  shall  not  forget  when 
we  had  the  settling.  He  would  be  as  pleasant 
a  mark  for  a  bullet  as  I  know,  —  if  he  were 
worth  the  expense." 

"  I  don't  mean  your  resentment  towards 
them,"  said  Philip,  who  had  his  reasons  for  some 
sympathy  with  this  view  of  Tom,  "  though  a 
feeling  of  revenge  is  not  worth  much,  that  you 
should,  care  to  keep  it.  I  mean  your  extending 
the  enmity  to  a  helpless  girl,  who  has  too  much 
sense  and  goodness  to  share  their  narrow  preju- 
dices. She  has  never  entered  into  the  family 
quarrels." 

"  What  does  that  signify?  We  don't  ask  what 
a  woman  does,  —  we  ask  whom  she  belongs  to. 
It 's  altogether  a  degrading  thing  to  you,  —  to 
think  of  marrying  old  Tulliver's  daughter." 

For  the  first  time  in  the  dialogue,  Philip 
lost  some  of  his  self-control,  and  coloured  with 
anger. 

"  Miss  Tulliver,"  he  said,  with  bitter  incisive- 
ness,  "  has  the  only  grounds  of  rank  that  any- 
thing but  vulgar  folly  can  suppose  to  belong  to 
the  middle  class :  she  is  thoroughly  refined,  and 
her  friends,  whatever  else  they  may  be,  are  re- 
spected for  irreproachable  honour  and  integrity. 
All  St.  Ogg's,  I  fancy,  would  pronounce  her  to 
be  more  than  my  equal." 

Wakem  darted  a  glance  of  fierce  question  at 
his  son ;  but  Philip  was  not  looking  at  him,  and 
with  a  certain  penitent  consciousness  went  on,  in 
a  few  moments,  as  if  in  amplification  of  his  last 
words,  — 

"  Find  a  single  person  in  St.  Ogg's  M^ho  will 
not  tell  you  that  a  beautiful  creature  like  her 
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would  be  throwing  herself  away  on  a  pitiable 
object  like  me." 

"Not  she!"  said  Wakem,  rising  again,  and 
forgetting  everything  else  in  a  burst  of  resentful 
pride,  half  fatherly,  half  personal.  "  It  would 
be  a  deuced  fine  match  for  her.  It 's  all  stuff 
about  an  accidental  deformity,  when  a  girl 's 
really  attached  to  a  man." 

"  But  girls  are  not  apt  to  get  attached  under 
those  circumstances,"  said  Philip. 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Wakem,  rather  brutally, 
trying  to  recover  his  previous  position,  "  if  she 
does  n't  care  for  you,  you  might  have  spared 
yourself  the  trouble  of  talking  to  me  about  her, 
—  and  you  might  have  spared  me  the  trouble  of 
refusing  my  consent  to  what  was  never  likely  to 
happen." 

Wakem  strode  to  the  door,  and,  without  look- 
ing round  again,  banged  it  after  him. 

Philip  was  not  without  confidence  that  his 
father  would  be  ultimately  wrought  upon  as  he 
had  expected,  by  what  had  passed;  but  the  scene 
had  jarred  upon  his  nerves,  which  were  as  sen- 
sitive as  a  woman's.  He  determined  not  to  go 
down  to  dinner :  he  could  n't  meet  his  father 
again  that  day.  It  was  Wakem's  habit,  when 
he  had  no  company  at  home,  to  go  out  in  the 
evening,  —  often  as  early  as  half-past  seven ; 
and  as  it  was  far  on  in  the  afternoon  now,  Philip 
locked  up  his  room  and  went  out  for  a  long 
ramble,  thinking  he  would  not  return  until  his 
father  was  out  of  the  house  again.  He  got  into 
a  boat,  and  went  down  the  river  to  a  favourite 
village,  where  he  dined,  and  lingered  till  it  was 
late  enough  for  him  to  return.     He  had  never 
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had  any  sort  of  quarrel  with  his  father  before, 
and  had  a  sickening  fear  that  this  contest,  just 
begun,  might  go  on  for  weeks,  —  and  what 
might  not  happen  in  that  time?  He  would  not 
allow  himself  to  define  what  that  involuntary 
question  meant.  But  if  he  could  once  be  in  the 
position  of  Maggie's  accepted,  acknowledged 
lover,  there  would  be  less  room  for  vague  dread. 
He  went  up  to  his  j^ainting-room  again,  and 
threw  himself  with  a  sense  of  fatigue  into  the 
arm-chair,  looking  round  absently  at  the  views 
of  water  and  rock  that  were  ranged  around,  till 
he  fell  into  a  doze,  in  which  he  fancied  Maggie 
was  slipping  down  a  glistening,  green,  sHmy 
channel  of  a  waterfall,  and  he  was  looking  on 
helpless,  till  he  was  awakened  by  what  seemed 
a  sudden,  awful  crash. 

It  was  the  opening  of  the  door,  and  he  could 
hardly  have  dozed  more  than  a  few  moments, 
for  there  was  no  perceptible  change  in  the  even- 
ing light.  It  was  his  father  who  entered;  and 
when  Philip  moved  to  vacate  the  chair  for  him, 
he  said,  — 

"  Sit  still.     I  'd  rather  walk  about." 

He  stalked  up  and  down  the  room  once  or 
twice,  and  then,  standing  opposite  Philip  with 
his  hands  thrust  in  his  side  pockets,  he  said,  as 
if  continuing  a  conversation  that  had  not  been 
broken  off,  — 

"But  this  girl  seems  to  have  been  fond  of  you, 
Phil,  else  she  would  n't  have  met  you  in  that 
way." 

Philip's  heart  was  beating  rapidly,  and  a  tran- 
sient flush  passed  over  his  face  like  a  gleam.  It 
was  not  quite  easy  to  speak  at  once. 


204     THE   MILL  ON  THE   FLOSS 

"  She  liked  me  at  King's  Lorton,  when  she 
was  a  little  girl,  because  I  used  to  sit  with  her 
brother  a  great  deal  when  he  had  hurt  his  foot. 
She  had  kept  that  in  her  memory,  and  thought 
of  me  as  a  friend  of  a  long  while  ago.  She  did  n't 
think  of  me  as  a  lover  when  she  met  me." 

"  Well,  but  you  made  love  to  her  at  last. 
What  did  she  say  then?  "  said  Wakem,  walking 
about  again. 

"  She  said  she  did  love  me  then." 
^     "  Confound  it,  then,  what  else  do  you  want? 
Is  she  a  jilt?" 

"  She  was  very  young  then,"  said  Philip,  hesi- 
tatingly. "  I  'm  afraid  she  hardly  knew  what 
she  felt.  I  'm  afraid  our  long  separation,  and 
the  idea  that  events  must  always  divide  us,  may 
have  made  a  difference." 

"  But  she  's  in  the  town.  I  've  seen  her  at 
church.  Have  n't  you  spoken  to  her  since  you 
came  back?  " 

"  Yes,  at  Mr.  Deane's.  But  I  could  n't  renew 
my  proposals  to  her  on  several  grounds.  One 
obstacle  would  be  removed  if  you  would  give 
your  consent,  —  if  you  would  be  willing  to  think 
of  her  as  a  daughter-in-law." 

Wakem  was  silent  a  little  while,  pausing  be- 
fore Maggie's  picture. 

"  She  's  not  the  sort  of  woman  your  mother 
was,  though,  Phil,"  he  said,  at  last.  "  I  saw 
her  at  church,  —  she  's  handsomer  than  this,  — 
deuced  fine  eyes  and  fine  figure,  I  saw;  but 
rather  dangerous  and  unmanageable,  eh?" 

"  She  's  very  tender  and  affectionate;  and  so 
simple,  —  without  the  airs  and  petty  contriv- 
anc;es  other  women  have." 
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"  Ah?  "  said  Wakem.  Then  looking  round 
at  his  son,  "But  your  mother  looked  gentler: 
she  had  that  brown  wavy  hair  and  gray  eyes,  like 
yours.  You  can't  remember  her  very  well.  It 
was  a  thousand  pities  I  'd  no  likeness  of  her." 

"  Then,  should  n't  you  be  glad  for  me  to  have 
the  same  sort  of  happiness,  father,  —  to  sweeten 
my  life  for  me?  There  can  never  be  another  tie 
so  strong  to  you  as  that  which  began  eight-and- 
twenty  years  ago,  when  you  married  my  mother, 
and  you  have  been  tightening  it  ever  since." 

"  Ah,  Phil,  —  you  're  the  only  fellow  that 
knows  the  best  of  me,"  said  Wakem,  giving  his 
hand  to  his  son.  "  We  must  keep  together  if 
we  can.  And  now,  what  am  I  to  do?  You 
must  come  downstairs  and  tell  me.  Ajn  I  to  go 
and  call  on  this  dark-eyed  damsel?  " 

The  barrier  once  thrown  down  in  this  way, 
Philip  could  talk  freely  to  his  father  of  their 
entire  relation  with  the  TuUivers,  —  of  the  de- 
sire to  get  the  mill  and  land  back  into  the  family, 
—  and  of  its  transfer  to  Guest  &  Co.  as  an  inter- 
mediate step.  He  could  venture  now  to  be  per- 
suasive and  urgent,  and  his  father  yielded  with 
more  readiness  than  he  had  calculated  on. 

"  I  don't  care  about  the  mill,"  he  said  at  last, 
with  a  sort  of  angry  compliance.  "  I  've  had  an 
infernal  deal  of  bother  lately  about  the  mill.  Let 
them  pay  me  for  my  improvements,  that 's  all. 
But  there  's  one  thing  you  need  n't  ask  me.  I 
shall  have  no  direct  transactions  with  young 
Tulliver.  If  you  like  to  sw^allow  him  for  his 
sister's  sake,  you  may ;  but  I  've  no  sauce  that 
will  make  him  go  down." 

I  leave  you  to  imagine  the  agreeable  feelings 
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with  which  Philip  went  to  Mr.  Deane  the  next 
day,  to  say  that  Mr.  Wakem  was  ready  to  open 
the  negotiations,  and  Lucy's  pretty  triumph  as 
she  appealed  to  her  father  whether  she  had  not 
proved  her  great  business  abilities.  Mr.  Deane 
was  rather  puzzled,  and  suspected  that  there  had 
been  something  "  going  on  "  among  the  young 
people  to  which  he  wanted  a  clew.  But  to  men 
of  Mr.  Deane's  stamp,  what  goes  on  among  the 
young  people  is  as  extraneous  to  the  real  busi- 
ness of  life  as  what  goes  on  among  the  birds  and 
outterflies,  —  until  it  can  be  shown  to  have  a 
malign  bearing  on  monetary  affairs.  And  in 
this  case  the  bearing  appeared  to  be  entirely 
propitious. 


CHAPTER    IX 

CHAKITY    IN    FULL-DRESS 


THE  culmination  of  Maggie's  career  as  an 
admired  member  of  society  in  St.  Ogg's 
was  certainly  the  day  of  the  bazaar,  when 
her  simple  noble  beauty,  clad  in  a  white  muslin 
of  some  soft-floating  kind,  which  I  suspect  must 
have  come  from  the  stores  of  aunt  Pullet's  ward- 
robe, appeared  with  marked  distinction  among 
the  more  adorned  and  conventional  women 
around  her.  We  perhaps  never  detect  how 
much  of  our  social  demeanour  is  made  up  of 
artificial  airs,  until  we  see  a  person  who  is  at 
once  beautiful  and  simple:  without  the  beauty, 
we  are  apt  to  call  simplicity  awkwardness.  The 
Miss  Guests  were  much  too  well-bred  to  have 
any  of  the  grimaces  and  affected  tones  that  be- 
long to  pretentious  \ailgarity;  but  their  stall 
being  next  to  the  one  where  Maggie  sat,  it 
seemed  newly  obvious  to-day  that  Miss  Guest 
held  her  chin  too  high,  and  that  Miss  Laura 
spoke  and  moved  continually  with  a  view  to 
effect. 

All  well-dressed  St.  Ogg's  and  its  neighbour- 
hood were  there;  and  it  AX^-ould  have  been  worth 
while  to  come  even  from  a  distance,  to  see  the 
fine  old  hall,  with  its  open  roof  and  carved  oaken 
rafters,  and  great  oaken  folding-doors,  and  light 
shed  down  from  a  height  on  the  many-coloured 
show  beneath :   a  very  quaint  place,  with  broad 
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faded  stripes  painted  on  the  walls,  and  here  and 
there  a  show  of  heraldic  animals  of  a  bristly, 
long-snouted  character,  the  cherished  emblems 
of  a  noble  family  once  the  seigniors  of  this  now 
civic  hall.  A  grand  arch,  cut  in  the  upper  wall 
at  one  end,  surmounted  an  oaken  orchestra,  with 
an  open  room  behind  it,  where  hot-house  plants 
and  stalls  for  refreslmients  were  disposed:  an 
agreeable  resort  for  gentlemen,  disposed  to  loi- 
ter, and  yet  to  exchange  the  occasional  crush 
down  below  for  a  more  commodious  point  of 
view.  In  fact,  the  perfect  fitness  of  this  ancient 
building  for  an  admirable  modern  purpose,  that 
made  charity  truly  elegant,  and  led  through 
vanity  up  to  the  supply  of  a  deficit,  was  so  strik- 
ing that  hardly  a  person  entered  the  room  with- 
out exchanging  the  remark  more  than  once. 
Near  the  great  arch  over  the  orchestra  was  the 
stone  oriel  with  painted  glass,  which  was  one  of 
the  venerable  inconsistencies  of  the  old  hall ;  and 
it  was  close  by  this  that  Lucy  had  her  stall,  for 
the  convenience  of  certain  large  plain  articles 
which  she  had  taken  charge  of  for  Mrs.  Kenn. 
Maggie  had  begged  to  sit  at  the  open  end  of  the 
stall,  and  to  have  the  sale  of  these  articles  rather 
than  of  bead-mats  and  other  elaborate  products, 
of  which  she  had  but  a  dim  understanding.  But 
it  soon  appeared  that  the  gentlemen's  dressing- 
gowns,  which  were  among  her  conmiodities,  were 
objects  of  such  general  attention  and  inquiry, 
and  excited  so  troublesome  a  curiosity  as  to  their 
lining  and  comparative  merits,  together  with  a 
determination  to  test  them  by  trying  on,  as  to 
make  her  post  a  very  conspicuous  one.  The 
ladies  who  had  commodities  of  their  own  to  sell. 
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and  did  not  want  dressing-gowns,  saw  at  once 
the  frivolity  and  bad  taste  of  this  mascuHne  pref- 
erence for  goods  which  any  tailor  could  furnish ; 
and  it  is  possible  that  the  emphatic  notice  of 
various  kinds  which  was  drawn  towards  Miss 
Tulliver  on  this  public  occasion  threw  a  very 
strong  and  unmistakable  light  on  her  subsequent 
conduct  in  many  minds  then  present.  Not  that 
anger,  on  account  of  spurned  beauty,  can  dwell 
in  the  celestial  breasts  of  charitable  ladies,  but 
rather,  that  the  errors  of  persons  who  have  once 
been  much  admired  necessarily  take  a  deeper 
tinge  from  the  mere  force  of  contrast ;  and  also, 
that  to-day  Maggie's  conspicuous  position,  for 
the  first  time,  made  evident  certain  characteris- 
tics which  were  subsequently  felt  to  have  an  ex- 
planatory bearing.  There  was  something  rather 
bold  in  Miss  Tulliver's  direct  gaze,  and  some- 
thing undefinably  coarse  in  the  style  of  her 
beauty,  which  placed  her,  in  the  opinion  of  all 
feminine  judges,  far  below  her  cousin  Miss 
Deane ;  for  the  ladies  of  St.  Ogg's  had  now  com- 
pletely ceded  to  Lucy  their  hypothetic  claims  on 
the  admiration  of  Mr.  Stephen  Guest. 

As  for  dear  little  Lucy  herself,  her  late  benev- 
olent triumph  about  the  Mill,  and  all  the  affec- 
tionate projects  she  was  cherishing  for  Maggie 
and  Philip,  helped  to  give  her  the  highest  spirits 
to-day,  and  she  felt  nothing  but  pleasure  in  the 
evidence  of  Maggie's  attractiveness.  It  is  true, 
she  was  looking  very  charming  herself,  and  Ste- 
phen was  paying  her  the  utmost  attention  on  this 
public  occasion;  jealously  buying  up  the  articles 
he  had  seen  under  her  fingers  in  the  process  of 
making,  and  gayly  helping  her  to  cajole  the 
VOL.  rv.  — 14     • 
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male  customers  into  the  purchase  of  the  most 
effeminate  futihties.  He  chose  to  lay  aside  his 
hat  and  wear  a  scarlet  fez  of  her  embroidering; 
but  by  superficial  observers  this  was  necessarily 
liable  to  be  interpreted  less  as  a  compliment  to 
Lucy  than  as  a  mark  of  coxcombry.  "  Guest  is 
a  great  coxcomb,"  young  Torry  observed;  "  but 
then  he  is  a  privileged  person  in  St.  Ogg's,  — 
he  carries  all  before  him:  if  another  fellow  did 
such  things,  everybody  would  say  he  made  a  fool 
of  himself." 

And  Stephen  purchased  absolutely  nothing 
from  Maggie,  until  Lucy  said,  in  rather  a  vexed 
undertone,  — 

"  See,  now;  all  the  things  of  Maggie's  knit- 
ting will  be  gone,  and  you  wall  not  have  bought 
one.  There  are  those  deliciously  soft  warm 
things  for  the  wrists,  —  do  buy  them." 

"  Oh,  no,"  said  Stephen,  "  they  must  be  in- 
tended for  imaginative  persons,  who  can  chill 
themselves  on  this  warm  day  by  thinking  of  the 
frosty  Caucasus.  Stern  reason  is  my  forte,  you 
know.  You  must  get  Philip  to  buy  those.  By 
the  way,  why  does  n't  he  come? " 

"  He  never  likes  going  where  there  are  many 
people,  though  I  enjoined  him  to  come.  He 
said  he  would  buy  up  any  of  my  goods  that  the 
rest  of  the  world  rejected.  But  now,  do  go  and 
buy  something  of  Maggie." 

"No,  no,  —  see,  —  she  has  got  a  customer: 
there  is  old  Wakem  himself  just  coming  up." 

Lucy's  eyes  turned  with  anxious  interest 
towards  Maggie,  to  see  how  she  went  through 
this  first  interview,  since  a  sadly  memorable 
time,  with  a  man  towards  whom  she  must  have 
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so  strange  a  mixture  of  feelings;  but  she  was 
pleased  to  notice  that  Wakem  had  tact  enough 
to  enter  at  once  into  talk  about  the  bazaar  wares, 
and  appear  interested  in  purchasing,  smiling 
now  and  then  kindly  at  Maggie,  and  not  calling 
on  her  to  speak  much,  as  if  he  observed  that  she 
was  rather  pale  and  tremulous. 

"  Why,  Wakem  is  making  himself  particu- 
larly amiable  to  your  cousin,"  said  Stephen,  in 
an  undertone  to  Lucy;  "is  it  pure  magnanim- 
ity?   You  talked  of  a  family  quarrel." 

"  Oh,  that  will  soon  be  quite  healed,  I  hope," 
said  Lucy,  becoming  a  little  indiscreet  in  her 
satisfaction,  and  speaking  with  an  air  of  signifi- 
cance. But  Stephen  did  not  appear  to  notice 
this,  and  as  some  lady-purchasers  came  up,  he 
lounged  on  towards  ]\Iaggie's  end,  handling 
trifles  and  standing  aloof  until  Wakem,  who  had 
taken  out  his  purse,  had  finished  his  transactions. 

"  My  son  came  with  me,"  he  overheard 
Wakem  saying,  "  but  he  has  vanished  into  some 
other  part  of  the  building,  and  has  left  all  these 
charitable  gallantries  to  me.  I  hope  you  '11  re- 
proach him  for  his  shabby  conduct." 

She  returned  his  smile  and  bow  without  speak- 
ing, and  he  turned  away,  only  then  observing 
r^tephen,  and  nodding  to  him.  Maggie,  con- 
jcious  that  Stephen  was  still  there,  busied  her- 
'Self  with  counting  money,  and  avoided  looking 
up.  She  had  been  well  pleased  that  he  had 
devoted  himself  to  Lucy  to-day,  and  had  not 
come  near  her.  They  had  begun  the  morning 
with  an  indifferent  salutation,  and  both  had 
rejoiced  in  being  aloof  from  each  other,  like 
a  patient  who  has  actually  done  without  his 
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opium,  in  spite  of  former  failures  in  resolution. 
And  during  the  last  few  days  they  had  even  been 
making  up  their  minds  to  failures,  looking  to 
the  outward  events  that  must  soon  come  to  sepa- 
rate them,  as  a  reason  for  dispensing  with  self- 
conquest  in  detail. 

Stephen  moved  step  by  step  as  if  he  were 
being  unwillingly  dragged,  until  he  had  got 
round  the  open  end  of  the  stall,  and  was  half 
hidden  by  a  screen  of  draperies.  Maggie  went 
on  counting  her  money  till  she  suddenly  heard 
a  deep  gentle  voice  saying,  "  Are  n't  you  very 
tired?  Do  let  me  bring  you  something,  —  some 
fruit  or  jelly,  —  may  n't  I  ?  " 

The  unexpected  tones  shook  her  like  a  sudden 
accidental  vibration  of  a  harp  close  by  her. 

"  Oh  no,  thank  you,"  she  said  faintly,  and 
only  half  looking  up  for  an  instant. 

"  You  look  so  pale,"  Stephen  insisted,  in  a 
more  entreating  tone.  "  I  'm  sure  you  're  ex- 
hausted. I  must  disobey  you,  and  bring  some- 
thing." 

"  No,  indeed,  I  could  n't  take  it." 

"Are  you  angry  with  me?  What  have  I 
done?    Do  look  at  me." 

"  Pray,  go  away,"  said  Maggie,  looking  at 
him  helplessly,  her  eyes  glancing  immediately 
from  him  to  the  opposite  corner  of  the  orchestra, 
which  was  half  hidden  by  the  folds  of  the  old 
faded  green  curtain.  Maggie  had  no  sooner 
uttered  this  entreaty  than  she  was  wretched  at 
the  admission  it  implied;  but  Stephen  turned 
away  at  once,  and,  following  her  upward  glance, 
he  saw  Philip  Wakem  seated  in  the  half-hidden 
corner,  so  that  he  could  command  little  more 
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than  that  angle  of  the  hall  in  which  Maggie  sat. 
An  entirely  new  thought  occurred  to  Stephen, 
and,  linking  itself  with  what  he  had  observed  of 
Wakem's  manner,  and  with  Lucy's  reply  to  his 
observation,  it  convinced  him  that  there  had  been 
some  former  relation  between  Philip  and  Mag- 
gie beyond  that  childish  one  of  which  he  had 
heard.  More  than  one  impulse  made  him  imme- 
diately leave  the  hall  and  go  upstairs  to  the  re- 
freshment-room, where,  walking  up  to  Philip, 
he  sat  down  behind  him,  and  put  his  hand  on  his 
shoulder. 

"  Are  you  studying  for  a  portrait,  Phil,"  he 
said,  "  or  for  a  sketch  of  that  oriel  window?  By 
George,  it  makes  a  capital  bit  from  this  dark 
corner,  with  the  curtain  just  marking  it  off." 

"  I  have  been  studying  expression,"  said 
Philip,  curtly. 

"What!  Miss  Tulliver's?  It 's  rather  of  the 
savage-moody  order  to-day,  I  think,  —  some- 
thing of  the  fallen  princess  serving  behind  a 
counter.  Her  cousin  sent  me  to  her  with  a  civil 
offer  to  get  her  some  refreshment,  but  I  have 
been  snubbed,  as  usual.  There  's  a  natural  an- 
tipathy between  us,  I  suppose:  I  have  seldom 
the  honour  to  please  her." 

"What  a  hypocrite  you  are!"  said  Philip, 
flushing  angrily. 

"What!  because  experience  must  have  told 
me  that  I  'm  universally  pleasing?  I  admit  the 
law,  but  there  's  some  disturbing  force  here." 

"  I  am  going,"  said  Philip,  rising  abruptly. 

"  So  am  I,  —  to  get  a  breath  of  fresh  air;  this 
place  gets  oppressive.  I  think  I  have  done  suit 
and  service  long  enough." 
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The  two  friends  walked  downstairs  together 
without  speaking.  PhiHp  turned  through  the 
outer  door  into  the  courtyard ;  but  Stephen,  say- 
ing, "  Oh,  by  the  bye,  I  must  call  in  here,"  went 
on  along  the  passage  to  one  of  the  rooms  at  the 
other  end  of  the  building,  which  were  appropri- 
ated to  the  town  library.  He  had  the  room  all 
to  himself ;  and  a  man  requires  nothing  less  than 
this,  when  he  wants  to  dash  his  cap  on  the  table, 
throw  himself  astride  a  chair,  and  starQ  at  a  high 
brick  wall  with  a  frown  which  would  not  have 
been  beneath  the  occasion  if  he  had  been  slaying 
"  the  giant  Python."  The  conduct  that  issues 
from  a  moral  conflict  has  often  so  close  a  resem- 
blance to  vice  that  the  distinction  escapes  all 
outward  judgments,  founded  on  a  mere  com- 
parison of  actions.  It  is  clear  to  you,  I  hope, 
that  Stephen  was  not  a  hypocrite,  —  capable  of 
deliberate  doubleness  for  a  selfish  end;  and  yet 
his  fluctuations  between  the  indulgence  of  a  feel- 
ing and  the  systematic  concealment  of  it  might 
have  made  a  good  case  in  support  of  Philip's 
accusation. 

Meanwhile  Maggie  sat  at  her  stall  cold  and 
trembling,  with  that  painful  sensation  in  the 
eyes  which  comes  from  resolutely  repressed 
tears.  Was  her  life  to  be  always  like  this,  — 
always  bringing  some  new  source  of  inward 
strife?  She  heard  confusedly  the  busy  indiffer- 
ent voices  around  her,  and  washed  her  mind  could 
flow  into  that  easy  babbling  current.  It  was  at 
this  moment  that  Dr.  Kenn,  who  had  quite  lately 
come  into  the  hall,  and  was  now  walking  down 
the  middle  with  his  hands  behind  him,  taking  a 
general  view,  fixed  his  eyes  on  Maggie  for  the 
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first  time,  and  was  struck  with  the  expression  of 
pain  on  her  beautiful  face.  She  was  sitting  quite 
still,  for  the  stream  of  customers  had  lessened 
at  this  late  hour  in  the  afternoon ;  the  gentlemen 
had  chiefly  chosen  the  middle  of  the  day,  and 
Maggie's  stall  was  looking  rather  bare.  This, 
with  her  absent,  pained  expression,  finished  the 
contrast  between  her  and  her  companions,  who 
were  all  bright,  eager,  and  busy.  He  was 
strongly  arrested.  Her  face  had  naturally 
drawn  his  attention  as  a  new  and  striking  one 
at  church,  and  he  had  been  introduced  to  her 
during  a  short  call  on  business  at  Mr.  Deane's, 
but  he  had  never  spoken  more  than  three  words 
to  her.  He  w^alked  towards  her  now ;  and  Mag- 
gie, perceiving  some  one  approaching,  roused 
herself  to  look  up  and  be  prepared  to  speak. 
She  felt  a  childlike,  instinctive  relief  from  the 
sense  of  uneasiness  in  this  exertion,  when  she 
saw  it  was  Dr.  Kenn's  face  that  was  looking  at 
her:  that  plain,  middle-aged  face,  with  a  grave, 
penetrating  kindness  in  it,  seeming  to  tell  of  a 
human  being  who  had  reached  a  firm,  safe 
strand,  but  was  looking  with  helpful  pity 
towards  the  strugglers  still  tossed  by  the  waves, 
had  an  effect  on  Maggie  at  this  moment  which 
was  afterwards  remembered  by  her  as  if  it  had 
been  a  promise.  The  middle-aged,  who  have 
lived  through  their  strongest  emotions,  but  are 
yet  in  the  time  when  memory  is  still  half  pas- 
sionate and  not  merely  contemplative,  should 
surely  be  a  sort  of  natural  priesthood,  whom  life 
has  disciplined  and  consecrated  to  be  the  refuge 
and  rescue  of  early  stumblers  and  victims  of  self- 
despair.     Most  of  us,  at  some  moment  in  our 
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young  lives,  would  have  welcomed  a  priest  of 
that  natural  order  in  any  sort  of  canonicals  or 
uncanonicals,  but  had  to  scramble  upwards  into 
all  the  difficulties  of  nineteen  entirely  without 
such  aid,  as  Maggie  did. 

"  You  find  your  office  rather  a  fatiguing  one, 
I  fear.  Miss  Tulliver?  "  said  Dr.  Kemi. 

"  It  is,  rather,"  said  Maggie,  simply,  not 
being  accustomed  to  simpler  amiable  denials  of 
obvious  facts. 

"  But  I  can  tell  Mrs.  Kenn  that  you  have  dis- 
posed of  her  goods  very  quickly,"  he  added; 
"  she  will  be  very  much  obliged  to  you." 

"Oh,  I  have  done  nothing:  the  gentlemen 
came  very  fast  to  buy  the  dressing-gowns  and 
embroidered  waistcoats,  but  I  think  any  of  the 
other  ladies  would  have  sold,  more :  I  did  n't 
know  what  to  say  about  them." 

Dr.  Kenn  smiled.  "  I  hope  I  'm  going  to 
have  you  as  a  permanent  parishioner  now,  Miss 
Tulliver,  —  am  I  ?  You  have  been  at  a  distance 
from  us  hitherto." 

"  I  have  been  a  teacher  in  a  school,  and  I  'm 
going  into  another  situation  of  the  same  kind 
very  soon." 

"  Ah?  I  was  hoping  you  would  remain  among 
your  friends,  who  are  all  in  this  neighbourhood, 
I  believe." 

"  Oh,  /  must  go  J"  said  Maggie,  earnestly, 
looking  at  Dr.  Kenn  with  an  expression  of  reli- 
ance, as  if  she  had  told  him  her  history  in  those 
three  words.  It  was  one  of  those  moments  of 
implicit  revelation  which  will  sometimes  happen 
even  between  people  who  meet  quite  transiently, 
—  on  a  mile's  journey,  perhaps,  or  when  resting 
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by  the  wayside.  There  is  always  this  possibihty 
of  a  word  or  look  from  a  stranger  to  keep  alive 
the  sense  of  human  brotherhood. 

Dr.  Kenn's  ear  and  eye  took  in  all  the  signs 
that  this  brief  confidence  of  Maggie's  was 
charged  with  meaning. 

"  I  understand,"  he  said;  "you  feel  it  right 
to  go.  But  that  will  not  prevent  our  meeting 
again,  I  hope:  it  will  not  prevent  my  knowing 
you  better,  if  I  can  be  of  any  service  to  you." 

He  put  out  his  hand  and  pressed  hers  kindly 
before  he  turned  away. 

"  She  has  some  trouble  or  other  at  heart,"  he 
thought.  "  Poor  child!  she  looks  as  if  she  might 
turn  out  to  be  one  of 

'  The  souls  by  nature  pitched  too  high, 
By  suffering  plunged  too  low.' 

There  's  something  wonderfully  honest  in  those 
beautiful  eyes." 

It  may  be  surprising  that  Maggie,  among 
whose  many  imperfections  an  excessive  delight 
in  admiration  and  acknowledged  supremacy 
were  not  absent  now,  any  more  than  when  she 
was  instructing  the  gypsies  with  a  view  towards 
achieving  a  royal  position  among  them,  was  not 
more  elated  on  a  day  when  she  had  had  the  trib- 
ute of  so  many  looks  and  smiles,  together  ^vith 
that  satisfactory  consciousness  which  had  neces- 
sarily come  from  being  taken  before  Lucy's 
cheval-glass,  and  made  to  look  at  the  full  length 
of  her  tall  beauty,  crowned  by  the  night  of  her 
massy  hair.  Maggie  had  smiled  at  herself  then, 
and  for  the  moment  had  forgotten  everything  in 


218     THE  MILL  ON  THE   FLOSS 

the  sense  of  her  own  beauty.  If  that  state  of 
mind  could  have  lasted,  her  choice  would  have 
been  to  have  Stephen  Guest  at  her  feet,  offering 
her  a  life  filled  with  all  luxuries,  with  daily  in- 
cense of  adoration  near  and  distant,  and  with  all 
possibilities  of  culture  at  her  command.  But 
there  were  things  in  her  stronger  than  vanity, 
—  passion,  and  affection,  and  long  deep  memo- 
ries of  early  discipline  and  effort,  of  early  claims 
on  her  love  and  pity;  and  the  stream  of  vanity 
was  soon  swept  along  and  mingled  impercep- 
tibly ^vith  that  wider  current  which  was  at  its 
highest  force  to-day,  under  the  double  urgency 
of  the  events  and  inward  impulses  brought  by 
the  last  week. 

Philip  had  not  spoken  to  her  himself  about 
the  removal  of  obstacles  between  them  on  his 
father's  side,  —  he  shrank  from  that ;  but  he  had 
told  everything  to  Lucy,  with  the  hope  that 
Maggie,  being  informed  through  her,  might 
give  him  some  encouraging  sign  that  their  being 
brought  thus  much  nearer  to  each  other  was  a 
happiness  to  her.  The  rush  of  conflicting  feel- 
ings was  too  great  for  Maggie  to  say  much  when 
Lucy,  with  a  face  breathing  playful  joy,  like 
one  of  Correggio's  cherubs,  poured  forth  her 
triumphant  revelation;  and  Lucy  could  hardly 
be  surprised  that  she  could  do  little  more  than 
cry  with  gladness  at  the  thought  of  her  father's 
wish  being  fulfilled,  and  of  Tom's  getting  the 
Mill  again  in  reward  for  all  his  hard  striving. 
The  details  of  preparation  for  the  bazaar  had 
then  come  to  usurp  Lucy's  attention  for  the  next 
few  days,  and  nothing  had  been  said  by  the 
cousins  on  subjects  that  were  likely  to  rouse 
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deeper  feelings.  Philip  had  been  to  the  house 
more  than  once,  but  Maggie  had  had  no  private 
conversation  with  him,  and  thus  she  had  been 
left  to  fight  her  inward  battle  without  inter- 
ference. 

But  when  the  bazaar  was  fairly  ended,  and 
the  cousins  were  alone  again,  resting  together 
at  home,  Lucy  said,  — 

"  You  must  give  up  going  to  stay  with  your 
aunt  Moss  the  day  after  to-morrow,  Maggie: 
write  a  note  to  her,  and  tell  her  you  have  put  it 
off  at  my  request,  and  I  '11  send  the  man  with  it. 
She  won't  be  displeased ;  you  '11  have  plenty  of 
time  to  go  by  and  by;  and  I  don't  want  you  to 
go  out  of  the  way  just  now." 

"  Yes,  indeed  I  must  go,  dear;  I  can't  put  it 
off.  I  wouldn't  leave  aunt  Gritty  out  for  the 
world.  And  I  shall  have  very  little  time,  for 
I  'm  going  away  to  a  new  situation  on  the  25th 
of  June." 

"Maggie!"  said  Lucy,  almost  white  with 
astonishment. 

"  I  did  n't  tell  you,  dear,"  said  Maggie,  mak- 
ing a  great  effort  to  command  herself,  "  because 
you  've  been  so  busy.  But  some  time  ago  I 
wrote  to  our  old  governess,  Miss  Firniss,  to  ask 
her  to  let  me  know  if  she  met  with  any  situation 
that  I  could  fill,  and  the  other  day  I  had  a  letter 
from  her  telling  me  that  I  could  take  three  or- 
phan pupils  of  hers  to  the  coast  during  the  holi- 
days, and  then  make  trial  of  a  situation  with  her 
as  teacher.  I  wrote  yesterday  to  accept  the 
offer." 

Lucy  felt  so  hurt  that  for  some  moments  she 
was  unable  to  speak. 
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*'  Maggie,"  she  said  at  last,  "  how  could  you 
be  so  unkind  to  me  —  not  to  tell  me  —  to  take 
such  a  step  —  and  now!  "  She  hesitated  a  little, 
and  then  added:  "And  Philip?  I  thought 
everything  was  going  to  be  so  happy.  Oh, 
Maggie,  what  is  the  reason  ?  Give  it  up ;  let  me 
write.  There  is  nothing  now  to  keep  you  and 
PhiHp  apart."  "• 

"  Yes,"  said  Maggie,  faintly.  "  There  is 
Tom's  feeling.  He  said  I  must  give  him  up  if 
I  married  Philip.  And  I  know  he  will  not 
change,  —  at  least  not  for  a  long  while,  —  un- 
less something  happened  to  soften  him." 

"  But  I  will  talk  to  him :  he  's  coming  back 
this  week.  And  this  good  news  about  the  Mill 
will  soften  him.  And  I  '11  talk  to  him  about 
Philip.  Tom  's  always  very  compliant  to  me :  I 
don't  think  he  's  so  obstinate." 

"  But  I  must  go,"  said  Maggie,  in  a  dis- 
tressed voice.  "  I  must  leave  some  time  to  pass. 
Don't  press  me  to  stay,  dear  Lucy." 

Lucy  was  silent  for  two  or  three  minutes, 
looking  away  and  ruminating.  At  length  she 
knelt  down  by  her  cousin,  and,  looking  up  in  her 
face  with  anxious  seriousness,  said,  — 

"  Maggie,  is  it  that  you  don't  love  Philip  well 
enough  to  marry  him?    Tell  me,  —  trust  me." 

Maggie  held  Lucy's  hands  tightly  in  silence 
a  little  while.  Her  own  hands  were  quite  cold. 
But  when  she  spoke,  her  voice  was  quite  clear 
and  distinct. 

"  Yes,  Lucy,  I  would  choose  to  marry  him.  I 
think  it  would  be  the  best  and  highest  lot  for  me, 
—  to  make  his  life  happy.  He  loved  me  first. 
No  one  else  could  be  quite  what  he  is  to  me. 
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But  I  can't  divide  myself  from  my  brother  for 
life.  I  must  go  away,  and  wait.  Pray  don't 
speak  to  me  again  about  it." 

Lucy  obeyed  in  pain  and  wonder.  The  next 
word  she  said  was,  — 

"  Well,  dear  Maggie,  at  least  you  will  go  to 
the  dance  at  Park  House  to-morrow,  and  have 
some  music  and  brightness,  before  you  go  to 
pay  these  dull  dutiful  visits.  Ah!  here  come 
aunty  and  the  tea." 


CHAPTER    X 

THE   SPELL   SEEMS   BROKEN 


THE  suite  of  rooms  opening  into  each  other 
at  Park  House  looked  duly  brilliant  with 
lights  and  flowers  and  the  personal  splen- 
dours of  sixteen  couples,  with  attendant  parents 
and  guardians.  The  focus  of  brilliancy  was  the 
long  drawing-room,  where  the  dancing  went 
forward,  under  the  inspiration  of  the  grand 
piano;  the  library,  into  which  it  opened  at  one 
end,  had  the  more  sober  illumination  of  ma- 
turity, with  caps  and  cards;  and  at  the  other 
end,  the  pretty  sitting-room  with  a  conservatory 
attached,  was  left  as  an  occasional  cool  retreat. 
Lucy,  who  had  laid  aside  her  black  for  the  first 
time,  and  had  her  pretty  slimness  set  off  by  an 
abundant  dress  of  white  crape,  was  the  acknowl- 
edged queen  of  the  occasion;  for  this  was  one 
of  the  Miss  Guests'  thoroughly  condescending 
parties,  including  no  member  of  any  aristocracy 
higher  than  that  of  St.  Ogg's,  and  stretching  to 
the  extreme  limits  of  commercial  and  profes- 
sional gentility. 

Maggie  at  first  refused  to  dance,  saying  that 
she  had  forgotten  all  the  figures,  —  it  was  so 
many  years  since  she  had  danced  at  school;  and 
she  was  glad  to  have  that  excuse,  for  it  is  ill 
dancing  with  a  heavy  heart.  But  at  length  the 
music  wrought  in  her  young  limbs,  and  the  long- 
ing came ;  even  though  it  was  the  horrible  young 
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Torry,  who  walked  up  a  second  time  to  try  and 
persuade  her.  She  warned  him  that  she  could 
not  dance  anything  but  a  country-dance;  but 
hce  of  course,  was  willing  to  wait  for  that  high 
felicity,  meaning  only  to  be  complimentary 
when  he  assured  her  at  several  intervals  that  it 
was  a  "  great  bore  "  that  she  could  n't  waltz,  — 
he  would  have  liked  so  much  to  waltz  with  her. 
But  at  last  it  was  the  turn  of  the  good  old- 
fashioned  dance  which  has  the  least  of  vanity  and 
the  most  of  merriment  in  it,  and  Maggie  quite 
for^rot  her  troublous  life  in  a  childlike  enjoy- 
ment of  that  half-rustic  rhytlim  which  seems 
to  banish  pretentious  etiquette.  She  felt  quite 
chaiitably  towards  young  Torry,  as  his  hand 
bore  her  along  and  held  her  up  in  the  dance ;  her 
eyes  and  cheeks  had  that  fire  of  young  joy  in 
them  which  will  flame  out  if  it  can  find  the  least 
breath  to  fan  it;  and  her  simple  black  dress, 
with  its  bit  of  black  lace,  seemed  like  the  dim 
setting  of  a  jewel. 

Stephen  had  not  yet  asked  her  to  dance,  — 
had  not  yet  paid  her  more  than  a  passing  civility. 
Since  yesterday,  that  inward  vision  of  her  which 
perpetually  made  part  of  his  consciousness  had 
been  half  screened  by  the  image  of  Philip 
Wakem,  which  came  across  it  like  a  blot:  there 
was  some  attachment  between  her  and  Philip; 
at  least  there  was  an  attachment  on  his  side, 
which  made  her  feel  in  some  bondage.  Here 
then,  Stephen  told  himself,  was  another  claim 
of  honour  which  called  on  him  to  resist  the  at- 
traction that  was  continually  threatening  to 
overpower  him.  He  told  himself  so;  and  yet 
he  had  once  or  twice  felt  a  certain  savage  resist- 
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ance,  and  at  another  moment  a  shuddering  re- 
pugnance, to  this  intrusion  of  Pliilip's  image, 
which  ahnost  made  it  a  new  incitement  to  rush 
towards  Maggie  and  claim  her  for  himself. 
Nevertheless  he  had  done  what  he  meant  to  do 
this  evening:  he  had  kept  aloof  from  her;  he 
had  hardly  looked  at  her ;  and  he  had  been  gayly 
assiduous  to  Lucy.  But  now  his  eyes  were  de- 
vouring Maggie :  he  felt  inclined  to  kick  young 
Torry  out  of  the  dance,  and  take  his  place. 
Then  he  wanted  the  dance  to  end,  that  he  might 
get  rid  of  his  partner.  The  possibility  that  he 
too  should  dance  with  Maggie,  and  have  her 
hand  in  his  so  long,  was  beginning  to  possess 
him  like  a  thirst.  But  even  now  their  hands 
were  meeting  in  the  dance,  —  were  meeting  still 
to  the  very  end  of  it,  though  they  were  far  off 
each  other. 

Stephen  hardly  knew  what  happened,  or  in 
what  automatic  way  he  got  through  the  duties 
of  poMteness  in  the  interval,  until  he  was  free 
and  saw  Maggie  seated  alone  again,  at  the  far- 
ther end  of  the  room.  He  made  his  way  towards 
her  round  the  couples  that  were  forming  for  the 
waltz;  and  when  Maggie  became  conscious  that 
she  was  the  person  he  sought,  she  felt,  in  spite 
of  all  the  thoughts  that  had  gone  before,  a  glow- 
ing gladness  at  heart.  Her  eyes  and  cheeks 
were  still  brightened  with  her  childlike  enthu- 
siasm in  the  dance;  her  whole  frame  was  set  to 
joy  and  tenderness;  even  the  coming  pain  could 
not  seem  bitter,  —  she  was  ready  to  welcome  it 
as  a  part  of  life,  for  life  at  this  moment  seemed 
a  keen  \abrating  consciousness  poised  aboA^e 
pleasure  or  pain.    This  one,  this  last  night,  she 
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might  expand,  unrestrainedly  in  the  warmth  of 
the  present,  without  those  chill  eating  thoughts 
of  the  past  and  the  future. 

"  They  're  going  to  waltz  again,"  said  Ste- 
phen, bending  to  speak  to  her,  with  that  glance 
and  tone  of  subdued  tenderness  which  young 
dreams  create  to  themselves  in  the  summer 
woods  when  low  cooing  voices  fill  the  air.  Such 
glances  and  tones  bring  the  breath  of  poetry 
with  them  into  a  room  that  is  half  stifling  with 
glaring  gas  and  hard  flirtation. 

"  They  are  going  to  waltz  again:  it  is  rather 
dizzy  work  to  look  on,  and  the  room  is  very 
warm.     Shall  we  walk  about  a  little? " 

He  took  her  hand  and  placed  it  within  his 
arm,  and  they  walked  on  into  the  sitting-room, 
where  the  tables  were  strewn  with  engravings 
for  the  accommodation  of  visitors  who  would 
not  want  to  look  at  them.  But  no  visitors  were 
here  at  this  moment.  They  passed  on  into  the 
conservatory. 

"  How  strange  and  unreal  the  trees  and 
flowers  look  with  the  lights  among  them!  "  said 
Maggie,  in  a  low  voice.  "  They  look  as  if  they 
belonged  to  an  enchanted  land,  and  would  never 
fade  away :  I  could  fancy  they  were  all  made  of 
jewels." 

She  was  looking  at  the  tier  of  geraniums  as 
she  spoke,  and  Stephen  made  no  answer;  but 
he  was  looking  at  her,  —  and  does  not  a  supreme 
poet  blend  light  and  sound  into  one,  calling 
darkness  mute  and  light  eloquent?  Something 
strangely  powerful  there  was  in  the  light  of 
Stephen's  long  gaze,  for  it  made  Maggie's  face 
turn  towards  it  and  look  upward  at  it,  —  slowly, 
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like  a  flower  at  the  ascending  brightness.  And 
they  walked  unsteadily  on,  without  feehng  that 
they  were  walking,  —  without  feehng  anything 
but  that  long  grave  mutual  gaze  which  has  the 
solemnity  belonging  to  all  deep  human  passion. 
The  hovering  thought  that  they  must  and  would 
renounce  each  other  made  this  moment  of  mute 
confession  more  intense  in  its  rapture. 

But  they  had  reached  the  end  of  the  conserva- 
tory, and  were  obliged  to  pause  and  turn.  The 
change  of  movement  brought  a  new  conscious- 
ness to  Maggie:  she  blushed  deeply,  turned 
away  her  head,  and  drew  her  arm  from  Ste- 
phen's, going  up  to  some  flowers  to  smell  them. 
Stephen  stood  motionless,  and  still  pale. 

"Oh,  may  I  get  this  rose?"  said  Maggie, 
making  a  great  efl^ort  to  say  something,  and 
dissipate  the  burning  sense  of  irretrievable  con- 
fession. "  I  think  I  am  quite  wicked  with  roses, 
—  I  like  to  gather  them  and  smell  them  till  they 
have  no  scent  left." 

Stephen  was  mute:  he  was  incapable  of  put- 
ting a  sentence  together,  and  Maggie  bent  her 
arm  a  little  upward  towards  the  large  half- 
opened  rose  that  had  attracted  her.  Who  has 
not  felt  the  beauty  of  a  woman's  arm?  —  the 
unspeakable  suggestions  of  tenderness  that  lie 
in  the  dimpled  elbow,  and  all  the  varied  gently 
lessening  curves,  down  to  the  delicate  wrist,  with 
its  tiniest,  almost  imperceptible  nicks  in  the  firm 
softness.  A  woman's  arm  touched  the  soul  of 
a  great  sculptor  two  thousand  years  ago,  so  that 
he  wrought  an  image  of  it  for  the  Parthenon 
which  moves  us  still  as  it  clasps  lovingly  the 
time-worn  marble  of  a  headless  trunk.     Mag- 
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gie's  arm  was  such  an  arm  as  that,  and  it  had  the 
warm  tints  of  Hfe. 

A  mad  impulse  seized  on  Stephen;  he  darted 
towards  the  arm,  and  showered  kisses  on  it, 
clasping  the  wrist. 

But  the  next  moment  Maggie  snatched  it 
from  him,  and  glared  at  him  like  a  wounded  war- 
goddess,  quivering  with  rage  and  humiliation. 

"How  dare  you?"  —  she  spoke  in  a  deeply- 
shaken,  half -smothered  voice.  "  What  right 
have  I  given  you  to  insult  me  ?  " 
i  She  darted  from  him  into  the  adjoining  room, 
and  threw  herself  on  the  sofa,  panting  and 
trembling. 

•  A  horrible  punishment  was  come  upon  her  for 
the  sin  of  allowing  a  moment's  happiness  that 
was  treachery  to  Lucy,  to  Philip,  —  to  her  own 
better  soul.  That  momentary  happiness  had 
been  smitten  with  a  blight,  a  leprosy:  Stephen 
thought  more  lightly  of  her  than  he  did  of  Lucy. 

As  for  Stephen,  he  leaned  back  against  the 
framework  of  the  conservatory,  dizzy  with  the 
conflict  of  passions,  —  love,  rage,  and  confused 
despair ;  despair  at  his  want  of  self-mastery,  and 
despair  that  he  had  offended  Maggie. 

The  last  feeling  surmounted  every  other:  to 
be  by  her  side  again  and  entreat  forgiveness  was 
the  only  thing  that  had  the  force  of  a  motive  for 
him,  and  she  had  not  been  seated  more  than  a  few 
minutes  when  he  came  and  stood  humbly  before 
her.     But  Maggie's  bitter  rage  was  unspent. 

"  Leave  me  to  myself,  if  you  please,"  she 
said  with  impetuous  haughtiness,  "  and  for  the 
future  avoid  me." 

Stephen  turned  away,  and  walked  backwards 
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and  forwards  at  the  other  end  of  the  room. 
There  was  the  dire  necessity  of  going  back  into 
the  dancing-room  again,  and  he  was  beginning 
to  be  conscious  of  that.  They  had  been  absent 
so  short  a  time  that  when  he  went  in  again  the 
waltz  was  not  ended. 

Maggie,  too,  was  not  long  before  she  re- 
entered. All  the  pride  of  her  nature  was  stung 
into  activity:  the  hateful  weakness  which  had 
dragged  her  within  reach  of  this  wound  to  her 
self-respect  had  at  least  wrought  its  own  cure. 
The  thoughts  and  temptations  of  the  last  month 
should  all  be  flung  away  into  an  unvisited  cham- 
ber of  memory :  there  was  nothing  to  allure  her 
now;  duty  would  be  easy,  and  all  the  old  calm 
purposes  would  reign  peacefully  once  more. 
She  re-entered  the  drawing-room  still  with  some 
excited  brightness  in  her  face,  but  with  a  sense 
of  proud  self-command  that  defied  anything  to 
agitate  her.  She  refused  to  dance  again,  but  she 
talked  quite  readily  and  calmly  with  every  one 
who  addressed  her.  And  when  they  got  home 
that  night,  she  kissed  Lucy  with  a  free  heart, 
almost  exulting  in  this  scorching  moment,  which 
had  dehvered  her  from  the  possibility  of  an- 
other word  or  look  that  would  have  the  stamp 
of  treachery  towards  that  gentle,  unsuspicious 
sister. 

The  next  morning  Maggie  did  not  set  off  to 
Basset  quite  so  soon  as  she  had  expected.  Her 
mother  was  to  accompany  her  in  the  carriage, 
and  household  business  could  not  be  despatched 
hastily  by  Mrs.  Tulliver.  So  Maggie,  who  had 
been  in  a  hurry  to  prepare  herself,  had  to  sit 
waiting,  equipped  for  the  drive,  in  the  garden. 
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Lucy  was  busy  in  the  house  wrapping  up  some 
bazaar  presents  for  the  younger  ones  at  Basset, 
and  when  there  was  a  loud  ring  at  the  door-bell, 
Maggie  felt  some  alarm  lest  Lucy  should  bring 
out  Stephen  to  her:   it  was  sure  to  be  Stephen. 

But  presently  the  visitor  came  out  into  the 
garden  alone,  and  seated  himself  by  her  on  the 
garden-chair.     It  was  not  Stephen. 

"  We  can  just  catch  the  tips  of  the  Scotch 
firs,  Maggie,  from  this  seat,"  said  Philip. 

They  had  taken  each  other's  hands  in  silence, 
but  INIaggie  had  looked  at  him  with  a  more  com- 
plete revival  of  the  old  childlike  affectionate 
smile  than  he  had  seen  before,  and  he  felt 
encouraged. 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  "  I  often  look  at  them,  and 
wish  I  could  see  the  low  sunlight  on  the  stems 
again.  But  I  have  never  been  that  way  but 
once,  —  to  the  churchyard,  with  my  mother." 

"  I  have  been  there  —  I  go  there  —  continu- 
ally," said  Philip.  "  I  have  nothing  but  the  past 
to  live  upon." 

A  keen  remembrance  and  keen  pity  impelled 
Maggie  to  put  her  hand  in  Philip's.  They  had 
so  often  walked  hand  in  hand! 

"  I  remember  all  the  spots,"  she  said,  —  "  just 
where  you  told  me  of  particular  things,  —  beau- 
tiful stories  that  I  had  never  heard  of  before." 

"  You  will  go  there  again  soon,  —  won't  you, 
Maggie?"  said  Philip,  getting  timid.  "The 
Mill  will  soon  be  your  brother's  home  again." 

"  Yes ;  but  I  shall  not  be  there,"  said  Maggie. 
"  I  shall  only  hear  of  that  happiness.  I  am  go- 
ing away  again,  —  Lucy  has  not  told  you, 
perhaps?  " 
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"  Then  the  future  will  never  join  on  to  the  past 
again,  Maggie?    That  book  is  quite  closed?  " 

The  gray  eyes  that  had  so  often  looked  up  at 
her  with  entreating  worship,  looked  up  at  her  now, 
with  a  last  struggling  ray  of  hope  in  them,  and 
Maggie  met  them  with  her  large  sincere  gaze. 

"  That  book  never  will  be  closed,  Philip,"  she 
said,  with  grave  sadness;  "I  desire  no  future 
that  will  break  the  ties  of  the  past.  But  the  tie 
to  my  brother  is  one  of  the  strongest.  I  can  do 
nothing  willingly  that  will  divide  me  always 
from  him." 

"  Is  that  the  only  reason  that  would  keep  us 
apart  forever,  Maggie?  "  said  Philip,  with  a  des- 
iderate determination  to  have  a  definite  answer. 

"  The  only  reason,"  said  ]^Iaggie,  with  calm 
decision.  And  she  believed  it.  At  that  moment 
she  felt  as  if  the  enchanted  cup  had  been  dashed 
to  the  ground.  The  reactionary  excitement  that 
gave  her  a  proud  self-mastery  had  not  subsided, 
and  she  looked  at  the  future  with  a  sense  of  calm 
choice. 

They  sat  hand  in  hand  without  looking  at  each 
other  or  speaking  for  a  few  minutes:  in  Mag- 
gie's mind  the  first  scenes  of  love  and  parting 
were  more  present  than  the  actual  moment,  and 
she  was  looking  at  Philip  in  the  Red  Deeps. 

Philip  felt  that  he  ought  to  have  been  thor- 
oughly happy  in  that  answer  of  hers:  she  was 
as  open  and  transparent  as  a  rock-pool.  Why 
was  he  not  thoroughly  happy?  Jealousy  is 
never  satisfied  with  anything  short  of  an  omni- 
science that  would  detect  the  subtlest  fold  of 
the  heart. 


CHAPTER   XI 

IN   THE   LANE 


MAGGIE  had  been  four  days  at  her  aunt 
Moss's,  giving  the  early  June  sunshine 
quite  a  new  brightness  in  the  care- 
dimmed  eyes  of  that  affectionate  woman,  and 
making  an  epoch  for  her  cousins  great  and  small, 
who  were  learning  her  words  and  actions  by 
heart,  as  if  she  had  been  a  transient  avatar  of 
perfect  wisdom  and  beauty. 

She  was  standing  on  the  causeway  with  her 
aunt  and  a  group  of  cousins  feeding  the  chickens, 
at  that  quiet  moment  in  the  life  of  the  farmyard 
before  the  afternoon  milking-time.  The  great 
buildings  round  the  hollow  yard  were  as  dreary 
and  tumble-down  as  ever,  but  over  the  old 
garden-wall  the  straggling  rose-bushes  were  be- 
ginning to  toss  their  summer  weight,  and  the 
gray  wood  and  old  bricks  of  the  house,  on  its 
higher  level,  had  a  look  of  sleepy  age  in  the 
broad  afternoon  sunlight,  that  suited  the  quies- 
cent time.  Maggie,  wdth  her  bonnet  over  her 
arm,  was  smiling  down  at  the  hatch  of  small 
fluffy  chickens,  when  her  aunt  exclaimed,  — 

"  Goodness  me !  who  is  that  gentleman  com- 
ing in  at  the  gate?  " 

It  was  a  gentleman  on  a  tall  bay  horse;  and 
the  flanks  and  neck  of  the  horse  were  streaked 
black  with  fast  riding.  Maggie  felt  a  beating 
at  head   and  heart,  —  horrible  as   the   sudden 
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leaping  to  life  of  a  savage  enemy  who  had 
feigned  death. 

"  Who  is  it,  my  dear?  "  said  Mrs.  Moss,  seeing 
in  Maggie's  face  the  evidence  that  she  knew. 

"  It  is  Mr.  Stephen  Guest,"  said  Maggie, 
rather  faintly.  "  My  cousin  Lucy's  —  a  gentle- 
man who  is  very  intimate  at  my  cousin's." 

Stephen  was  already  close  to  them,  had 
jumped  off  his  horse,  and  now  raised  his  hat  as 
he  advanced. 

"  Hold  the  horse,  Willy,"  said  Mrs.  Moss  to 
the  twelve-year-old  boy. 

"  No,  thank  you,"  said  Stephen,  pulling  at 
the  horse's  impatiently  tossing  head.  "  I  must 
be  going  again  immediately.  I  have  a  message 
to  deliver  to  you.  Miss  Tulliver,  —  on  private 
business.  May  I  take  the  liberty  of  asking  you 
to  walk  a  few  yards  with  me?  " 

He  had  a  half -jaded,  half -irritated  look,  such 
as  a  man  gets  when  he  has  been  dogged  by  some 
care  or  annoyance  that  makes  his  bed  and  his 
dinner  of  little  use  to  him.  He  spoke  almost 
abruptly,  as  if  his  errand  w'ere  too  pressing  for 
him  to  trouble  himself  about  what  would  be 
thought  by  Mrs.  Moss  of  his  visit  and  request. 
Good  iMrs.  Moss,  rather  nervous  in  the  presence 
of  this  apparently  haughty  gentleman,  was  in- 
wardly wondering  whether  she  would  be  doing 
right  or  wrong  to  invite  him  again  to  leave  his 
horse  and  walk  in,  when  Maggie,  feeling  all  the 
embarrassment  of  the  situation,  and  unable  to 
say  anything,  put  on  her  bonnet,  and  turned  to 
walk  towards  the  gate. 

Stephen  turned  too,  and  walked  by  her  side, 
leading  his  horse. 
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Not  a  word  was  spoken  till  they  were  out  in 
the  lane,  and  had  walked  four  or  five  yards, 
when  ]\I aggie,  who  had  been  looking  straight 
before  her  all  the  while,  turned  again  to  walk 
back,  saying,  with  haughty  resentment,  — 

"  There  is  no  need  for  me  to  go  any  farther.  I 
don't  know  whether  you  consider  it  gentlemanly 
and  delicate  conduct  to  place  me  in  a  position 
that  forced  me  to  come  out  with  you,  —  or 
whether  you  wished  to  insult  me  still  further  by 
thrusting  an  interview  upon  me  in  this  way." 

"Of  course  you  are  angry  with  me  for  com- 
ing," said  Stephen,  bitterly.  "Of  course  it  is  of 
no  consequence  what  a  man  has  to  suffer,  —  it  is 
only  your  woman's  dignity  that  you  care  about." 

Maggie  gave  a  slight  start,  such  as  might 
have  come  from  the  slightest  possible  electric 
shock. 

"  As  if  it  were  not  enough  that  I  'm  entangled 
in  this  way,  —  that  I  'm  mad  with  love  for  you, 
—  that  I  resist  the  strongest  passion  a  man  can 
feel,  because  I  try  to  be  true  to  other  claims,  — 
but  you  must  treat  me  as  if  I  were  a  coarse  brute, 
who  would  willingly  offend  you.  And  when,  if 
I  had  my  own  choice,  I  should  ask  you  to  take 
my  hand  and  my  fortune  and  my  whole  life,  and 
do  what  you  liked  with  them!  I  know  I  forgot 
myself.  I  took  an  unwarrantable  liberty.  I 
hate  myself  for  having  done  it.  But  I  repented 
immediately,  —  I  've  been  repenting  ever  since. 
You  ought  not  to  think  it  unpardonable :  a  man 
who  loves  with  his  w^hole  soul,  as  I  do  you,  is 
liable  to  be  mastered  by  his  feelings  for  a  mo- 
ment ;  but  you  know  —  you  must  believe  — 
that  the  worst  pain  I  could  have  is  to  have  pained 


234     THE   MILL  ON   THE   FLOSS 

you,  —  that  I  would  give  the  world  to  recall  the 
error." 

Maggie  dared  not  speak,  —  dared  not  turn 
her  head.  The  strength  that  had  come  from 
resentment  was  all  gone,  and  her  lips  were 
quivering  visibly.  She  could  not  trust  herself 
to  utter  the  full  forgiveness  that  rose  in  answer 
to  that  confession. 

They  were  come  nearly  in  front  of  the  gate 
again,  and  she  paused,  trembling. 

"  You  must  not  say  these  things,  —  I  must 
not  hear  them,"  she  said,  looking  down  in  misery, 
as  Stephen  came  in  front  of  her,  to  prevent  her 
from  going  farther  towards  the  gate.  "  I  'm 
very  sorry  for  any  pain  you  have  to  go  through ; 
but  it  is  of  no  use  to  speak." 

"  Yes,  it  is  of  use,"  said  Stephen,  impetu- 
ously. "  It  would  be  of  use  if  you  would  treat 
me  with  some  sort  of  pity  and  consideration,  in- 
stead of  doing  me  vile  injustice  in  your  mind. 
I  could  bear  everything  more  quietly  if  I  knew 
you  did  n't  hate  me  for  an  insolent  coxcomb. 
Look  at  me,  —  see  what  a  hunted  devil  I  am : 
I  've  been  riding  thirty  miles  every  day  to  get 
away  from  the  thought  of  you." 

Maggie  did  not  —  dared  not  look.  She  had 
already  seen  the  harassed  face.  But  she  said 
gently,— 

"  I  don't  think  any  evil  of  you." 

"  Then,  dearest,  look  at  me,"  said  Stephen,  in 
deepest,  tenderest  tones  of  entreaty.  "  Don't  go 
away  from  me  yet.  Give  me  a  moment's  happi- 
ness,—  make  me  feel  you've  forgiven  me." 

"  Yes,  I  do  forgive  you,"  said  JNIaggie,  shaken 
by  those  tones,  and  all  the  more  frightened  at 
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herself.  "  But  pray  let  me  go  in  again.  Pray 
go  away." 

A  great  tear  fell  from  under  her  lowered  eye- 
lids. 

"  I  can't  go  away  from  you,  —  I  can't  leave 
you,"  said  Stephen,  with  still  more  passionate 
pleading.  "  I  shall  come  back  again  if  you  send 
me  aw^ay  with  this  coldness,  —  I  can't  answer 
for  myself.  But  if  you  will  go  with  me  only  a 
little  way,  I  can  live  on  that.  You  see  plainly 
enough  that  your  anger  has  only  made  me  ten 
times  more  unreasonable." 

Maggie  turned.  But  Tancred,  the  bay  horse, 
began  to  make  such  spirited  remonstrances 
against  this  frequent  change  of  direction,  that 
Stephen,  catching  sight  of  Willy  Moss  peeping 
through  the  gate,  called  out,  "  Here!  just  come 
and  hold  my  horse  for  five  minutes." 

"  Oh,  no,"  said  Maggie,  hurriedly,  "  my  aunt 
will  think  it  so  strange." 

"  Never  mind,"  Stephen  answered  impa- 
tiently; "they  don't  know  the  people  at  St. 
Ogg's.  Lead  him  up  and  down  just  here,  for 
five  minutes,"  he  added  to  Willy,  who  was  now 
close  to  them;  and  then  he  turned  to  Maggie's 
side,  and  they  walked  on.  It  was  clear  that  she 
must  go  on  now. 

"  Take  my  arm,"  said  Stephen,  entreatingly; 
and  she  took  it,  feeling  all  the  while  as  if  she 
were  sliding  downwards  in  a  nightmare. 

"  There  is  no  end  to  this  misery,"  she  began, 
struggling  to  repel  the  influence  by  speech.  "  It 
is  wicked,  —  base,  —  ever  allowing  a  word  or 
look  that  Lucy  —  that  others  might  not  have 
seen.    Think  of  Lucy." 
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"Idothiiikofher,  — blessher!  Ifldidn't— " 
Stephen  had  laid  his  hand  on  Maggie's  that 
rested  on  his  arm,  and  they  both  felt  it  difficult 
to  speak. 

"  And  I  have  other  ties,"  Maggie  went  on,  at 
last,  with  a  desperate  effort,  "  even  if  Lucy  did 
not  exist." 

"  You  are  engaged  to  PhiHp  Wakem?  "  said 
Stephen,  hastily.    "  Is  it  so?  " 

"  I  consider  myself  engaged  to  him,  —  I  don't 
mean  to  marry  any  one  else." 

Stephen  was  silent  again  until  they  had  turned 
out  of  the  sun  into  a  side  lane,  all  grassy  and 
sheltered.    Then  he  burst  out  impetuously,  — 

"  It  is  unnatural,  —  it  is  horrible.  Maggie,  if 
you  loved  me  as  I  love  you,  we  should  tlrrow 
everything  else  to  the  winds  for  the  sake  of  be- 
longing to  each  other.  We  should  break  all 
these  mistaken  ties  that  were  made  in  bhndness, 
and  determine  to  marry  each  other." 

"  I  would  rather  die  than  fall  into  that  tempta- 
tion," said  JNIaggie,  with  deep,  slow  distinctness, 
—  all  the  gathered  spiritual  force  of  painful 
years  coming  to  her  aid  in  this  extremity.  She 
drew  her  arm  from  his  as  she  spoke. 

"  Tell  me,  then,  that  you  don't  care  for  me," 
he  said  ahnost  violently.  "  Tell  me  that  you 
love  some  one  else  better." 

It  darted  through  Maggie's  mind  that  here 
was  a  mode  of  releasing  herself  from  outward 
struggle,  —  to  tell  Stephen  that  her  whole  heart 
was  Philip's.  But  her  lips  would  not  utter  that, 
and  she  was  silent. 

"  If  you  do  love  me,  dearest,"  said  Stephen, 
gently,  taking  up  her  hand  again  and  laying  it 
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within  his  arm,  "it  is  better  —  it  is  right  that 
we  should  marry  each  other.  We  can't  help  the 
pain  it  will  give.  It  is  come  upon  us  without  our 
seeking :  it  is  natural,  —  it  has  taken  hold  of  me 
in  spite  of  every  effort  I  have  made  to  resist  it. 
God  knows,  I  've  been  trying  to  be  faithful  to 
tacit  engagements,  and  I  've  only  made  things 
worse,  —  I  'd  better  have  given  way  at  first." 

Maggie  was  silent.  If  it  were  not  wrong,  — 
if  she  were  once  convinced  of  that,  and  need  no 
longer  beat  and  struggle  against  this  current, 
soft  and  yet  strong  as  the  summer  stream ! 

"  Say  '  yes,'  dearest,"  said  Stephen,  leaning  to 
look  entreatingly  in  her  face.  "  What  could  we 
care  about  in  the  whole  world  beside,  if  we  be- 
longed to  each  other? " 

Her  breath  was  on  his  face,  —  his  lips  were 
very  near  hers,  —  but  there  was  a  great  dread 
dwelling  in  his  love  for  her. 

Her  lips  and  eyelids  quivered ;  she  opened  her 
eyes  full  on  his  for  an  instant,  like  a  lovely  wild 
animal  timid  and  struggling  under  caresses,  and 
then  turned  sharp  round  towards  home  again. 

"  And  after  all,"  he  went  on,  in  an  impatient 
tone,  trying  to  defeat  his  own  scruples  as  well  as 
hers,  "  I  am  breaking  no  positive  engagement: 
if  Lucy's  affections  had  been  withdrawn  from 
me  and  given  to  some  one  else,  I  should  have  felt 
no  right  to  assert  a  claim  on  her.  If  you  are  not 
absolutely  pledged  to  Philip,  we  are  neither  of 
us  bound." 

"  You  don't  believe  that,  —  it  is  not  your  real 
feeling,"  said  Maggie,  earnestly.  "  You  feel,  as 
I  do,  that  the  real  tie  lies  in  the  feelings  and  ex- 
pectations we  have  raised  in  other  minds.    Else 
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all  pledges  might  be  broken,  when  there  was  no 
outward  penalty.  There  would  be  no  such  thing 
as  faithfulness." 

Stephen  was  silent:  he  could  not  pursue  that 
argument ;  the  opposite  conviction  had  wrought 
in  him  too  strongly  through  his  previous  time  of 
struggle.  But  it  soon  presented  itself  in  a  new 
form. 

"  The  pledge  cant  be  fulfilled,"  he  said,  with 
impetuous  insistence.  "  It  is  unnatural :  v/e  can 
only  pretend  to  give  ourselves  to  any  one  else. 
There  is  wTong  in  that  too,  —  there  may  be 
misery  in  it  for  them  as  well  as  for  us.  Maggie, 
you  must  see  that,  —  you  do  see  that." 

He  was  looking  eagerly  at  her  face  for  the 
least  sign  of  compliance ;  his  large,  firm,  gentle 
grasp  was  on  her  hand.  She  was  silent  for  a 
few  moments,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground ; 
then  she  drew  a  deep  breath,  and  said,  looking 
up  at  him  with  solemn  sadness,  — 

"  Oh,  it  is  difficult,  —  life  is  very  difficult!  It 
seems  right  to  me  sometimes  that  we  should  fol- 
low our  strongest  feeling;  but  then,  such  feel- 
ings continually  come  across  the  ties  that  all  our 
former  life  has  made  for  us,  —  the  ties  tliat  have 
made  others  dependent  on  us,  —  and  would  cut 
them  in  two.  If  life  were  quite  easy  and  simple, 
as  it  might  have  been  in  Paradise,  and  we  could 
always  see  that  one  being  first  towards  whom 
...  I  mean,  if  life  did  not  make  duties  for  us 
before  love  comes,  love  would  be  a  sign  that  two 
people  ought  to  belong  to  each  other.  But  I 
see  —  I  feel  it  is  not  so  now :  there  are  things  we 
must  renounce  in  life;  some  of  us  must  resign 
love.    Many  things  are  difficult  and  dark  to  me; 
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but  I  see  one  thing  quite  clearly,  —  that  I  must 
not,  cannot,  seek  my  own  happiness  by  sacrific- 
ing others.  Love  is  natural;  but  surely  pity 
and  faithfulness  and  memory  are  natural  too. 
And  they  would  live  in  me  still,  and  punish  me 
if  I  did  not  obey  them.  I  should  be  haunted  by 
the  suffering  I  had  caused.  Our  love  would  be 
poisoned.  Don't  urge  me ;  help  me,  —  help  me, 
because  I  love  you." 

Maggie  had  become  more  and  more  earnest  as 
she  went  on;  her  face  had  become  flushed,  and 
her  eyes  fuller  and  fuller  of  appealing  love. 
Stephen  had  the  fibre  of  nobleness  in  him  that 
vibrated  to  her  appeal;  but  in  the  same  moment 
—  how  could  it  be  otherwise  ?  —  that  pleading 
beauty  gained  new  power  over  him. 

"  Dearest,"  he  said  in  scarcely  more  than  a 
whisper,  while  his  arm  stole  round  her,  "  I  '11  do, 
I  '11  bear  anything  j^ou  wish.  But  —  one  kiss  — 
one  —  the  last  —  before  w^e  part." 

One  kiss,  —  and  then  a  long  look,  —  until 
Maggie  said  tremulously,  "  Let  me  go,  —  let  us 
make  haste  back." 

She  hurried  along,  and  not  another  word  was 
spoken.  Stephen  stood  still  and  beckoned  when 
they  came  within  sight  of  Willy  and  the  horse, 
and  Maggie  w^ent  on  through  the  gate.  Mrs. 
Moss  was  standing  alone  at  the  door  of  the  old 
porch ;  she  had  sent  all  the  cousins  in,  wath  kind 
thoughtfulness.  It  might  be  a  joyful  thing  that 
Maggie  had  a  rich  and  handsome  lover,  but  she 
would  naturally  feel  embarrassed  at  coming  in 
again;  and  it  might  not  be  joyful.  In  either 
case,  Mrs.  Moss  waited  anxiously  to  receive 
Maggie  by  herself.     The   speaking  face   told 


240     THE   MILL  ON   THE    FLOSS 

plainly  enough  that,  if  there  was  joy,  it  was  of 
a  very  agitating,  dubious  sort. 

"Sit  down  here  a  bit,  my  dear."  She  drew 
Maggie  into  the  porch,  and  sat  down  on  the 
bench  by  her :  there  was  no  privacy  in  the  house. 

"  Oh,  aunt  Gritty,  I  'm  very  wretched.  I  wish 
I  could  have  died  when  I  was  fifteen.  It  seemed 
so  easy  to  give  things  up  then,  —  it  is  so  hard 
now." 

^     The  poor   child  threw^  her  arms   round  her 
aunt's  neck,  and  fell  into  long,  deep  sobs. 


CHAPTER    XII 

A   FAMILY   PARTY 


MAGGIE  left  her  good  aunt  Gritty  at  the 
end  of  the  week,  and  went  to  Garum 
Firs  to  pay  her  visit  to  aunt  Pullet  ac- 
cording to  agreement.  In  the  meantime  very 
unexpected  things  had  happened,  and  there  was 
to  be  a  family  party  at  Garum  to  discuss  and 
celebrate  a  change  in  the  fortunes  of  the  TuUi- 
vers,  which  was  likely  finally  to  carry  away  the 
shadow  of  their  demerits  like  the  last  limb  of  an 
eclipse,  and  cause  their  hitherto  obscured  virtues 
to  shine  forth  in  full-rounded  splendour.  It  is 
pleasant  to  know  that  a  new  ministry  just  come 
into  office  are  not  the  only  fellow-men  who  enjoy 
a  period  of  high  appreciation  and  full-blown 
eulogy:  in  many  respectable  families  through- 
out this  realm,  relatives  becoming  creditable  meet 
with  a  similar  cordiality  of  recognition,  which, 
in  its  fine  freedom  from  the  coercion  of  any 
antecedents,  suggests  the  hopeful  possibility 
that  we  may  some  day  without  any  notice  find 
ourselves  in  full  millennium,  with  cockatrices 
who  have  ceased  to  bite,  and  wolves  that  no 
longer  show  their  teeth  with  any  but  the  bland- 
est intentions. 

Lucy  came  so  early  as  to  have  the  start  even 
of  aunt  Glegg :  for  she  longed  to  have  some  un- 
disturbed talk  with  Maggie  about  the  wonderful 
news.    It  seemed,  —  did  it  not?  said  Lucy,  with 
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her  prettiest  air  of  wisdom,  —  as  if  everything, 
even  other  people's  misfortunes  (poor  creat- 
ures ! ) ,  were  conspiring  now  to  make  poor  dear 
aunt  Tulhver  and  cousin  Tom  and  naughty 
Maggie  too,  if  she  were  not  obstinately  bent  on 
the  contrary,  as  happy  as  they  deserved  to  be 
after  all  their  troubles.  To  think  that  the  very 
day  —  the  very  day  —  after  Tom  had  come 
back  from  Newcastle  that  unfortunate  young 
Jetsome,  whom  IMr.  Wakem  had  placed  at  the 
Mill,  had  been  pitched  off  his  horse  in  a  diunken 
fit,  and  was  lying  at  St.  Ogg's  in  a  dangerous 
state,  so  that  Wakem  had  signified  his  wish  that 
the  new  purchasers  should  enter  on  the  premises 
at  once !  It  was  very  dreadful  for  that  unhappy 
young  man,  but  it  did  seem  as  if  the  misfortune 
had  happened  then,  rather  than  at  any  other 
time,  in  order  that  cousin  Tom  might  all  the 
sooner  have  the  fit  reward  of  his  exemplary  con- 
duct, —  papa  thought  so  very  highly  of  him. 
Aunt  Tulliver  must  certainly  go  to  the  Mill 
now,  and  keep  house  for  Tom:  that  was  rather 
a  loss  to  Lucy  in  the  matter  of  household  com- 
fort; but  then,  to  think  of  poor  aunty  being  in 
her  old  place  again,  and  gradually  getting  com- 
forts about  her  there! 

On  this  last  point  Lucy  had  her  cunning  pro- 
jects, and  when  she  and  ^laggie  had  made  their 
dangerous  way  down  the  bright  stairs  into  the 
handsome  parlour,  where  the  very  sunbeams 
seemed  cleaner  than  elsewhere,  she  directed  her 
manoeuvres,  as  any  other  great  tactician  would 
have  done,  against  the  weaker  side  of  the  enemy. 

"  Aunt  Pullet,"  she  said,  seating  herself  on 
the  sofa,  and  caressingly  adjusting  that  lady's 
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floating  cap-string,  "  I  want  you  to  make  up 
your  mind  what  linen  and  things  you  will  give 
Tom  towards  housekeeping;  because  you  are 
always  so  generous,  —  you  give  such  nice,  things, 
you  know;  and  if  you  set  the  example,  aunt 
Glegg  will  follow." 

"  That  she  never  can,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs. 
Pullet,  with  unusual  vigour,  "  for  she  has  n't 
got  the  linen  to  follow  suit  wi'  mine,  I  can  tell 
you.  She  'd  niver  the  taste,  not  if  she  'd  spend 
the  money.  Big  checks  and  live  things,  like 
stags  and  foxes,  all  her  table-linen  is,  —  not  a 
spot  nor  a  diamont  among  'em.  But  it 's  poor 
work,  dividing  one's  linen  before  one  dies,  —  I 
niver  thought  to  ha'  done  that,  Bessy,"  Mrs. 
Pullet  continued,  shaking  her  head  and  looking 
at  her  sister  Tulliver,  "  when  you  and  me  chose 
the  double  diamont,  the  first  flax  iver  we  'd  spun, 
—  and  the  Lord  knows  where  yours  is  gone." 

"  I  'd  no  choice,  I  'm  sure,  sister,"  said  poor 
Mrs.  Tulliver,  accustomed  to  consider  herself  in 
the  light  of  an  accused  person.  "  I  'm  sure  it 
was  no  wish  o'  mine,  iver,  as  I  shoud  lie  awake 
o'  nights  thinking  o'  my  best  bleached  linen  all 
over  the  country." 

"  Take  a  peppermint,  Mrs.  Tulliver,"  said 
uncle  Pullet,  feeling  that  he  was  offering  a  cheap 
and  wholesome  form  of  comfort,  which  he  was 
reconmiending  by  example. 

"  Oh,  but,  aunt  Pullet,"  said  Lucy,  "  you  've 
so  much  beautiful  linen.  And  suppose  you  had 
had  daughters!  Then  you  must  have  divided 
it  when  they  were  married." 

"  Well,  I  don't  say  as  I  won't  do  it,"  said  Mrs. 
Pullet,  "  for  now  Tom  's  so  lucky,  it 's  nothing 
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but  right  his  friends  should  look  on  him  and  help 
him.  There  's  the  table-cloths  I  bought  at  your 
sale,  Bessy;  it  was  nothing  but  good-natur'  o' 
me  to  buy  'em,  for  they  've  been  lying  in  the 
chest  ever  since.  But  I  'm  not  going  to  give 
Maggie  any  more  o'  my  Indy  muslin  and  things, 
if  she  's  to  go  into  service  again,  when  she  might 
stay  and  keep  me  company,  and  do  my  sewing 
for  me,  if  she  was  n't  wanted  at  her  brother's." 

"  Going  into  service  "  was  the  expression  by 
which  the  Dodson  mind  represented  to  itself  the 
position  of  teacher  or  governess;  and  Maggie's 
return  to  that  menial  condition,  now  circum- 
stances offered  her  more  eligible  prospects,  was 
likely  to  be  a  sore  point  with  all  her  relatives, 
besides  Lucy.  Maggie  in  her  crude  form,  with 
her  hair  down  her  back,  and  altogether  in  a  state 
of  dubious  promise,  was  a  most  undesirable 
niece;  but  now  she  was  capable  of  being  at  once 
ornamental  and  useful.  The  subject  was  re- 
vived in  aunt  and  uncle  Glegg's  presence,  over 
the  tea  and  muffins. 

"  Hegh,  hegh!"  said  Mr.  Glegg,  good- 
naturedly  patting  Maggie  on  the  back,  "  non- 
sense, nonsense !  Don't  let  us  hear  of  you  taking 
a  place  again,  JSIaggie.  Wh}^  you  must  ha' 
picked  up  half-a-dozen  sweethearts  at  the  ba- 
zaar :  is  n't  there  one  of  'em  the  right  sort  of 
article?     Come,  now?  " 

"  Mr.  Glegg,"  said  his  wife,  with  that  shade 
of  increased  politeness  in  her  severity  which  she 
always  put  on  with  her  crisper  fronts,  "  you  '11  ex- 
cuse me,  but  you  're  far  too  light  for  a  man  of  your 
years.  It 's  respect  and  duty  to  her  aunts,  and 
the  rest  of  her  kin  as  are  so  good  to  her,  should 
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have  kept  my  niece  from  fixing  about  going 
away  again  without  consulting  us,  —  not  sweet- 
hearts, if  I  'm  to  use  such  a  word,  though  it  was 
never  heared  in  my  family." 

"  Why,  what  did  they  call  us,  when  wt  went 
to  see  'em,  then,  eh,  neighbour  Pullet?  They 
thought  us  sweet  enough  then,"  said  INIr.  Glegg, 
winking  pleasantly;  while  Mr.  Pullet,  at  the 
suggestion  of  sweetness,  took  a  httle  more 
sugar. 

"  IVIr.  Glegg,"  said  Mrs.  G.,  "  if  you  're  going 
to  be  undelicate,  let  me  know." 

"  La,  Jane,  your  husband 's  only  joking," 
said  Mrs.  Pullet;  "  let  him  joke  while  he  's  got 
health  and  strength.  There 's  poor  Mr.  Tilt 
got  his  mouth  drawn  all  o'  one  side,  and  could  n't 
laugh  if  he  was  to  try." 

"  I  'U  trouble  you  for  the  muffineer,  then,  Mr. 
Glegg,"  said  Mrs.  G.,  "  if  I  may  be  so  bold  to 
interrupt  your  joking.  Though  it 's  other 
people  must  see  the  joke  in  a  niece's  putting  a 
slight  on  her  mother's  eldest  sister,  as  is  the  head 
o'  the  family;  and  only  coming  in  and  out  on 
short  visits,  all  the  time  she  's  been  in  the  town, 
and  then  settling  to  go  away  without  my  knowl- 
edge, —  as  I  'd  laid  caps  out  on  purpose  for  her 
to  make  'em  up  for  me,  —  and  me  as  have  divided 
my  money  so  equal  —  " 

"  Sister,"  Mrs.  Tulliver  broke  in  anxiously, 
"  I  'm  sure  Maggie  never  thought  o'  going  away 
without  staying  at  your  house  as  well  as  the 
others.  Not  as  it 's  my  wish  she  should  go  away 
at  all,  —  but  quite  contrairy.  I  'm  sure  I  'm  in- 
nocent. I  've  said  over  and  over  again,  '  My 
dear,  you  've  no  call  to  go  away.'    But  there  's 
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ten  days  or  a  fortnight  Maggie  '11  have  before 
she  's  fixed  to  go :  she  can  stay  at  your  house 
just  as  well,  and  I  '11  step  in  when  I  can,  and 
so  will  Lucy." 

"  Bessy,"  said  ^Irs.  Glegg,  "  if  you  'd  exer- 
cise a  little  more  thought,  you  might  know  I 
should  hardly  think  it  was  worth  while  to  unpin 
a  bed,  and  go  to  all  that  trouble  now,  just  at  the 
end  o'  the  time,  when  our  house  is  n't  above  a 
quarter  of  an  hour's  walk  from  INIr.  Deane's. 
She  can  come  the  first  thing  in  the  morning,  and 
go  back  the  last  at  night,  and  be  thankful  she  's 
got  a  good  aunt  so  close  to  her  to  come  and  sit 
with.    I  know  I  should,  when.  I  was  her  age." 

"  La,  Jane,"  said  Mrs.  Pullet,  "  it  'ud  do  your 
beds  good  to  have  somebody  to  sleep  in  'em. 
There 's  that  strij^ed  room  smells  dreadful 
mouldy,  and  the  glass  mildewed  like  anything. 
I  'm  sure  I  thought  I  should  be  struck  with 
death  when  j^ou  took  me  in." 

"  Oh,  there  is  Tom!  "  exclaimed  Lucy,  clap- 
ping her  hands.  "  He  's  come  on  Sinbad,  as  I 
told  him.  I  was  afraid  he  was  not  going  to  keep 
his  promise." 

Maggie  jumped  up  to  kiss  Tom  as  he  entered, 
with  strong  feeling,  at  this  first  meeting  since 
the  prospect  of  returning  to  the  ^lill  had  been 
opened  to  him;  and  she  kept  his  hand,  leading 
him  to  the  chair  by  her  side.  To  have  no  cloud 
between  herself  and  Tom  was  still  a  perpetual 
yearning  in  her,  that  had  its  root  deeper  than  all 
change.  He  smiled  at  her  very  kindly  this  even- 
ing, and  said,  "Well,  Magsie,  how's  aunt 
Moss?" 

"Come,  come,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Glegg,  putting 
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out  his  hand.  "Why,  you  're  such  a  big  man,  you 
carry  all  before  you,  it  seems.  You  're  come  into 
your  luck  a  good  deal  earlier  than  us  old  folks 
did,  —  but  I  wish  you  joy,  I  wish  you  joy. 
You  '11  get  the  Mill  all  for  your  own  again,  some 
day,  I  '11  be  bound.  You  won't  stop  half-way 
up  the  hill." 

"  But  I  hope  he  '11  bear  in  mind  as  it 's  his 
mother's  family  as  he  owes  it  to,"  said  Mrs. 
Glegg.  "  If  he  had  n't  had  them  to  take  after, 
he  'd  ha'  been  poorly  off.  There  was  never  any 
failures,  nor  lawdng,  nor  wastefulness  in  our 
family,  —  nor  dying  without  wills  —  " 

"No,  nor  sudden  deaths,"  said  aunt  Pullet; 
"  allays  the  doctor  called  in.  But  Tom  had  the 
Dodson  skin:  I  said  that  from  the  first.  And 
I  don't  know  what  you  mean  to  do,  sister  Glegg, 
but  I  mean  to  give  him  a  table-cloth  of  all  my 
three  biggest  sizes  but  one,  besides  sheets.  I 
don't  say  what  more  I  shall  do ;  but  that  I  shall 
do,  and  if  I  should  die  to-morrow,  Mr.  Pullet, 
you  '11  bear  it  in  mind,  —  though  you  '11  be  blun- 
dering with  the  keys,  and  never  remember  as 
that  on  the  third  shelf  o'  the  left-hand  wardrobe, 
behind  the  night-caps  w  ith  the  broad  ties,  —  not 
the  narrow -frilled  uns,  —  is  the  key  o'  the  drawer 
in  the  Blue  Room,  where  the  key  o'  the  Blue 
Closet  is.  You  '11  make  a  mistake,  and  I  shall 
niver  be  w^orthy  to  loiow  it.  You  've  a  memory 
for  my  pills  and  draughts,  w  onderful,  —  I  '11 
allays  say  that  of  you,  —  but  you  're  lost  among 
the  keys."  This  gloomy  prospect  of  the  confu- 
sion that  w  ould  ensue  on  her  decease,  was  very 
affecting  to  Mrs.  Pullet. 

"  You  carry  it  too  far,  Sophy,  —  that  locking 
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in  and  out,"  said  Mrs.  Glegg,  in  a  tone  of  some 
disgust  at  this  folly.  "  You  go  beyond  your  own 
family.  There  's  nobody  can  say  I  don't  lock 
up ;  but  I  do  what 's  reasonable,  and  no  more. 
And  as  for  the  Hnen,  I  shall  look  out  what 's  ser- 
viceable, to  make  a  present  of  to  my  nephey: 
I  Ve  got  cloth  as  has  never  been  whitened,  better 
worth  having  than  other  people's  fine  holland; 
and  I  hope  he  '11  He  down  in  it  and  think  of  his 
aunt." 

Tom  thanked  Mrs.  Glegg,  but  evaded  any 
promise  to  meditate  nightly  on  her  virtues ;  and 
Mr.  Glegg  effected  a  diversion  for  him  by  ask- 
ing about  Mr.  Deane's  intentions  concerning 
steam. 

Lucy  had  had  her  far-sighted  views  in  beg- 
ging Tom  to  come  on  Sinbad.  It  appeared, 
when  it  was  time  to  go  home,  that  the  man- 
servant was  to  ride  the  horse,  and  cousin  Tom 
was  to  drive  home  his  mother  and  Lucy.  "  You 
must  sit  by  yourself,  aunty,"  said  that  contriv- 
ing young  lady,  "because  I  must  sit  by  Tom; 
I  've  a  great  deal  to  say  to  him." 

In  the  eagerness  of  her  affectionate  anxiety 
for  Maggie,  Lucy  could  not  persuade  herself  to 
defer  a  conversation  about  her  with  Tom,  who, 
she  thought,  with  such  a  cup  of  joy  before  him 
as  this  rapid  fulfilment  of  his  wish  about  the 
Mill,  must  become  pliant  and  flexible.  Her 
nature  supplied  her  with  no  key  to  Tom's;  and 
she  was  puzzled  as  well  as  pained  to  notice  the 
unpleasant  change  on  his  countenance  when  she 
gave  him  the  history  of  the  way  in  which  Philip 
had  used  his  influence  with  his  father.  She  had 
counted  on  tliis  revelation  as  a  great  stroke  of 


THE   GREAT  TEMPTATION     249 

policy,  which  was  to  turn  Tom's  heart  towards 
Phihp  at  once,  and,  besides  that,  prove  that  the 
elder  Wakem  was  ready  to  receive  Maggie  with 
all  the  honours  of  a  daughter-in-law.  Nothing 
was  wanted,  then,  but  for  dear  Tom,  who  always 
had  that  pleasant  smile  when  he  looked  at  cousin 
Lucy,  to  turn  completely  round,  say  the  opposite 
of  what  he  had  always  said  before,  and  declare 
that  he,  for  his  part,  was  delighted  that  all  the  old 
grievances  should  be  healed,  and  that  Maggie 
should  have  Philip  with  all  suitable  despatch :  in 
cousin  Lucy's  opinion  nothing  could  be  easier. 

But  to  minds  strongly  marked  by  the  positive 
and  negative  qualities  that  create  severity,  — 
strength  of  will,  conscious  rectitude  of  purpose, 
narrowness  of  imagination  and  intellect,  great 
power  of  self-control,  and  a  disposition  to  exert 
control  over  others,  —  prejudices  come  as  the 
natural  food  of  tendencies  which  can  get  no 
sustenance  out  of  that  complex,  fragmentary, 
doubt-provoking  knowledge  which  we  call  truth. 
Let  a  prejudice  be  bequeathed,  carried  in  the 
air,  adopted  by  hearsay,  caught  in  through  the 
eye,  —  however  it  may  come,  these  minds  will 
give  it  a  habitation:  it  is  something  to  assert 
strongly  and  bravely,  something  to  fill  up  the 
void  of  spontaneous  ideas,  something  to  impose 
on  others  with  the  authority  of  conscious  right: 
it  is  at  once  a  staff  and  a  baton.  Every  preju- 
dice that  will  answer  these  purposes  is  self-evi- 
dent. Our  good  upright  Tom  Tulliver's  mind 
was  of  this  class:  his  inward  criticism  of  his 
father's  faults  did  not  prevent  him  from  adopt- 
ing his  father's  prejudice;  it  was  a  prejudice 
against  a  man  of  lax  principle  and  lax  life,  and 
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it  was  a  meeting-point  for  all  the  disappointed 
feelings  of  family  and  personal  pride.  Other 
feelings  added  their  force  to  produce  Tom's 
bitter  repugnance  to  Philip,  and  to  Maggie's 
union  with  him;  and  notwithstanding  Lucy's 
power  over  her  strong-willed  cousin,  she  got 
nothing  but  a  cold  refusal  ever  to  sanction  such 
a  marriage:  "  but  of  course  Maggie  could  do  as 
she  liked,  —  she  had  declared  her  determination 
to  be  independent.  For  Tom's  part,  he  held 
himself  bound  by  his  duty  to  his  father's  mem- 
ory, and  by  every  manly  feeling,  never  to  con- 
sent to  any  relation  with  the  Wakems." 

Thus,  all  that  Lucy  had  effected  by  her  zeal- 
ous mediation  was  to  fill  Tom's  mind  with  the 
expectation  that  Maggie's  perverse  resolve  to 
go  into  a  situation  again  would  presently  meta- 
morphose itself,  as  her  resolves  were  apt  to  do, 
into  something  equally  perverse  but  entirely  dif- 
ferent, —  a  marriage  with  Philip  Wakem. 


CHAPTER   XIII 

BORNE   ALONG   BY   THE    TIDE 


IN  less  than  a  week  Maggie  was  at  St.  Ogg's 
again,  —  outwardly  in  much  the  same  posi- 
tion as  when  her  visit  there  had  just  begun. 
It  was  easy  for  her  to  fill  her  mornings  apart 
from  Lucy  without  any  obvious  effort;  for  she 
had  her  promised  visits  to  pay  to  her  aunt  Glegg, 
and  it  was  natural  that  she  should  give  her 
mother  more  than  usual  of  her  companionship 
in  these  last  weeks,  especially  as  there  were 
preparations  to  be  thought  of  for  Tom's  house- 
keeping. But  Lucy  would  hear  of  no  pretext 
for  her  remaining  away  in  the  evenings:  she 
must  always  come  from  aunt  Glegg's  before  din- 
ner,—  "else  what  shall  I  have  of  you?"  said 
Lucy,  with  a  tearful  pout  that  could  not  be  re- 
sisted. And  Mr.  Stephen  Guest  had  unaccount- 
ably taken  to  dining  at  IMr.  Deane's  as  often  as 
possible,  instead  of  avoiding  that,  as  he  used  to 
do.  At  first  he  began  his  mornings  with  a  reso- 
lution that  he  would  not  dine  there,  —  not  even 
go  in  the  evening,  till  JNIaggie  was  away.  He 
had  even  devised  a  plan  of  starting  off  on  a 
journey  in  this  agreeable  June  weather:  the 
headaches  which  he  had  constantly  been  alleging 
as  a  ground  for  stupidity  and  silence  were  a  suffi- 
cient ostensible  motive.  But  the  journey  was 
not  taken,  and  by  the  fourth  morning  no  distinct 
resolution  was  formed  about  the  evenings :  they 
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were  only  foreseen  as  times  when  Maggie  would 
still  be  present  for  a  little  while,  —  when  one 
more  touch,  one  more  glance,  might  be  snatched. 
For,  why  not?  There  was  nothing  to  conceal 
between  them :  they  knew  —  they  had  confessed 
their  love,  and  they  had  renounced  each  other: 
they  were  going  to  part.  Honour  and  con- 
science were  going  to  divide  them :  Maggie,  with 
that  appeal  from  her  inmost  soul,  had  decided 
it;  but  surely  they  might  cast  a  lingering  look 
at  each  other  across  the  gulf,  before  they  turned 
away  never  to  look  again  till  that  strange  light 
had  forever  faded  out  of  their  eyes. 

Maggie,  all  this  time,  moved  about  with  a  qui- 
escence and  even  torpor  of  manner,  so  contrasted 
with  her  usual  fitful  brightness  and  ardour,  that 
Lucy  would  have  had  to  seek  some  other  cause 
for  such  a  change,  if  she  had  not  been  convinced 
that  the  position  in  which  Maggie  stood  between 
Philip  and  her  brother,  and  the  prospect  of  her 
self-imposed  wearisome  banishment,  were  quite 
enough  to  account  for  a  large  amount  of  de- 
pression. But  under  this  torpor  there  was  a 
fierce  battle  of  emotions,  such  as  Maggie  in  all 
her  life  of  struggle  had  never  known  or  fore- 
boded: it  seemed  to  her  as  if  all  the  worst  evil 
in  her  had  lain  in  ambush  till  now,  and  had  sud- 
denly started  up  full-armed,  with  hideous,  over- 
powering strength!  There  were  moments  in 
which  a  cruel  selfishness  seemed  to  be  getting 
possession  of  her :  why  should  not  Lucy,  —  why 
should  not  Philip  suffer?  She  had  had  to  suffer 
through  many  years  of  her  life;  and  who  had 
renounced  anj^thing  for  her?  And  when  some- 
thing   like    that    fulness    of    existence  —  love, 
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wealth,  ease,  refinement,  all  that  her  nature 
craved  —  was  brought  within  her  reach,  why 
was  she  to  forego  it,  that  another  might  have 
it,  —  another,  who  perhaps  needed  it  less  ?  But 
amidst  all  this  new  passionate  tumult  there  were 
the  old  voices  making  themselves  heard  with 
rising  power,  till,  from  time  to  time,  the  tumult 
seemed  quelled.  Was  that  existence  which 
tempted  her  the  full  existence  she  dreamed? 
Where,  then,  would  be  all  the  memories  of  early 
striving,  —  all  the  deep  pity  for  another's  pain, 
which  had  been  nurtured  in  her  through  years 
of  affection  and  hardship,  —  all  the  divine  pre- 
sentiment of  something  higher  than  mere  per- 
sonal enjoyment,  which  had  made  the  sacredness 
of  life?  She  might  as  well  hope  to  enjoy  walk- 
ing by  maiming  her  feet,  as  hope  to  enjoy  an 
existence  in  which  she  set  out  by  maiming  the 
faith  and  sympathy  that  were  the  best  organs 
of  her  soul.  And  then,  if  pain  were  so  hard  to 
her,  what  was  it  to  others?  —  "  Ah,  God!  pre- 
serve me  from  inflicting  —  give  me  strength  to 
bear  it."  —  How  had  she  sunk  into  this  struggle 
with  a  temptation  that  she  would  once  have 
thought  herself  as  secure  from  as  from  deliber- 
ate crime  ?  When  was  that  first  hateful  moment 
in  which  she  had  been  conscious  of  a  feeling  that 
clashed  with  her  truth,  affection,  and  gratitude, 
and  had  not  shaken  it  from  her  with  horror,  as 
if  it  had  been  a  loathsome  thing  ?  —  And  yet, 
since  this  strange,  sweet,  subduing  influence  did 
not,  should  not,  conquer  her,  —  since  it  was  to 
remain  simply  her  own  suffering  .  .  .  her  mind 
was  meeting  Stephen's  in  that  thought  of  his, 
that  they  might  still  snatch  moments  of  mute 
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confession  before  the  parting  came.  For  was 
not  he  suffering  too  ?  She  saw  it  daily,  —  saw 
it  in  the  sickened  look  of  fatigue  with  which,  as 
soon  as  he  was  not  compelled  to  exert  himself, 
he  relapsed  into  indifference  towards  everything 
but  the  possibility  of  watching  her.  Could  she 
refuse  sometimes  to  answer  that  beseeching  look 
which  she  felt  to  be  following  her  like  a  low 
murmur  of  love  and  pain?  She  refused  it  less 
and  less,  till  at  last  the  evening  for  them  both 
was  sometimes  made  of  a  moment's  mutual  gaze : 
they  thought  of  it  till  it  came,  and  when  it  had 
come,  they  thought  of  nothing  else.  One  other 
thing  Stephen  seemed  now  and  then  to  care  for, 
and  that  was  to  sing:  it  was  a  way  of  speaking 
to  Maggie.  Perhaps  he  was  not  distinctly  con- 
scious that  he  was  impelled  to  it  by  a  secret  long- 
ing —  running  counter  to  all  his  self-confessed 
resolves  —  to  deepen  the  hold  he  had  on  her. 
Watch  your  own  speech,  and  notice  how  it  is 
guided  by  your  less  conscious  purposes,  and  you 
will  understand  that  contradiction  in  Stephen. 

Philip  Wakem  was  a  less  frequent  visitor,  but 
he  came  occasionally  in  the  evening,  and  it  hap- 
pened that  he  was  there  when  Lucy  said,  as  they 
sat  out  on  the  lawn,  near  sunset,  — 

"  Now  Maggie's  tale  of  visits  to  aunt  Glegg 
is  completed,  I  mean  that  we  shall  go  out  boat- 
ing every  day  until  she  goes.  She  has  not  had 
half  enough  boating  because  of  these  tiresome 
visits,  and  she  likes  it  better  than  anything. 
Don't  you,  Maggie?" 

"  Better  than  any  sort  of  locomotion,  I  hope 
you  mean,"  said  Philip,  smiling  at  Maggie,  who 
was   lolling  backward  in   a  low  garden-chair; 


THE   GREAT  TEMPTATION     255 

"  else  she  will  be  selling  her  soul  to  that  ghostly 
boatman  who  haunts  the  Floss,  —  only  for  the 
sake  of  being  drifted  in  a  boat  forever." 

"  Should  you  like  to  be  her  boatman? "  said 
Lucy.  "  Because,  if  you  would,  you  can  come 
with  us  and  take  an  oar.  If  the  Floss  were  but 
a  quiet  lake  instead  of  a  river,  we  should  be  inde- 
pendent of  any  gentleman,  for  Maggie  can  row 
splendidty.  As  it  is,  we  are  reduced  to  ask  ser- 
vices of  knights  and  squires,  who  do  not  seem 
to  offer  them  with  great  alacrity." 

She  looked  playful  reproach  at  Stephen,  who 
was  sauntering  up  and  down,  and  was  just  sing- 
ing in  pianissimo  falsetto,  — 

"  The  thirst  that  from  the  soul  doth  rise, 
Doth  ask  a  drink  divine." 

He  took  no  notice,  but  still  kept  aloof :  he  had 
done  so  frequently  during  Philip's  recent  visits. 

"  You  don't  seem  inclined  for  boating,"  said 
Lucy,  when  he  came  to  sit  down  by  her  on  the 
bench.    "  Does  n't  rowing  suit  you  now  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  hate  a  large  party  in  a  boat,"  he  said, 
almost  irritably.  "  I  '11  come  when  you  have  no 
one  else." 

Lucy  coloured,  fearing  that  Philip  would  be 
hurt:  it  was  quite  a  new  thing  for  Stephen  to 
speak  in  that  way ;  but  he  had  certainly  not  been 
well  of  late.  Philip  coloured  too,  but  less  from 
a  feeling  of  personal  offence  than  from  a  vague 
suspicion  that  Stephen's  moodiness  had  some 
relation  to  Maggie,  who  had  started  up  from  her 
chair  as  he  spoke,  and  had  walked  towards  the 
hedge  of  laurels  to  look  at  the  descending  sun- 
light on  the  river. 
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"  As  Miss  Deane  did  n't  know  she  was  exclud- 
ing others  by  inviting  me,"  said  Phihp,  "  I  am 
bound  to  resign." 

"  No,  indeed,  you  shall  not,"  said  Lucy,  much 
vexed.  "  I  particularly  wish  for  your  company 
to-morrow.  The  tide  will  suit  at  half -past  ten: 
it  will  be  a  delicious  time  for  a  couple  of  hours 
to  row  to  Luckreth  and  walk  back,  before  the 
sun  gets  too  hot.  And  how  can  you  object  to 
four  people  in  a  boat?"  she  added,  looking  at 
Stephen. 

"  I  don't  object  to  the  people,  but  the  num- 
ber," said  Stephen,  who  had  recovered  himself, 
and  was  rather  ashamed  of  his  rudeness.  "If 
I  voted  for  a  fourth  at  all,  of  course  it  would  be 
you,  Phil.  But  we  won't  divide  the  pleasure  of 
escorting  the  ladies ;  we  '11  take  it  alternately. 
I  '11  go  the  next  day." 

This  incident  had  the  effect  of  drawing 
Philip's  attention  with  freshened  solicitude 
towards  Stephen  and  Maggie;  but  when  they 
re-entered  the  house,  music  was  proposed,  and, 
Mrs.  Tulliver  and  Mr.  Deane  being  occupied 
with  cribbage,  Maggie  sat  apart  near  the  table 
where  the  books  and  work  were  placed,  —  doing 
nothing,  however,  but  listening  abstractedly  to 
the  music.  Stephen  presently  turned  to  a  duet 
which  he  insisted  that  Lucy  and  Philip  should 
sing:  he  had  often  done  the  same  thing  before; 
but  this  evening  Philip  thought  he  divined  some 
double  intention  in  every  word  and  look  of  Ste- 
phen's, and  watched  him  keenly,  —  angry  with 
himself  all  the  while  for  this  clinging  suspicion. 
For  had  not  Maggie  virtually  denied  any 
ground  for  his  doubts  on  her  side?  and  she  was 
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truth  itself :  it  was  iiripossible  not  to  believe  her 
word  and  glance  when  they  had  last  spoken 
together  in  the  garden.  Stephen  might  be 
strongly  fascinated  by  her  (what  was  more  nat- 
ural?), but  Philip  felt  himself  rather  base  for 
intruding  on  what  must  be  his  friend's  painful 
secret.  Still  he  watched.  Stephen,  moving 
away  from  the  piano,  sauntered  slowly  towards 
the  table  near  which  Maggie  sat,  and  turned 
over  the  newspapers,  apparently  in  mere  idle- 
ness. Then  he  seated  himself  with  his  back  to 
the  piano,  dragging  a  newspaper  under  his  el- 
bow, and  thrusting  his  hand  through  his  hair, 
as  if  he  had  been  attracted  by  some  bit  of  local 
news  in  the  "  Laceham  Courier."  He  was  in 
reality  looking  at  Maggie,  who  had  not  taken 
the  slightest  notice  of  his  approach.  She  had 
always  additional  strength  of  resistance  when 
Philip  was  present,  just  as  we  can  restrain  our 
speech  better  in  a  spot  that  we  feel  to  be  hal- 
lowed. But  at  last  she  heard  the  word  "  dear- 
est," uttered  in  the  softest  tone  of  pained 
entreaty,  like  that  of  a  patient  who  asks  for 
something  that  ought  to  have  been  given  without 
asking.  She  had  never  heard  that  word  since  the 
moments  in  the  lane  at  Basset,  when  it  had  come 
from  Stephen  again  and  again,  almost  as  invol- 
untarily as  if  it  had  been  an  inarticulate  cry. 
Philip  could  hear  no  word,  but  he  had  moved  to 
the  opposite  side  of  the  piano,  and  could  see 
Maggie  start  and  blush,  raise  her  eyes  an  instant 
towards  Stephen's  face,  but  immediately  look 
apprehensively  towards  himself.  It  was  not  evi- 
dent to  her  that  Philip  had  observed  her;  but  a 
pang  of  shame,  under  the  sense  of  this  conceal- 
voL.  rv. — 17 
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ment,  made  her  move  from  her  chair  and  walk 
to  her  mother's  side  to  watch  the  game  at 
cribbage. 

Phihp  went  home  soon  after  in  a  state  of  hide- 
ous doubt  mingled  with  wretched  certainty.  It 
was  impossible  for  him  now  to  resist  the  con- 
viction that  there  was  some  mutual  consciousness 
between  Stephen  and  Maggie;  and  for  half 
the  night  his  irritable,  susceptible  nerves  were 
pressed  upon  almost  to  frenzy  by  that  one 
wretched  fact :  he  could  attempt  no  explanation 
that  would  reconcile  it  with  her  words  and  ac- 
tions. When,  at  last,  the  need  for  belief  in  Mag- 
gie rose  to  its  habitual  predominance,  he  was  not 
long  in  imagining  the  truth :  she  was  struggling, 
she  was  banishing  herself,  —  this  was  the  clew 
to  all  he  had  seen  since  his  return.  But  athwart 
that  belief  there  came  other  possibilities  that 
would  not  be  driven  out  of  sight.  His  imagina- 
tion wrought  out  the  whole  story:  Stephen  was 
madly  in  love  with  her;  he  must  have  told  her 
so;  she  had  rejected  him,  and  was  hurrying 
away.  But  would  he  give  her  up,  knowing  — 
Philip  felt  the  fact  with  heart-crushing  despair 
—  that  she  was  made  half  helpless  by  her  feeling 
towards  him? 

When  the  morning  came,  Philip  was  too  ill 
to  think  of  keeping  his  engagement  to  go  in  the 
boat.  In  his  present  agitation  he  could  decide 
on  nothing:  he  could  only  alternate  between 
contradictory  intentions.  First,  he  thought  he 
must  have  an  interview  with  Maggie,  and  en- 
treat lier  to  confide  in  him;  then,  again,  he  dis- 
trusted his  own  interference.  Had  he  not  been 
thrusting  himself  on  Maggie  all  along?     She 
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had  uttered  words  long  ago  in  her  young  igno- 
rance ;  it  was  enough  to  make  her  hate  him  that 
these  should  be  continually  present  with  her  as 
a  bond.  And  had  he  any  right  to  ask  her  for 
a  revelation  of  feelings  which  she  had  evidently 
intended  to  withhold  from  him?  He  would  not 
trust  himself  to  see  her,  till  he  had  assured  him- 
self that  he  could  act  from  pure  anxiety  for  her, 
and  not  from  egoistic  irritation.  He  wrote  a 
brief  note  to  Stephen,  and  sent  it  early  by  the 
servant,  saying  that  he  was  not  well  enough  to 
fulfil  his  engagement  to  IMiss  Deane.  Would 
Stephen  take  his  excuse,  and  fill  his  place? 

Lucy  had  arranged  a  charming  plan,  which 
had  made  her  quite  content  with  Stephen's  re- 
fusal to  go  in  the  boat.  She  discovered  that  her 
father  was  to  drive  to  Lindum  this  morning  at 
ten:  Lindum  Avas  the  very  place  she  wanted  to 
go  to,  to  make  purchases,  —  important  pur- 
chases, which  must  by  no  means  be  put  off  to 
another  opportunity;  and  aunt  Tulliver  must 
go  too,  because  she  was  concerned  in  some  of  the 
purchases. 

"  You  will  have  your  row  in  the  boat  just  the 
same,  you  know,"  she  said  to  Maggie  when  they 
went  out  of  the  breakfast-room  and  upstairs  to- 
gether; "Philip  will  be  here  at  half -past  ten, 
and  it  is  a  delicious  morning.  Now  don't  say  a 
word  against  it,  you  dear  dolorous  thing !  What 
is  the  use  of  my  being  a  fairy  godmother,  if  you 
set  your  face  against  all  the  wonders  I  work  for 
you?  Don't  think  of  awful  cousin  Tom:  you 
may  disobey  him  a  little." 

Maggie  did  not  persist  in  objecting.  She 
was  almost  glad  of  the  plan;    for  perhaps  it 
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would  bring  her  some  strength  and  cakiiness  to 
be  alone  with  PhiHp  again :  it  was  hke  revisiting 
the  scene  of  a  quieter  hfe,  in  which  the  very 
struggles  were  repose,  compared  with  the  daily- 
tumult  of  the  present.  She  prepared  herself 
for  the  boat,  and  at  half -past  ten  sat  waiting  in 
the  drawing-room. 

The  ring  of  the  door-bell  was  punctual,  and 
she  was  thinking  with  half-sad,  affectionate 
pleasure  of  the  surprise  Philip  would  have  in 
finding  that  he  was  to  be  with  her  alone,  when 
she  distinguished  a  firm  rapid  step  across  the 
hall,  that  was  certainly  not  Philip's:  the  door 
opened,  and  Stephen  Guest  entered. 

In  the  first  moment  they  were  both  too  much 
agitated  to  speak ;  for  Stephen  had  learned  from 
the  servant  that  the  others  were  gone  out.  Mag- 
gie had  started  up  and  sat  down  again,  with  her 
heart  beating  violently;  and  Stephen,  throw- 
ing down  Ms  cap  and  gloves,  came  and  sat  by 
her  in  silence.  She  thought  Philip  would  be 
coming  soon ;  and  with  great  effort  —  for  she 
trembled  visibly  —  she  rose  to  go  to  a  distant 
chair. 

"  He  is  not  coming,"  said  Stephen,  in  a  low 
tone.    "  /  am  going  in  the  boat." 

"  Oh,  we  can't  go,"  said  Maggie,  sinking  into 
her  chair  again.  "  Lucy  did  not  expect  —  she 
would  be  hurt.    Why  is  not  Philip  come?  " 

"  He  is  not  well;  he  asked  me  to  come 
instead." 

"  Lucy  is  gone  to  Lindum,"  said  Maggie, 
taking  off  her  bonnet  with  hurried,  trembling 
fingers.     "  We  must  not  go." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Stephen,  dreamily,  looking 


THE   GREAT  TEMPTATION     261 

at  her,  as  he  rested  his  arm  on  the  back  of  his 
chair.     "  Then  we  '11  stay  here." 

He  was  looking  into  her  deep,  deep  eyes,  — 
far  off  and  mysterious  as  the  starlit  blackness, 
and  yet  very  near,  and  timidly  loving.  Maggie 
sat  perfectly  still  —  perhaps  for  moments,  per- 
haps for  minutes  —  until  the  helpless  trembling 
had  ceased,  and  there  was  a  warm  glow  on  her 
cheek. 

"  The  man  is  waiting,  —  he  has  taken  the 
cushions,"  she  said.  "  Will  you  go  and  tell 
him?  " 

"What  shall  I  tell  him?"  said  Stephen,  al- 
most in  a  whisper.  He  was  looking  at  the  lips 
now. 

Maggie  made  no  answer. 

"  Let  us  go,"  Stephen  murmured  entreat- 
ingly,  rising,  and  taking  her  hand  to  raise  her 
too.    "  We  shall  not  be  long  together." 

And  they  went.  Maggie  felt  that  she  was 
being  led  down  the  garden  among  the  roses, 
being  helped  with  firm  tender  care  into  the  boat, 
having  the  cushion  and  cloak  arranged  for  her 
feet,  and  her  parasol  opened  for  her  (which  she 
had  forgotten) ,  —  all  by  this  stronger  presence 
that  seemed  to  bear  her  along  without  any  act 
of  her  own  will,  like  the  added  self  which  comes 
with  the  sudden  exalting  influence  of  a  strong 
tonic,  —  and  she  felt  nothing  else.  Memory  was 
excluded. 

They  ghded  rapidly  along,  Stephen  rowing, 
helped  by  the  backward-flowing  tide,  past  the 
Tofton  trees  and  houses,  —  on  between  the  silent 
sunny  fields  and  pastures,  which  seemed  filled 
with  a  natural  joy  that  had  no  reproach  for 
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theirs.  The  breath  of  the  young  unwearied  day, 
the  delicious  rhythmic  dip  of  the  oars,  the  frag- 
mentary song  of  a  passing  bird  heard  now  and 
then,  as  if  it  were  only  the  overflowing  of  brim- 
ful gladness,  the  sweet  solitude  of  a  twofold  con- 
sciousness that  was  mingled  into  one  by  that 
grave  untiring  gaze  which  need  not  be  averted, 
—  what  else  could  there  be  in  their  minds  for  the 
first  hour?  Some  low,  subdued,  languid  ex- 
clamation of  love  came  from  Stephen  from  time 
to  time,  as  he  went  on  rowing  idly,  half  auto- 
matically: otherwise  they  spoke  no  word;  for 
what  could  words  have  been  but  an  inlet  to 
thought?  and  thought  did  not  belong  to  that 
enchanted  haze  in  which  they  were  enveloped,  — 
it  belonged  to  the  past  and  the  future  that  lay 
outside  the  haze.  Maggie  was  only  dimly  con- 
scious of  the  banks,  as  they  passed  them,  and 
dwelt  with  no  recognition  on  the  villages:  she 
knew  there  were  several  to  be  passed  before  they 
reached  Luckreth,  where  they  always  stopped 
and  left  the  boat.  At  all  times  she  was  so  liable 
to  fits  of  absence,  that  she  was  likely  enough  to 
let  her  waymarks  pass  unnoticed. 

But  at  last  Stephen,  who  had  been  rowing 
more  and  more  idly,  ceased  to  row,  laid  down 
the  oars,  folded  his  arms,  and  looked  down  on  the 
water  as  if  watching  the  pace  at  which  the  boat 
glided  without  his  help.  This  sudden  change 
roused  Maggie.  She  looked  at  the  far-stretch- 
ing fields  —  at  the  banks  close  by  —  and  felt 
that  they  were  entirely  strange  to  her.  A  ter- 
rible alarm  took  possession  of  her. 
;  "  Oh,  have  we  passed  Luckreth,  —  where  we 
were  to  stop?"  she  exclaimed,  looking  back  to 
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see  if  the  place  were  out  of  sight.  No  village 
was  to  be  seen.  She  turned  round  again,  with 
a  look  of  distressed  questioning  at  Stephen. 

He  went  on  watching  the  water,  and  said  in  a 
strange,  di-eamy,  absent  tone,  "  Yes,  —  a  long 
way." 

"  Oh,  what  shall  I  do? "  cried  Maggie,  in  an 
agony.  "  We  shall  not  get  home  for  hours  — 
and  Lucy  —    Oh,  God,  help  me!  " 

She  clasped  her  hands  and  broke  into  a  sob, 
like  a  frightened  child:  she  thought  of  nothing 
but  of  meeting  Lucy,  and  seeing  her  look  of 
pained  surprise  and  doubt,  perhaps  of  just 
upbraiding. 

Stephen  moved  and  sat  near  her,  and  gently 
drew  down  the  clasped  hands. 

"  Maggie,"  he  said,  in  a  deep  tone  of  slow 
decision,  "  let  us  never  go  home  again  —  till  no 
one  can  part  us  —  till  we  are  married." 

The  unusual  tone,  the  startling  words,  ar- 
rested Maggie's  sob,  and  she  sat  quite  still,  — 
wondering :  as  if  Stephen  might  have  seen  some 
possibilities  that  would  alter  everything,  and 
annul  the  wretched  facts. 

"  See,  Maggie,  how  everything  has  come  with- 
out our  seeking,  —  in  spite  of  all  our  efforts. 
We  never  thought  of  being  alone  together 
again:  it  has  all  been  done  by  others.  See  how 
the  tide  is  carrying  us  out,  —  away  from  all  those 
unnatural  bonds  that  we  have  been  trying  to 
make  faster  round  us,  —  and  trying  in  vain.  It 
will  carry  us  on  to  Torby,  and  we  can  land  there, 
and  get  some  carriage,  and  hurry  on  to  York 
and  then  to  Scotland,  —  and  never  pause  a  mo- 
ment till  we  are  bound  to  each  other,  so  that  only 
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death  can  part  us.  It  is  the  only  right  thing, 
dearest:  it  is  the  only  way  of  escaping  from 
this  wretched  entanglement.  Everything  has 
concurred  to  point  it  out  to  us.  We  have  con- 
trived notliing,  we  have  thought  of  nothing 
ourselves." 

Stephen  spoke  with  deep,  earnest  pleading. 
Maggie  hstened,  —  passing  from  her  startled 
wonderment  to  the  yearning  after  that  belief 
that  the  tide  was  doing  it  all,  —  that  she  might 
glide  along  with  the  swift,  silent  stream,  and  not 
struggle  any  more.  But  across  that  stealing 
influence  came  the  terrible  shadow  of  past 
thoughts;  and  the  sudden  horror  lest  now,  at 
last,  the  moment  of  fatal  intoxication  w^as  close 
upon  her,  called  up  feelings  of  angry  resistance 
towards  Stephen. 

"  Let  me  go!  "  she  said  in  an  agitated  tone, 
flashing  an  indignant  look  at  him,  and  trying 
to  get  her  hands  free.  "  You  have  wanted  to 
deprive  me  of  any  choice.  You  knew  we  were 
come  too  far,  —  you  have  dared  to  take  advan- 
tage of  my  thoughtlessness.  It  is  unmanly  to 
bring  me  into  such  a  position." 

Stung  by  this  reproach,  he  released  her  hands, 
moved  back  to  his  former  place,  and  folded  his 
arms,  in  a  sort  of  desperation  at  the  difficulty 
Maggie's  words  had  made  present  to  him.  If 
she  would  not  consent  to  go  on,  he  must  curse 
himself  for  the  embarrassment  he  had  led  her 
into.  But  the  reproach  was  the  unendurable 
thing:  the  one  thing  worse  than  parting  with 
her  was  that  she  should  feel  he  had  acted  un- 
worthily towards  her.  At  last  he  said,  in  a  tone 
of  suppressed  rage,  — 
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"  I  did  n't  notice  that  we  had  passed  Luckreth 
till  we  had  got  to  the  next  village;  and  then  it 
came  into  my  mind  that  we  would  go  on.  I 
can't  justify  it:  I  ought  to  have  told  you.  It 
is  enough  to  make  you  hate  me,  —  since  you 
don't  love  me  well  enough  to  make  everything 
else  indifferent  to  you,  as  I  do  you.  Shall  I  stop 
the  boat,  and  try  to  get  you  out  here?  I  '11  tell 
Lucy  that  I  was  mad  —  and  that  you  hate  me 
—  and  you  shall  be  clear  of  me  forever.  No 
one  can  blame  you,  because  I  have  behaved  un- 
pardonably  to  you." 

Maggie  was  paralyzed :  it  was  easier  to  resist 
Stephen's  pleading  than  this  picture  he  had 
called  up  of  himself  suffering  while  she  was  vin- 
dicated, —  easier  even  to  turn  away  from  his 
look  of  tenderness  than  from  this  look  of  angry 
misery  that  seemed  to  place  her  in  selfish  isola- 
tion from  him.  He  had  called  up  a  state  of  feel- 
ing in  which  the  reasons  which  had  acted  on  her 
conscience  seemed  to  be  transmuted  into  mere 
self-regard.  The  indignant  fire  in  her  eyes  was 
quenched,  and  she  began  to  look  at  him  with 
timid  distress.  She  had  reproached  him  for 
being  hurried  into  irrevocable  trespass,  —  she, 
who  had  been  so  weak  herself. 

"  As  if  I  should  n't  feel  what  happened  to 
you,  —  just  the  same,"  she  said,  with  reproach 
of  another  kind,  —  the  reproach  of  love,  asking 
for  more  trust.  This  yielding  to  the  idea  of 
Stephen's  suffering  was  more  fatal  than  the 
other  yielding,  because  it  was  less  distinguish- 
able from  that  sense  of  others'  claims  which  was 
the  moral  basis  of  her  resistance. 

He  felt  all  the  relenting  in  her  look  and  tone, 
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—  it  was  heaven  opening  again.  He  moved  to 
her  side,  and  took  her  hand,  leaning  his  elbow 
on  the  back  of  the  boat,  and  saying  nothing.  He 
dreaded  to  utter  another  word,  he  dreaded  to 
make  another  movement,  that  might  provoke 
another  reproach  or  denial  from  her.  Life  hung 
on  her  consent:  everything  else  was  hopeless, 
confused,  sickening  misery.  They  glided  along 
in  this  way,  both  resting  in  that  silence  as  in  a 
haven,  both  dreading  lest  their  feelings  should 
be  divided  again,  —  till  they  became  aware  that 
the  clouds  had  gathered,  and  that  the  slightest 
perceptible  freshening  of  the  breeze  was  gi'ow- 
ing  and  growing,  so  that  the  whole  character  of 
the  day  was  altered. 

"  You  will  be  chill,  Maggie,  in  this  thin  dress. 
Let  me  raise  the  cloak  over  your  shoulders.  Get 
up  an  instant,  dearest." 

Maggie  obeyed:  there  was  an  unspeakable 
charm  in  being  told  what  to  do,  and  having 
everything  decided  for  her.  She  sat  down  again 
covered  with  the  cloak,  and  Stephen  took  to  his 
oars  again,  making  haste;  for  they  must  tiy  to 
get  to  Torby  as  fast  as  they  could.  Maggie  was 
hardly  conscious  of  having  said  or  done  anything 
decisive.  All  yielding  is  attended  with  a  less 
vivid  consciousness  than  resistance:  it  is  the 
partial  sleep  of  thought;  it  is  the  submergence 
of  our  own  personality  by  another.  Every  in- 
fluence tended  to  lull  her  into  acquiescence ;  that 
dreamy  gliding  in  the  boat,  which  had  lasted  for 
four  hours,  and  had  brought  some  weariness  and 
exhaustion,  —  the  recoil  of  her  fatigued  sensa- 
tions from  tlie  impracticable  difficulty  of  getting 
out  of  the  boat  at  this  unknown  distance  from 
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home  and  walking  for  long  miles,  —  all  helped 
to  bring  her  into  more  complete  subjection  to 
that  strong  mysterious  charm  which  made  a  last 
parting  from  Stephen  seem  the  death  of  all  joy, 
and  made  the  thought  of  wounding  him  like  the 
first  touch  of  the  torturing  iron  before  which 
resolution  shrank.  And  then  there  was  the  pres- 
ent happiness  of  being  with  him,  which  was 
enough  to  absorb  all  her  languid  energy. 

Presently  Stephen  observed  a  vessel  coming 
after  them.  Several  vessels,  among  them  the 
steamer  to  Mudport,  had  passed  them  with  the 
early  tide,  but  for  the  last  hour  they  had  seen 
none.  He  looked  more  and  more  eagerly  at  this 
vessel,  as  if  a  new  thought  had  come  into  his 
mind  along  with  it,  and  then  he  looked  at  Mag- 
gie hesitatingly. 

"  Maggie,  dearest,"  he  said,  at  last,  "  if  this 
vessel  should  be  going  to  Mudport,  or  to  any 
convenient  place  on  the  coast  northward,  it 
would  be  our  best  plan  to  get  them  to  take  us  on 
board.  You  are  fatigued,  —  and  it  may  soon 
rain,  —  it  may  be  a  wretched  business,  getting 
to  Torby  in  this  boat.  It 's  only  a  trading-vessel, 
but  I  dare  say  you  can  be  made  tolerablj^  com- 
fortable. We  'U  take  the  cushions  out  of  the 
boat.  It  is  really  our  best  plan.  They  '11  be 
glad  enough  to  take  us :  I  've  got  plenty  of 
money  about  me;  I  can  pay  them  well." 

Maggie's  heart  began  to  beat  w4th  reawak- 
ened alarm  at  this  new  proposition;  but  she 
was  silent,  —  one  course  seemed  as  difficult  as 
another. 

Stephen  hailed  the  vessel.  It  was  a  Dutch 
vessel   going  to   Mudport,   the   Enghsh  mate 
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informed  him,  and,  if  this  wind  held,  would 
be  there  in  less  than  two  days. 

"  We  had  got  out  too  far  with  our  boat,"  said 
Stephen.  "  I  was  trying  to  make  for  Torby. 
But  I  'm  afraid  of  the  weather;  and  this  lady 
—  my  wife  —  will  be  exhausted  with  fatigue 
and  hunger.  Take  us  on  board  —  will  you  ?  — 
and  haul  up  the  boat.    I  '11  pay  you  well." 

Maggie,  now  really  faint  and  trembling  with 
fear,  was  taken  on  board,  making  an  interesting 
object  of  contemplation  to  admiring  Dutchmen. 
The  mate  feared  the  lady  would  have  a  poor  time 
of  it  on  board,  for  they  had  no  accommodation 
for  such  entirely  unlooked-for  passengers,  — 
no  private  cabin  larger  than  an  old-fashioned 
church-pew.  But  at  least  they  had  Dutch  clean- 
liness, which  makes  all  other  inconveniences  tol- 
erable; and  the  boat-cushions  were  spread  into 
a  couch  for  Maggie  on  the  poop  with  all  alacrity. 
But  to  pace  up  and  down  the  deck  leaning  on 
Stephen  —  being  upheld  by  his  strength  —  was 
the  first  change  that  she  needed :  then  came  food, 
and  then  quiet  reclining  on  the  cushions,  with 
the  sense  that  no  new  resolution  could  be  taken 
that  day.  Everything  must  wait  till  to-morrow. 
Stephen  sat  beside  her  with  her  hand  in  his :  they 
could  only  speak  to  each  other  in  low  tones ;  only 
look  at  each  other  now  and  then,  for  it  would 
take  a  long  while  to  dull  the  curiosity  of  the  five 
men  on  board,  and  reduce  these  handsome  young 
strangers  to  that  minor  degree  of  interest  which 
belongs,  in  a  sailor's  regard,  to  all  objects  nearer 
than  the  horizon.  But  Stephen  was  triumphantly 
h^ppy.  Every  other  thought  or  care  was  thrown 
into  unmarked  perspective  by  the  certainty  that 
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Maggie  must  be  liis.  The  leap  had  been  taken 
now:  he  had  been  tortured  by  scruples,  he  had 
fought  fiercely  with  overmastering  inclination, 
he  had  hesitated ;  but  repentance  was  impossible. 
He  murmured  forth  in  fragmentary  sentences 
his  happiness,  his  adoration,  his  tenderness,  his 
belief  that  their  life  together  must  be  heaven,  — 
that  her  presence  with  him  would  give  rapture 
to  every  common  day,  —  that  to  satisfy  her  light- 
est wish  was  dearer  to  him  than  all  other  bliss,  — 
that  ever}i;hing  was  easy  for  her  sake,  except  to 
part  with  her:  and  now  they  never  would  part; 
he  would  belong  to  her  forever,  and  all  that  was 
his  was  hers,  —  had  no  value  for  him  except  as 
it  was  hers.  Such  things,  uttered  in  low  broken 
tones  by  the  one  voice  that  has  first  stirred  the 
fibre  of  young  passion,  have  only  a  feeble  effect 
—  on  experienced  minds  at  a  distance  from 
them.  To  poor  Maggie  they  were  very  near: 
they  were  like  nectar  held  close  to  thirsty  lips: 
there  was,  there  must  be,  then,  a  life  for  mortals 
here  below  which  was  not  hard  and  chill,  —  in 
which  affection  would  no  longer  be  self-sacrifice. 
Stephen's  passionate  words  made  the  vision  of 
such  a  life  more  fully  present  to  her  than  it  had 
ever  been  before;  and  the  vision  for  the  time 
excluded  all  realities,  —  all  except  the  returning 
sun-gleams  which  broke  out  on  the  waters  as  the 
evening  approached,  and  mingled  with  the  vis- 
ionary sunlight  of  promised  happiness,  —  all 
except  the  hand  that  pressed  hers,  and  the  voice 
that  spoke  to  her,  and  the  eyes  that  looked  at  her 
with  grave  unspeakable  love. 

There  was  to  be  no  rain,  after  all ;  the  clouds 
rolled  off  to  the  horizon  again,  making  the  great 
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purple  rampart  and  long  purple  isles  of  that 
wondrous  land  which  reveals  itself  to  us  when 
the  sun  goes  down,  —  the  land  that  the  evening 
star  watches  over.  INIaggie  was  to  sleep  all  night 
on  the  poop:  it  was  better  than  going  below; 
and  she  was  covered  with  the  warmest  wrap- 
pings the  ship  could  furnish.  It  was  still  early, 
when  the  fatigues  of  the  day  brought  on  a 
drowsy  longing  for  perfect  rest,  and  she  laid 
down  her  head,  looking  at  the  faint  dying  flush 
in  the  west,  where  the  one  golden  lamp  was  get- 
ting brighter  and  brighter.  Then  she  looked  up 
at  Stephen,  who  was  still  seated  by  her,  hanging 
over  her  as  he  leaned  his  arm  against  the  vessel's 
side.  Behind  all  the  delicious  visions  of  these 
last  hours,  which  had  flowed  over  her  like  a  soft 
stream,  and  made  her  entirely  passive,  there  was 
the  dim  consciousness  that  the  condition  was  a 
transient  one,  and  that  the  morrow  must  bring 
back  the  old  life  of  struggle, —  that  there  were 
thoughts  which  would  presently  avenge  them- 
selves for  this  oblivion.  But  now  nothing  was 
distinct  to  her :  she  was  being  lulled  to  sleep  with 
that  soft  stream  still  flowing  over  her,  with  those 
delicious  visions  melting  and  fading  like  the 
wondrous  aerial  land  of  the  west. 


CHAPTER   XIV 

WAKING 


WHEN  Maggie  was  gone  to  sleep,  Ste- 
phen, weary  too  with  his  unaccustomed 
amount  of  rowing,  and  with  the  intense 
inward  life  of  the  last  twelve  hours,  but  too  rest- 
less to  sleep,  walked  and  lounged  about  the  deck 
with  his  cigar  far  on  into  midnight,  not  seeing 
the  dark  water,  —  hardly  conscious  there  were 
stars,  —  Hving  only  in  the  near  and  distant  fu- 
ture. At  last  fatigue  conquered  restlessness, 
and  he  rolled  himself  up  in  a  piece  of  tarpaulin 
on  the  deck  near  Maggie's  feet. 

She  had  fallen  asleep  before  nine,  and  had 
been  sleeping  for  six  hours  before  the  faintest 
hint  of  a  midsummer  daybreak  was  discernible. 
She  awoke  from  that  vivid  dreaming  which 
makes  the  margin  of  our  deeper  rest.  She  was 
in  a  boat  on  the  wide  water  with  Stephen,  and  in 
the  gathering  darkness  something  like  a  star 
appeared,  that  grew  and  grew  till  they  saw  it 
was  the  Virgin  seated  in  St.  Ogg's  boat,  and  it 
came  nearer  and  nearer,  till  they  saw  the  Virgin 
was  Lucy  and  the  boatman  was  Philip,  —  no, 
not  Philip,  but  her  brother,  who  rowed  past  with- 
out looking  at  her;  and  she  rose  to  stretch  out 
her  arms  and  call  to  him,  and  their  own  boat 
turned  over  with  the  movement,  and  they  began 
to  sink,  till  with  one  spasm  of  dread  she  seemed 
to  awake,  and  find  she  was  a  child  again  in  the 
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parlour  at  evening  tmlight,  and  Tom  was  not 
really,  angry.  From  the  soothed  sense  of  that 
false  waking  she  passed  to  the  real  waking,  — 
to  the  plash  of  water  against  the  vessel,  and  the 
sound  of  a  footstep  on  the  deck,  and  the  awful 
starlit  sky.  There  was  a  moment  of  utter  bewil- 
derment before  her  mind  could  get  disentangled 
from  the  confused  web  of  di'eams;  but  soon  the 
whole  terrible  truth  urged  itself  upon  her.  Ste- 
phen was  not  by  her  now:  she  was  alone  with 
her  own  memory  and  her  own  dread.  The  irrev- 
ocable wrong  that  must  blot  her  life  had  been 
committed:  she  had  brought  sorrow  into  the 
lives  of  others,  —  into  the  lives  that  were  knit 
up  with  hers  by  trust  and  love.  The  feeling  of 
a  few  short  weeks  had  hurried  her  into  the  sins 
her  nature  had  most  recoiled  from,  —  breach  of 
faith  and  cruel  selfishness;  she  had  rent  the  ties 
that  had  given  meaning  to  duty,  and  had  made 
herself  an  outlawed  soul,  with  no  guide  but  the 
wayward  choice  of  her  own  passion.  And  where 
would  that  lead  her?  —  where  had  it  led  her 
now?  She  had  said  she  would  rather  die  than 
fall  into  that  temptation.  She  felt  it  now,  — 
now  that  the  consequences  of  such  a  fall  had 
come  before  the  outward  act  was  completed. 
There  was  at  least  this  fruit  from  all  her  years 
of  striving  after  the  highest  and  best,  —  that 
her  soul,  though  betrayed,  beguiled,  ensnared, 
could  never  deliberately  consent  to  a  choice  of 
the  lower.  And  a  choice  of  what?  Oh,  God,  — 
not  a  choice  of  joy,  but  of  conscious  cruelty  and 
hardness;  for  could  she  ever  cease  to  see  before 
her  Lucy  and  Philip,  with  their  murdered  trust 
and  hopes?     Her  life  with  Stephen  could  have 
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no  sacredness ;  she  must  forever  sink  and  wander 
vaguely,  driven  by  uncertain  impulse;  for  she 
had  let  go  the  clew  of  life,  —  that  clew  which 
once  in  the  far-off  years  her  young  need  had 
clutched  so  strongly.  She  had  renounced  all 
delights  then,  before  she  knew  them,  before  they 
had  come  within  her  reach.  Philip  had  been 
right  when  he  told  her  that  she  knew  nothing  of 
renunciation:  she  had  thought  it  was  quiet  ec- 
stacy ;  she  saw  it  face  to  face  now,  —  that  sad 
patient  loving  strength  which  holds  the  clew  of 
life,  —  and  saw  that  the  thorns  were  forever 
pressing  on  its  brow.  The  yesterday,  which 
could  never  be  revoked,  —  if  she  could  have 
changed  it  now  for  any  length  of  inward  silent 
endurance,  she  would  have  bowed  beneath  that 
cross  with  a  sense  of  rest. 

Daybreak  came  and  the  reddening  eastern 
light,  while  her  past  life  was  grasping  her  in  this 
way,  with  that  tightening  clutch  which  comes 
in  the  last  moments  of  possible  rescue.  She  could 
see  Stephen  now  lying  on  the  deck  still  fast 
asleep,  and  with  the  sight  of  him  there  came  a 
wave  of  anguish  that  found  its  way  in  a  long- 
suppressed  sob.  The  worst  bitterness  of  part- 
ing, —  the  thought  that  urged  the  sharpest  in- 
ward cry  for  help,  was  the  pain  it  must  give  to 
him.  But  surmounting  everything  was  the 
horror  at  her  own  possible  failure,  the  dread  lest 
her  conscience  should  be  benumbed  again,  and 
not  rise  to  energy  till  it  was  too  late.  Too  late! 
it  was  too  late  already  not  to  have  caused  misery ; 
too  late  for  ever\i;hing,  perhaps,  but  to  rush  away 
from  the  last  act  of  baseness,  —  the  tasting  of 
joys  that  were  \^Tung  from  crushed  hearts. 
VOL.  rv. — 18 
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The  sun  was  rising  now,  and  Maggie  started 
up  with  the  sense  that  a  day  of  resistance  was 
beginning  for  her.  Her  eyelashes  were  still  wet 
with  tears,  as,  with  her  shawl  over  her  head,  she 
sat  looking  at  the  slowly  rounding  sun.  Some- 
thing roused  Stephen  too,  and,  getting  up  from 
bis  hard  bed,  he  came  to  sit  beside  her.  The 
sharp  instinct  of  anxious  love  saw  something  to 
give  him  alarm  in  the  very  first  glance.  He  had 
a  hovering  dread  of  some  resistance  in  JNIaggie's 
nature  that  he  would  be  unable  to  overcome.  He 
had  the  uneasy  consciousness  that  he  had  robbed 
her  of  perfect  freedom  yesterday :  there  was  too 
much  native  honour  in  him  for  him  not  to  feel 
that,  if  her  will  should  recoil,  his  conduct  would 
have  been  odious,  and  she  would  have  a  right  to 
reproach  him. 

But  INIaggie  did  not  feel  that  right:  she  was 
too  conscious  of  fatal  weakness  in  herself,  —  too 
full  of  the  tenderness  that  comes  with  the  fore- 
seen need  for  inflicting  a  wound.  She  let  him 
take  her  hand  when  he  came  to  sit  down  beside 
her,  and  smiled  at  him,  —  only  with  rather  a  sad 
glance;  she  could  say  nothing  to  pain  him  till 
the  moment  of  possible  parting  was  nearer.  And 
so  they  drank  their  cup  of  coffee  together,  and 
walked  about  the  deck,  and  heard  the  captain's 
assurance  that  they  should  be  in  at  Mudport  by 
five  o'clock,  each  with  an  inward  burden ;  but  in 
him  it  was  an  undefined  fear,  which  he  trusted 
to  the  coming  hours  to  dissipate ;  in  her  it  was  a 
definite  resolve  on  which  she  was  trying  silently 
to  tighten  her  hold.  Stephen  was  continually, 
through  the  morning,  expressing  his  anxiety  at 
the  fatigue  and  discomfort  she  was  suffering, 
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and  alluded  to  landing  and  to  the  change  of 
motion  and  repose  she  would  have  in  a  carriage, 
wanting  to  assure  himself  more  completely  by 
presupposing  that  everytliing  would  be  as  he 
had  arranged  it.  For  a  long  while  Maggie  con- 
tented herself  with  assuring  him  that  she  had 
had  a  good  night's  rest,  and  that  she  did  n't 
mind  about  being  on  the  vessel,  —  it  was  not 
like  being  on  the  open  sea,  —  it  was  only  a  little 
less  pleasant  than  being  in  a  boat  on  the  Floss. 
But  a  suppressed  resolve  will  betray  itself  in  the 
eyes,  and  Stephen  became  more  and  more  uneasy 
as  the  day  advanced,  under  the  sense  that  Mag- 
gie had  entirely  lost  her  passiveness.  He  longed, 
but  did  not  dare,  to  speak  of  their  marriage,  — 
of  where  they  would  go  after  it,  and  the  steps 
he  would  take  to  inform  his  father,  and  the  rest, 
of  what  had  happened.  He  longed  to  assure 
himself  of  a  tacit  assent  from  her.  But  each 
time  he  looked  at  her,  he  gathered  a  stronger 
dread  of  the  new,  quiet  sadness  with  which  she 
met  his  eyes.  And  they  were  more  and  more 
silent. 

"  Here  we  are  in  sight  of  Mudport,"  he  said, 
at  last.  "  Now,  dearest,"  he  added,  turning  to- 
wards her  with  a  look  that  was  half  beseeching, 
"  the  worst  part  of  your  fatigue  is  over.  On 
the  land  we  can  command  swiftness.  In  an- 
other hour  and  a  half  we  shall  be  in  a  chaise 
together,  —  and  that  will  seem  rest  to  you  after 
this." 

Maggie  felt  it  was  time  to  speak:  it  would 
only  be  unkind  now  to  assent  by  silence.  She 
spoke  in  the  lowest  tone,  as  he  had  done,  but 
with  distinct  decision. 
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"  We  shall  not  be  together,  —  we  shall  have 
parted." 

The  blood  rushed  to  Stephen's  face. 

"  We  shall  not,"  he  said.    "  I  '11  die  first." 

It  was  as  he  had  dreaded,  —  there  was  a 
struggle  coming.  But  neither  of  them  dared  to 
say  another  word,  till  the  boat  was  let  down,  and 
they  were  taken  to  the  landing-place.  Here 
there  was  a  cluster  of  gazers  and  passengers 
awaiting  the  departure  of  the  steamboat  to  St. 
Ogg's.  Maggie  had  a  dim  sense,  when  she  had 
landed,  and  Stephen  was  hurrying  her  along  on 
his  arm,  that  some  one  had  advanced  towards 
her  from  that  cluster  as  if  he  were  coming  to 
speak  to  her.  But  she  was  hurried  along,  and 
was  indifferent  to  everything  but  the  coming 
trial. 

A  porter  guided  them  to  the  nearest  inn  and 
posting-house,  and  Stephen  gave  the  order  for 
the  chaise  as  they  passed  through  the  yard. 
Maggie  took  no  notice  of  this,  and  only  said, 
"  Ask  them  to  show  us  into  a  room  where  we  can 
sit  down." 

When  they  entered,  Maggie  did  not  sit  down, 
and  Stephen,  whose  face  had  a  desperate  deter- 
mination in  it,  was  about  to  ring  the  bell,  when 
she  said,  in  a  firm  voice,  — 

"  I  'm  not  going:   we  must  part  here." 

"  Maggie,"  he  said,  turning  round  towards 
her,  and  speaking  in  the  tones  of  a  man  who  feels 
a  process  of  torture  beginning,  "  do  you  mean 
to  kill  me?  What  is  the  use  of  it  now?  The 
whole  thing  is  done." 

"  No,  it  is  not  done,"  said  Maggie.  "  Too 
much  is  done,  —  more  than  we  can  ever  remove 
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the  trace  of.  But  I  will  go  no  farthei.  Don  t 
try  to  prevail  with  me  again.  I  could  n't  choose 
yesterday," 

What  was  he  to  do?  He  dared  not  go  near 
her,  —  her  anger  might  leap  out,  and  make  a 
new  barrier.  He  walked  backwards  and  for- 
wards in  maddening  perplexity. 

"  Maggie,"  he  said  at  last,  pausing  before  her, 
and  speaking  in  a  tone  of  imploring  wretched- 
ness, "  have  some  pity,  —  hear  me,  —  forgive 
me  for  what  I  did  yesterday.  I  will  obey  you 
now,  —  I  will  do  nothing  without  j^our  full  con- 
sent. But  don't  blight  our  lives  forever  by  a 
rash  perversity  that  can  answer  no  good  purpose 
to  any  one,  —  that  can  only  create  new  evils. 
Sit  down,  dearest;  wait,  —  think  what  you  are 
going  to  do.  Don't  treat  me  as  if  you  could  n't 
trust  me." 

He  had  chosen  the  most  effective  appeal ;  but 
Maggie's  will  was  fixed  unswervingly  on  the 
coming  wrench.  She  had  made  up  her  mind  to 
suffer. 

"  We  must  not  wait,"  she  said,  in  a  low  but 
distinct  voice;   "  we  must  part  at  once." 

"  We  ca7it  part,  Maggie,"  said  Stephen, 
more  impetuously.  "  I  can't  bear  it.  What  is 
the  use  of  inflicting  that  misery  on  me?  The 
blow  —  whatever  it  may  have  been  —  has  been 
struck  now.  Will  it  help  any  one  else  that  you 
should  drive  me  mad?  " 

"  I  will  not  begin  any  future,  even  for  you," 
said  Maggie,  tremulously,  "  with  a  deliberate 
consent  to  what  ought  not  to  have  been.  What 
I  told  you  at  Basset  I  feel  now :  I  would  rather 
have  died  than  fall  into  this  temptation.     It 
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would  have  been  better  if  we  had  parted  forever 
then.    But  we  must  part  now." 

"  We  will  not  part,"  Stephen  burst  out,  in- 
stinctively placing  his  back  against  the  door,  — 
forgetting  everything  he  had  said  a  few  moments 
before ;  "  I  will  not  endure  it.  You  '11  make  me 
desperate,  —  I  sha'n't  know  what  I  do." 

Maggie  trembled.  She  felt  that  the  parting 
could  not  be  effected  suddenly.  She  must  rely 
on  a  slower  appeal  to  Stephen's  better  self,  — 
she  must  be  prepared  for  a  harder  task  than  that 
oi  rushing  away  while  resolution  was  fresh.  She 
sat  down.  Stephen,  watching  her  with  that  look 
of  desperation  which  had  come  over  him  like  a 
lurid  light,  approached  slowly  from  the  door, 
seated  himself  close  beside  her,  and  grasped  her 
hand.  Her  heart  beat  like  the  heart  of  a  fright- 
ened bird ;  but  this  direct  opposition  helped  her. 
She  felt  her  determination  growing  stronger. 

"  Remember  what  you  felt  weeks  ago,"  she  be- 
gan, with  beseeching  earnestness,  —  "  remember 
what  we  both  felt,  —  that  we  owed  ourselves  to 
others,  and  must  conquer  every  inclination  which 
could  make  us  false  to  that  debt.  We  have  failed 
to  keep  our  resolutions;  but  the  ^vrong  remains 
the  same." 

"  No,  it  does  not  remain  the  same,"  said  Ste- 
phen. "  We  have  proved  that  it  was  impossible 
to  keep  our  resolutions.  We  have  proved  that 
the  feeling  which  draws  us  towards  each  other 
is  too  strong  to  be  overcome:  that  natural  law 
surmounts  every  other;  we  can't  help  what  it 
clashes  with." 

"  It  is  not  so,  Stephen,  —  I  'm  quite  sure  that 
is  wrong.     I  have  tried  to  think  it  again  and 
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again;  but  I  see,  if  we  judged  in  that  way,  there 
would  be  a  warrant  for  all  treachery  and  ci-uelty, 
—  we  should  justify  breaking  the  most  sacred 
ties  that  can  ever  be  formed  on  earth.  If  the 
past  is  not  to  bind  us,  where  can  duty  lie?  We 
should  have  no  law  but  the  inclination  of  the 
moment." 

"  But  there  are  ties  that  can't  be  kept  by 
mere  resolution,"  said  Stephen,  starting  up  and 
walking  about  again.  "  What  is  outward 
faithfulness?  Would  they  have  thanked  us 
for  anything  so  hollow  as  constancy  without 
love?" 

Maggie  did  not  answer  immediately.  She 
was  undergoing  an  inward  as  well  as  an  outward 
contest.  At  last  she  said,  with  a  passionate  as- 
sertion of  her  conviction,  as  much  against  her- 
self as  against  him,  — 

"That  seems  right,  —  at  first;  but  when  I 
look  further,  I  'm  sure  it  is  not  right.  Faithful- 
ness and  constancy  mean  something  else  besides 
doing  w^hat  is  easiest  and  pleasantest  to  our- 
selves. They  mean  renouncing  whatever  is  op- 
posed to  the  reliance  others  have  in  us,  —  what- 
ever would  cause  misery  to  those  whom  the 
course  of  our  lives  has  made  dependent  on  us. 
If  we  —  if  I  had  been  better,  nobler,  those 
claims  would  have  been  so  strongly  present  with 
me,  —  I  should  have  felt  them  pressing  on  my 
heart  so  continually,  just  as  they  do  now  in  the 
moments  when  my  conscience  is  awake,  —  that 
the  opposite  feeling  would  never  have  grown  in 
me  as  it  has  done :  it  would  have  been  quenched 
at  once,  —  I  should  have  prayed  for  help  so 
earnestly,  —  I  should  have  rushed  away  as  we 
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rush  from  hideous  danger.  I  feel  no  excuse  for 
myself,  —  none.  I  should  never  have  failed  to- 
wards Lucy  and  Philip  as  I  have  done,  if  I  had 
not  been  weak,  selfish,  and  hard,  —  able  to  think 
of  their  pain  without  a  pain  to  myself  that  would 
have  destroyed  all  temptation.  Oh,  what  is  Lucy 
feeling  now  ?  She  believed  in  me,  —  she  loved 
me,  —  she  was  so  good  to  me.    Think  of  her  —  " 

Maggie's  voice  was  getting  choked  as  she  ut- 
tered these  last  words. 

"  I  caii't  think  of  her,"  said  Stephen,  stamp- 
ing as  if  with  pain.  "  I  can  think  of  nothing  but 
you,  INIaggie.  You  demand  of  a  man  what  is 
impossible.  I  felt  that  once ;  but  I  can't  go  back 
to  it  now.  And  where  is  the  use  of  your  think- 
ing of  it,  except  to  torture  me?  You  can't  save 
them  from  pain  now ;  you  can  only  tear  yourself 
from  me,  and  make  my  life  worthless  to  me. 
And  even  if  we  could  go  back,  and  both  fulfil 
our  engagements,  —  if  that  were  possible  now, 
—  it  would  be  hateful,  —  horrible,  to  think  of 
your  ever  being  Philip's  wife,  —  of  your  ever 
being  the  wife  of  a  man  you  did  n't  love.  We 
have  both  been  rescued  from  a  mistake." 

A  deep  flush  came  over  Maggie's  face,  and 
she  could  n't  speak.  Stephen  saw  this.  He  sat 
down  again,  taking  her  hand  in  his,  and  looking 
at  her  with  passionate  entreaty. 

"Maggie!  Dearest!  If  you  love  me,  you  are 
mine.  Who  can  have  so  great  a  claim  on  you  as 
I  have?  My  life  is  bound  up  in  your  love. 
There  is  nothing  in  the  past  that  can  annul  our 
right  to  each  other:  it  is  the  first  time  we  have 
either  of  us  loved  with  our  whole  heart  and 
soul." 
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Maggie  was  still  silent  for  a  little  while,  — ■ 
looking  down.  Stephen  was  in  a  flutter  of 
new  hope:  he  was  going  to  triumph.  But  she 
raised  her  eyes  and  met  his  with  a  glance  that 
was  filled  with  the  anguish  of  regret,  not  with 
yielding. 

"  No,  —  not  with  my  whole  heart  and  soul, 
Stephen,"  she  said,  with  timid  resolution.  "  I 
have  never  consented  to  it  with  my  whole  mind. 
There  are  memories,  and  affections,  and  long- 
ings after  perfect  goodness,  that  have  such  a 
strong  hold  on  me;  they  would  never  quit  me 
for  long;  they  would  come  back  and  be  pain  to 
me,  —  repentance.  I  could  n't  live  in  peace  if 
I  put  the  shadow  of  a  wilful  sin  between  myself 
and  God.  I  have  caused  sorrow  already,  —  I 
know  —  I  feel  it ;  but  I  have  never  deliberately 
consented  to  it:  I  have  never  said,  '  They  shall 
suffer,  that  I  may  have  joy.'  It  has  never  been 
my  will  to  marry  you:  if  you  were  to  win  con- 
sent from  the  momentary  triumph  of  my  feeling 
for  you,  you  would  not  have  my  whole  soul.  If 
I  could  wake  back  again  into  the  time  before 
yesterday,  I  would  choose  to  be  true  to  my 
calmer  affections,  and  live  without  the  joy  of 
love." 

Stephen  loosed  her  hand,  and,  rising  impa- 
tiently, walked  up  and  down  the  room  in  sup- 
pressed rage. 

"  Good  God!  "  he  burst  out  at  last,  "  what  a 
miserable  thing  a  woman's  love  is  to  a  man's! 
I  could  commit  crimes  for  you,  —  and  you  can 
balance  and  choose  in  that  way.  But  you  don't 
love  me :  if  you  had  a  tithe  of  the  feeling  for  me 
that  I  have  for  you,  it  would  be  impossible  to 
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you  to  think  for  a  moment  of  sacrificing  me. 
But  it  weighs  nothing  with  you  that  you  are 
robbing  me  of  my  Hfe's  happiness." 

Maggie  pressed,  her  fingers  together  aknost 
convulsively  as  she  held  them  clasped  on  her  lap. 
A  great  terror  was  upon  her,  as  if  she  were  ever 
and  anon  seeing  where  she  stood  by  great  flashes 
of  lightning,  and  then  again  stretched  forth  her 
hands  in  the  darkness. 

"  No,  —  I  don't  sacrifice  you,  —  I  could  n't 
sacrifice  you,"  she  said,  as  soon  as  she  could 
speak  again;  "  but  I  can't  believe  in  a  good  for 
you  that  I  feel  —  that  we  both  feel  is  a  wrong 
towards  others.  We  can't  choose  happiness 
either  for  ourselves  or  for  another :  we  can't  tell 
where  that  will  he.  We  can  only  choose  whether 
we  will  indulge  ourselves  in  the  present  moment, 
or  whether  we  will  renounce  that,  for  the  sake  of 
obeying  the  divine  voice  within  us,  —  for  the 
sake  of  being  true  to  all  the  motives  that  sanctify 
our  lives.  I  know  this  belief  is  hard:  it  has 
slipped  away  from  me  again  and  again;  but  I 
have  felt  that  if  I  let  it  go  forever,  I  should  have 
no  light  through  the  darkness  of  this  life." 

"  But,  Maggie,"  said  Stephen,  seating  himself 
by  her  again,  "is  it  possible  you  don't  see  that 
what  happened  yesterday  has  altered  the  whole 
position  of  things  ?  What  infatuation  is  it  — 
what  obstinate  prepossession  that  blinds  you  to 
that?  It  is  too  late  to  say  what  we  might  have 
done  or  what  we  ought  to  have  done.  Admitting 
the  very  worst  view  of  what  has  been  done,  it  is  a 
fact  we  must  act  on  now ;  our  position  is  altered ; 
the  right  course  is  no  longer  what  it  was  before. 
We  must  accept  our  own  actions  and  start  afresh 
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from  them.  Suppose  we  had  been  married  yes- 
terday ?  It  is  nearly  the  same  thing.  The  effect 
on  others  would  not  have  been  different.  It 
would  only  have  made  this  difference  to  our- 
selves," Stephen  added  bitterly,  "  that  you  might 
have  acknowledged  then  that  your  tie  to  me  was 
stronger  than  to  others." 

Again  a  deep  flush  came  over  Maggie's  face, 
and  she  was  silent.  Stephen  thought  again  that 
he  was  beginning  to  prevail,  —  he  had  never  yet 
believed  that  he  should  not  prevail:  there  are 
possibilities  wliich  our  minds  shrink  from  too 
completely  for  us  to  fear  them. 

"  Dearest,"  he  said,  in  his  deepest,  tenderest 
tone,  leaning  towards  her,  and  putting  his  arm 
round  her,  "  you  are  mine  now,  —  the  world 
beheves  it,  —  duty  must  spring  out  of  that  now : 
in  a  few  hours  you  will  be  legally  mine,  and 
those  who  had  claims  on  us  will  submit,  —  they 
will  see  that  there  was  a  force  which  declared 
against  their  claims." 

Maggie's  eyes  opened  wide  in  one  terrified 
look  at  the  face  that  was  close  to  hers,  and  she 
started  up,  pale  again. 

"  Oh,  I  can't  do  it,"  she  said,  in  a  voice  almost 
of  agony;  "  Stephen,  —  don't  ask  me,  —  don't 
urge  me.  I  can't  argue  any  longer,  —  I  don't 
know  what  is  wise ;  but  my  heart  will  not  let  me 
do  it.  I  see  —  I  feel  their  trouble  now :  it  is  as 
if  it  were  branded  on  my  mind.  I  have  suffered, 
and  had  no  one  to  pity  me ;  and  now  I  have  made 
others  suffer.  It  would  never  leave  me;  it 
would  embitter  your  love  to  me.  I  do  care  for 
Philip  —  in  a  different  way :  I  remember  all  we 
said  to  each  other;   I  know  how  he  thought  of 
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me  as  the  one  promise  of  his  hfe.  He  was  given 
to  me  that  I  might  make  his  lot  less  hard ;  and  I 
have  forsaken  him.  And  Lucy,  —  she  has  been 
deceived,  —  she  who  trusted  me  more  than  any 
one.  I  cannot  marry  you :  I  cannot  take  a  good 
for  myself  that  has  been  wrung  out  of  their 
misery.  It  is  not  the  force  that  ought  to  rule 
us,  —  this  that  we  feel  for  each  other ;  it  would 
rend  me  away  from  all  that  my  past  life  has 
made  dear  and  holy  to  me.  I  can't  set  out  on  a 
fresh  life,  and  forget  that :  I  must  go  back  to  it, 
and  cling  to  it,  else  I  shall  feel  as  if  there  were 
nothing  firm  beneath  my  feet." 

"Good  God,  IMaggie!"  said  Stephen,  rising 
too  and  grasping  her  arm,  "  you  rave.  How  can 
you  go  back  without  marrying  me?  You  don't 
know  what  will  be  said,  dearest.  You  see  noth- 
ing as  it  really  is." 

"  Yes,  I  do.  But  they  will  believe  me.  I 
w^ill  confess  everything.  Lucy  will  believe  me, 
—  she  will  forgive  you,  and  —  and  —  oh,  some 
good  will  come  by  clinging  to  the  right.  Dear, 
dear  Stephen,  let  me  go !  —  don't  drag  me  into 
deeper  remorse.  My  whole  soul  has  never  con- 
sented, —  it  does  not  consent  now." 

Stephen  let  go  her  arm,  and  sank  back  on  his 
chair,  half  stunned  by  despairing  rage.  He  was 
silent  a  few  moments,  not  looking  at  her;  while 
her  eyes  were  turned  towards  him  yearningly, 
in  alarm  at  this  sudden  change.  At  last  he  said, 
still  without  looking  at  her,  — 

"  Go,  then,  —  leave  me,  —  don't  torture  me 
any  longer,  —  I  can't  bear  it." 

Involuntarily  she  leaned  towards  him  and  put 
out  her  hand  to  touch  his.    But  he  shrank  from 
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it  as  if  it  had  been  burning  iron,  and  said 
again,  — 

"  Leave  me." 

Maggie  was  not  conscious  of  a  decision  as  she 
turned  away  from  that  gloomy  averted  face,  and 
walked  out  of  the  room ;  it  was  like  an  automatic 
action  that  fulfils  a  forgotten  intention.  What 
came  after  ?  A  sense  of  stairs  descended  as  if  in 
a  dream,  —  of  flagstones,  —  of  a  chaise  and 
horses  standing,  —  then  a  street,  and  a  turn- 
ing into  another  street  where  a  stage-coach 
was  standing,  taking  in  passengers,  —  and 
the  darting  thought  that  the  coach  would 
take  her  away,  perhaps  towards  home.  But  she 
could  ask  nothing  yet;  she  only  got  into  the 
coach. 

Home,  —  where  her  mother  and  brother  were, 
—  Philip,  —  Lucy,  —  the  scene  of  her  very 
cares  and  trials,  —  was  the  haven  towards  which 
her  mind  tended,  —  the  sanctuary  where  sacred 
relics  lay,  where  she  would  be  rescued  from  more 
falling.  The  thought  of  Stephen  was  like  a  hor- 
rible throbbing  pain,  which  yet,  as  such  pains 
do,  seemed  to  urge  all  other  thoughts  into  ac- 
tivity. But  among  her  thoughts,  what  others 
would  say  and  think  of  her  conduct  was  hardly 
present.  Love  and  deep  pity  and  remorseful 
anguish  left  no  room  for  that. 

The  coach  was  taking  her  to  York,  —  farther 
away  from  home;  but  she  did  not  learn  that 
until  she  was  set  down  in  the  old  city  at  mid- 
night. It  was  no  matter:  she  could  sleep  there, 
and  start  home  the  next  day.  She  had  her  purse 
in  her  pocket,  with  all  her  money  in  it,  —  a  bank- 
note and  a  sovereign:    she  had  kept  it  in  her 
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pocket  from  forgetfulness,  after  going  out  to 
make  purchases  the  day  before  yesterday. 

Did  she  He  down  in  the  gloomy  bedroom  of 
the  old  inn  that  night  with  her  will  bent  un- 
waveringly on  the  path  of  penitent  sacrifice? 
The  great  struggles  of  life  are  not  so  easy  as 
that ;  the  great  problems  of  life  are  not  so  clear. 
In  the  darkness  of  that  night  she  saw  Stephen's 
face  turned  towards  her  in  passionate,  reproach- 
ful misery;  she  lived  through  again  all  the 
tremulous  delights  of  his  presence  with  her  that 
made  existence  an  easy  floating  in  a  stream  of 
joy,  instead  of  a  quiet  resolved  endurance  and 
effort.  The  love  she  had  renounced  came  back 
upon  her  with  a  cruel  charm,  she  felt  herself 
opening  her  arms  to  receive  it  once  more;  and 
then  it  seemed  to  slip  away  and  fade  and  vanish, 
leaving  only  the  dying  sound  of  a  deep  thrilling 
voice  that  said,  "  Gone,  —  forever  gone." 
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CHAPTER    I 

THE   RETURN    TO    THE    MHxL 

BETWEEN  four  and  five  o'clock  on  the 
afternoon  of  the  fifth  day  from  that  on 
which  Stephen  and  Maggie  had  left  St. 
Ogg's,  Tom  Tulliver  was  standing  on  the  gravel- 
walk  outside  the  old  house  at  Dorlcote  Mill.  He 
was  master  there  now:  he  had  half  fulfilled 
his  father's  dying  wish,  and  by  years  of  steady 
self-government  and  energetic  work  he  had 
brought  himself  near  to  the  attainment  of  more 
than  the  old  respectability  which  had  been 
the  proud  inheritance  of  the  Dodsons  and 
TuUivers. 

But  Tom's  face,  as  he  stood  in  the  hot  still 
sunshine  of  that  summer  afternoon,  had  no  glad- 
ness, no  triumph  in  it.  His  mouth  wore  its 
bitterest  expression,  his  severe  brow  its  hardest 
and  deepest  fold,  as  he  drew  down  his  hat  far- 
ther over  his  eyes  to  shelter  them  from  the  sun, 
and,  thrusting  his  hands  deep  into  his  pockets, 
began  to  walk  up  and  down  the  gravel.  No 
news  of  his  sister  had  been  heard  since  Bob 
Jakin  had  come  back  in  the  steamer  from  Mud- 
port,  and  put  an  end  to  all  improbable  supposi- 
tions of  an  accident  on  the  water  by  stating  that 
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he  had  seen  her  land  from  a  vessel  with  Mr. 
Stephen  Guest.  Would  the  next  news  be  that 
she  was  married,  —  or  what  ?  Probably  that 
she  was  not  married:  Tom's  mind  was  set  to 
the  expectation  of  the  worst  that  could  happen, 
—  not  death,  but  disgrace. 

As  he  was  walking  with  his  back  towards  the 
entrance  gate,  and  his  face  towards  the  rushing 
mill-stream,  a  tall  dark-eyed  figure,  that  we 
know  well,  approached  the  gate,  and  paused 
to  look  at  him,  with  a  fast-beating  heart.  Her 
brother  was  the  human  being  of  whom  she  had 
been  most  afraid,  from  her  childliood  upwards: 
afraid  with  that  fear  which  springs  in  us  when 
we  love  one  who  is  inexorable,  unbending,  un- 
modifiable,  —  with  a  mind  that  we  can  never 
mould  ourselves  upon,  and  yet  that  we  cannot 
endure  to  alienate  from  us.  That  deep-rooted 
fear  was  shaking  Maggie  now;  but  her  mind 
was  unswervingly  bent  on  returning  to  her 
brother,  as  the  natural  refuge  that  had  been 
given  her.  In  her  deep  humiliation  under  the 
retrospect  of  her  own  weakness,  —  in  her  an- 
guish at  the  injury  she  had  inflicted,  —  she  al- 
most desired  to  endure  the  severity  of  Tom's 
reproof,  to  submit  in  patient  silence  to  that  harsh 
disapproving  judgment  against  which  she  had 
so  often  rebelled:  it  seemed  no  more  than  just 
to  her  now,  —  who  was  weaker  than  she  was  ? 
She  craved  that  outward  help  to  her  better  pur- 
pose which  would  come  from  complete,  submis- 
sive confession,  —  from  being  in  the  presence  of 
those  whose  looks  and  words  would  be  a  reflec- 
tion of  her  own  conscience. 

Maggie  had  been  kept  on  her  bed  at  York  for 
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a  day  with  that  prostrating  headache  which  was 
hkely  to  follow  on  the  terrible  strain  of  the  pre- 
vious day  and  night.  There  was  an  expression 
of  physical  pain  still  about  her  brow  and  eyes, 
and  her  whole  appearance,  with  her  dress  so  long 
unchanged,  was  worn  and  distressed.  She  lifted 
the  latch  of  the  gate  and  walked  in  —  slowly. 
Tom  did  not  hear  the  gate;  he  was  just  then 
close  upon  the  roaring  dam:  but  he  presently 
turned,  and,  lifting  up  his  eyes,  saw  the  figure 
whose  worn  look  and  loneliness  seemed  to  him 
a  confirmation  of  his  worst  conjectures.  He 
paused,  trembling  and  white  with  disgust  and 
indignation. 

Maggie  paused  too,  —  three  yards  before  hnn. 
She  felt  the  hatred  in  his  face,  —  felt  it  rushins" 
through  her  fibres ;  but  she  must  speak. 

"  Tom,"  she  began  faintly,  "  I  am  come  back 
to  you,  —  I  am  come  back  home,  —  for  refuge, 
—  to  tell  you  everything." 

"  You  will  find  no  home  with  me,"  he  an- 
swered with  tremulous  rage.  "  You  have  dis- 
graced us  all.  You  have  disgraced  my  father's 
name.  You  have  been  a  curse  to  your  best 
friends.  You  have  been  base,  —  deceitful ;  no 
motives  are  strong  enough  to  restrain  you.  I 
wash  my  hands  of  you  forever.  You  don't  be- 
long to  me." 

Their  mother  had  come  to  the  door  now.  She 
stood  paralyzed  by  the  double  shock  of  seeing 
Maggie  and  hearing  Tom's  words. 

"  Tom,"  said  Maggie,  with  more  courage,  "  I 

am  perhaps  not  so  guilty  as  you  believe  me  to 

be.    I  never  meant  to  give  way  to  my  feelings. 

I  struggled  against  them.     I  was  carried  too 

VOL.  rv. — 19 
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far  in  the  boat  to  come  back  on  Tuesday.  I 
came  back  as  soon  as  I  could." 

"  I  can't  believe  in  you  any  more,"  said  Tom, 
gradually  passing  from  the  tremulous  excite- 
ment of  the  first  moment  to  cold  inflexibility. 
"  You  have  been  carrying  on  a  clandestine  rela- 
tion with  Stephen  Guest,  —  as  you  did  before 
with  another.  He  went  to  see  you  at  my  aunt 
Moss's ;  you  walked  alone  with  him  in  the  lanes ; 
you  must  have  behaved  as  no  modest  girl  would 
have  done  to  her  cousin's  lover,  else  that  could 
n  3ver  have  happened.  The  people  at  Luckreth 
saw  you  pass,  —  you  passed  all  the  other  places ; 
you  knew  what  you  were  doing.  You  have  been 
using  Philip  Wakem  as  a  screen  to  deceive 
Lucy,  —  the  kindest  friend  you  ever  had.  Go 
and  see  the  return  you  have  made  her :  she  's  ill, 
—  unable  to  speak,  —  my  mother  can't  go  near 
her,  lest  she  should  remind  her  of  you.''' 

Maggie  was  half  stunned,  —  too  heavily 
pressed  upon  by  her  anguish  even  to  discern  any 
difference  between  her  actual  guilt  and  her 
brother's  accusations,  still  less  to  vindicate  her- 
self. 

"  Tom,"  she  said,  crushing  her  hands  together 
under  her  cloak,  in  the  effort  to  speak  again, 
"  whatever  I  have  done,  I  repent  it  bitterly.  I 
want  to  make  amends.  I  will  endure  anything. 
I  want  to  be  kept  from  doing  ^^Tong  again." 

"  What  will  keep  you?  "  said  Tom,  with  cruel 
bitterness.  "Not  religion;  not  your  natural 
feelings  of  gratitude  and  honour.  And  he,  — 
he  would  deserve  to  be  shot,  if  it  were  not  — 
But  you  are  ten  times  worse  than  he  is.  I  loathe 
your  character  and  your  conduct.     You  strug- 
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gled  with  your  feelings,  you  say.  Yes!  I  have 
had  feehngs  to  struggle  with;  but  I  conquered 
them.  I  have  had  a  harder  life  than  you  have 
had;  but  I  have  found  iny  comfort  in  doing  my 
duty.  But  I  will  sanction  no  such  character  as 
yours:  the  world  shall  know  that  /  feel  the 
difference  between  right  and  wrong.  If  you  are 
in  want,  I  will  provide  for  you,  —  let  my  mother 
know.  But  you  shall  not  come  under  my  roof. 
It  is  enough  that  I  have  to  bear  the  thought  of 
your  disgrace:  the  sight  of  you  is  hateful  to  me." 

Slowly  Maggie  was  turning  away  with  de- 
spair in  her  heart.  But  the  poor  frightened 
mother's  love  leaped  out  now,  stronger  than  all 
dread.. 

"  My  child!  I  '11  go  with  you.  You  've  got  a 
mother." 

Oh  the  sweet  rest  of  that  embrace  to  the  heart- 
stricken  JNIaggie!  More  helpful  than  all  wis- 
dom is  one  draught  of  simple  human  pity  that 
will  not  forsake  us. 

Tom  turned  and  walked  into  the  house. 

"  Come  in,  my  child,"  Mrs.  Tulliver  whis- 
pered. "  He  '11  let  you  stay  and  sleep  in  my  bed. 
He  won't  deny  that  if  I  ask  him." 

"  No,  mother,"  said  Maggie,  in  a  low  tone, 
like  a  moan.    "  I  will  never  go  in." 

"  Then  wait  for  me  outside.  I  '11  get  ready 
and  come  with  you." 

When  his  mother  appeared  with  her  bonnet 
on,  Tom  came  out  to  her  in  the  passage,  and  put 
money  into  her  hands. 

"  My  house  is  yours,  mother,  always,"  he  said. 
"  You  will  come  and  let  me  know  everything 
you  want,  —  you  will  come  back  to  me." 
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Poor  Mrs.  Tulliver  took  the  money,  too 
frightened  to  say  anything.  The  only  thing 
clear  to  her  was  the  mother's  instinct,  that  she 
would  go  with  her  unhappy  child. 

Maggie  was  waiting  outside  the  gate;  she 
took  her  mother's  hand,  and  they  walked  a  little 
way  in  silence. 

"  Mother,"  said  Maggie,  at  last,  "  we  will  go 
to  Luke's  cottage.  Luke  will  take  me  in.  He 
was  very  good  to  me  when  I  was  a  little  girl." 

"  He  's  got  no  room  for  us,  my  dear,  now;  his 
wife  's  got  so  many  children.  I  don't  know 
where  to  go,  if  it  is  n't  to  one  o'  your  aunts;  and 
I  hardly  durst,"  said  poor  Mrs.  Tulliver,  quite 
destitute  of  mental  resources  in  this  extremity. 

Maggie  was  silent  a  little  while,  and  then 
said,  — 

"  Let  us  go  to  Bob  Jakin's,  mother:  his  wife 
will  have  room  for  us,  if  they  have  no  other 
lodger." 

So  they  went  on  their  way  to  St.  Ogg's,  —  to 
the  old  house  by  the  river-side. 

Bob  himself  was  at  home,  with  a  heaviness  at 
heart  which  resisted  even  the  new  joy  and  pride 
of  possessing  a  two  months'  old  baby,  quite  the 
liveliest  of  its  age  that  had  ever  been  born  to 
prince  or  packman.  He  would  perhaps  not  so 
thoroughly  have  understood  all  the  dubiousness 
of  Maggie's  appearance  with  Mr.  Stephen 
Guest  on  the  quay  at  Mudport  if  he  had  not 
witnessed  the  effect  it  produced  on  Tom  when 
he  went  to  report  it ;  and  since  then  the  circum- 
stances which  in  any  case  gave  a  disastrous  char- 
acter to  her  elopement  had  passed  beyond  the 
more  polite  circles  of  St.  Ogg's,  and  had  become 
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matter  of  common  talk,  accessible  to  the  grooms 
and  errand-boys.  So  that  when  he  opened  the 
door  and  saw  Maggie  standing  before  him  in 
her  sorrow  and  weariness,  he  had  no  questions  to 
ask,  except  one  which  he  dared  only  ask  himself, 
where  was  Mr.  Stephen  Guest?  Bob,  for  his 
part,  hoped  he  might  be  in  the  warmest  depart- 
ment of  an  asylum  understood  to  exist  in  the 
other  world  for  gentlemen  who  are  likely  to  be 
in  fallen  circumstances  there. 

The  lodgings  were  vacant,  and  both  Mrs. 
Jakin  the  larger  and  Mrs.  Jakin  the  less  were 
commanded  to  make  all  things  comfortable  for 
"  the  old  Missis  and  the  young  Miss,"  —  alas 
that  she  was  still  "  Miss  "!  The  ingenious  Bob 
was  sorely  perplexed  as  to  how  this  result  could 
have  come  about,  —  how  Mr.  Stephen  Guest 
could  have  gone  away  from  her,  or  could  have 
let  her  go  away  from  him,  when  he  had  the 
chance  of  keeping  her  with  him.  But  he  was 
silent,  and  would  not  allow  his  wife  to  ask  him 
a  question;  would  not  present  himself  in  the 
room,  lest  it  should  appear  like  intrusion  and  a 
wish  to  pry;  having  the  same  chivalry  towards 
dark-eyed  JMaggie  as  in  the  daj^s  when  he  had 
bought  her  the  memorable  present  of  books. 

But  after  a  day  or  two  Mrs.  Tulliver  was  gone 
to  the  INIill  again  for  a  few  hours  to  see  to  Tom's 
household  matters.  Maggie  had  wished  this: 
after  the  first  violent  outburst  of  feeling  which 
came  as  soon  as  she  had  no  longer  any  active 
purpose  to  fulfil,  she  was  less  in  need  of  her 
mother's  presence;  she  even  desired  to  be  alone 
with  her  grief.  But  she  had  been  solitary  only 
a  little  while  in  the  old  sittinef-room  that  looked 
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on  the  river,  when  there  came  a  tap  at  the  door, 
and  turning  round  her  sad  face  as  she  said 
"  Come  in,"  she  saw  Bob  enter  with  the  baby  in 
his  arms  and  Mumps  at  his  heels. 

"  We  '11  go  back,  if  it  disturbs  you.  Miss," 
said  Bob. 

"  No,"  said  Maggie,  in  a  low  voice,  wishing 
she  could  smile. 

Bob,  closing  the  door  behind  him,  came  and 
stood  before  her. 

"  You  see,  we  've  got  a  little  un,  Miss,  and  I 
wanted  you  to  look  at  it,  and  take  it  in  your 
arms,  if  you  'd  be  so  good.  P^or  we  made  free 
to  name  it  after  you,  and  it  'ud  be  better  for  your 
takin'  a  bit  o'  notice  on  it." 

Maggie  could  not  speak,  but  she  put  out  her 
arms  to  receive  the  tiny  baby,  while  Mumps 
snuffed  at  it  anxiously,  to  ascertain  that  this 
transference  was  all  right.  Maggie's  heart  had 
swelled  at  this  action  and  speech  of  Bob's:  she 
knew  well  enough  that  it  was  a  way  he  had 
chosen  to  show  his  sympathy  and  respect. 

"  Sit  down,  Bob,"  she  said  presently;  and  he 
sat  down  in  silence,  finding  his  tongue  unman- 
ageable in  quite  a  new  fashion,  refusing  to  say 
what  he  wanted  it  to  say. 

"  Bob,"  she  said,  after  a  few  moments,  look- 
ing down  at  the  baby,  and  holding  it  anxiously, 
as  if  she  feared  it  might  slip  from  her  mind  and 
her  fingers,  "  I  have  a  favour  to  ask  of  you." 

"  Don't  you  speak  so,  Miss,"  said  Bob,  grasp- 
ing the  skin  of  IMumps's  neck;  "  if  there  's  any- 
thing I  can  do  for  you,  I  should  look  upon  it  as 
a  day's  earnings." 

*'  I  want  you  to  go  to  Dr.  Kenn's,  and  ask  to 
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speak  to  him,  and  tell  him  that  I  am  here,  and 
should  be  very  grateful  if  he  would  come  to  me 
while  my  mother  is  away.  She  will  not  come 
back  till  evening." 

"Eh,  Miss,  —  I  'd  do  it  in  a  minute,  —  it  is 
but  a  step;  but  Dr.  Kenn's  wife  lies  dead, — 
she  's  to  be  buried  to-morrow,  —  died  the  day  I 
come  from  Mudport.  It 's  all  the  more  pity  she 
should  ha'  died  just  now,  if  you  want  him.  I 
hardly  like  to  go  a-nigh  him  yet." 

"  Oh  no,  Bob,"  said  Maggie,  "  we  must  let  it 
be  —  till  after  a  few  days,  perhaps  —  when  you 
hear  that  he  is  going  about  again.  But  perhaps 
he  may  be  going  out  of  town  —  to  a  distance," 
she  added,  with  a  new  sense  of  despondency  at 
this  idea. 

"  Not  he.  Miss,"  said  Bob.  "  He  'II  none  go 
away.  He  is  n't  one  o'  them  gentlefolks  as  go 
to  cry  at  waterin'-places  when  their  wives  die: 
he  's  got  summat  else  to  do.  He  looks  fine  an' 
sharp  after  the  parish,  —  he  does.  He  christ- 
ened the  little  un;  an'  he  was  at  me  to  know 
what  I  did  of  a  Sunday,  as  I  did  n't  come  to 
church.  But  I  told  him  I  was  upo'  the  travel 
three  parts  o'  the  Sundays,  —  an'  then  I  'm  so 
used  to  bein'  on  my  legs,  I  can't  sit  so  long  on 
end,  — '  an'  lors,  sir,'  says  I,  '  a  packman  can 
do  wi'  a  small  'lowance  o'  church:  it  tastes 
strong,'  says  I ;  '  there  's  no  call  to  lay  it  on 
thick.'  Eh,  Miss,  how  good  the  little  un  is  wi' 
you !  It 's  like  as  if  it  knowed  you :  it  parth'' 
does,  I  '11  be  bound,  —  like  the  birds  know  the 
mornin'." 

Bob's  tongue  was  now  evidently  loosed  from 
its  unwonted  bondage,  and  might  even  be  in 
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danger  of  doing  more  work  than  was  required 
of  it.  But  the  subjects  on  which  he  longed  to  be 
informed  were  so  steep  and  difficult  of  approach 
that  his  tongue  was  likely  to  run  on  along  the 
level  rather  than  to  carry  him  on  that  unbeaten 
road.  He  felt  this,  and  was  silent  again  for  a 
little  .while,  ruminating  much  on  the  possible 
forms  in  which  he  might  put  a  question.  At 
last  he  said,  in  a  more  timid  voice  than  usual,  — 

"  Will  you  give  me  leave  to  ask  you  only  one 
thing,  Mi'ss?" 

Maggie  was  rather  startled,  but  she  answered, 
"  Yes,  Bob,  if  it  is  about  myself,  —  not  about 
any  one  else." 

"  Well,  Miss,  it 's  this:  Do  you  owe  anybody 
a  grudge? " 

"  No,  not  any  one,"  said  INIaggie,  looking  up 
at  him  inquiringly.    "  Why?  " 

"Oh,  lors.  Miss,"  said  Bob,  pinching  Mumps's 
neck  harder  than  ever.  "  I  wish  you  did  —  an' 
'ud  tell  me  —  I  'd  leather  him  till  I  could  n't 
see  —  I  would  —  an'  the  Justice  might  do  what 
he  liked  to  me  arter." 

"  Oh,  Bob,"  said  Maggie,  smiling  faintly, 
"  you  're  a  very  good  friend  to  me.  But  I 
should  n't  like  to  punish  any  one,  even  if  they  'd 
done  me  wrong;  I  've  done  wrong  myself  too 
often." 

This  view  of  things  was  puzzling  to  Bob,  and 
threw  more  obscurity  than  ever  over  what  could 
possibly  have  happened  between  Stephen  and 
Maggie.  But  further  questions  would  have 
been  too  intrusive,  even  if  he  could  have  framed 
them  suitably,  and  he  was  obliged  to  carry  baby 
away  again  to  an  expectant  mother. 
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"  Happen  you  'd  like  Mumps  for  company, 
Miss,"  he  said  when  he  had  taken  the  baby  again. 
"He  's  rare  company,  —  Mumps  is,  —  he  knows 
iverything,  an'  makes  no  bother  about  it.  If  I 
tell  him,  he  '11  He  before  you  an'  watch  you  — 
as  still  —  just  as  he  watches  my  pack.  You  'd 
better  let  me  leave  him  a  bit ;  he  '11  get  fond  on 
you.  Lors,  it 's  a  fine  thing  to  hev  a  dumb  brute 
fond  on  you ;  it  '11  stick  to  you,  an'  make  no 
jaw." 

"  Yes,  do  leave  him,  please,"  said  Maggie. 
"  I  think  I  should  like  to  have  Mumps  for  a 
friend." 

"  Mumps,  lie  down  there,"  said  Bob,  pointing 
to  a  place  in  front  of  Maggie,  "  and  niver  do 
you  stii'  till  you  're  spoke  to." 

Mumps  lay  down  at  once,  and  made  no  sign 
of  restlessness  when  his  master  left  the  room. 


CHAPTER    II 

ST.  ogg's  passes  judgment 


IT  was  soon  known  throughout  St.  Ogg's  that 
Miss  Tulliver  was  come  back:  she  had  not, 
then,  eloped  in  order  to  be  married  to  Mr. 
Stephen  Guest;  at  all  events,  Mr.  Stephen 
Guest  had  not  married  her,  —  which  came  to  the 
same  thing,  so  far  as  her  culpability  was  con- 
cerned. We  judge  others  according  to  results; 
how  else  ?  —  not  knowing  the  process  by  which 
results  are  arrived  at.  If  IVIiss  Tulliver,  after  a 
few  months  of  well-chosen  travel,  had  returned 
as  Mrs.  Stephen  Guest,  —  with  a  post-marital 
trousseau,  and  all  the  advantages  possessed  even 
by  the  most  unwelcome  wife  of  an  only  son,  — 
public  opinion,  which  at  St.  Ogg's,  as  elsewhere, 
always  knew  what  to  think,  would  have  judged 
in  strict  consistency  with  those  results.  Public 
opinion  in  these  cases  is  always  of  the  feminine 
gender,  —  not  the  world,  but  the  world's  wife ; 
and  she  would  have  seen  that  two  handsome 
young  people,  —  the  gentleman  of  quite  the  first 
family  in  St.  Ogg's,  —  having  found  themselves 
in  a  false  position,  had  been  led  into  a  course 
which,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  was  highly  inju- 
dicious, and  productive  of  sad  pain  and  disap- 
pointment, especially  to  that  sweet  young  thing, 
Miss  Deane.  Mr.  Stephen  Guest  had  certainly 
not  behaved  well;  but  then,  young  men  were 
liable  to  those  sudden  infatuated  attachments; 
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and  bad  as  it  might  seem  in  Mrs.  Stephen  Guest 
to  admit  the  faintest  advances  from  her  cousin's 
lover  (indeed  it  had  been  said  that  she  was  ac- 
tually engaged  to  young  Wakem,  —  old  Wakem 
himself  had  mentioned  it),  still  she  was  very 
young  —  "  and  a  deformed  young  man,  you 
know !  —  and  young  Guest  so  very  fascinating ; 
and,  they  say,  he  positively  worships  her  (to  be 
sure,  that  can't  last ! ) ,  and  he  ran  away  with  her 
in  the  boat  quite  against  her  will,  —  and  what 
could  she  do  ?  She  could  n't  come  back  then : 
no  one  would  have  spoken  to  her ;  and  how  very 
well  that  maize-coloured  satinette  becomes  her 
complexion!  It  seems  as  if  the  folds  in  front 
were  quite  come  in;  several  of  her  dresses  are 
made  so ;  —  they  say  he  thinks  nothing  too  hand- 
some to  buy  for  her.  Poor  Miss  Deane!  She  is 
very  pitiable;  but  then,  there  was  no  positive 
engagement ;  and  the  air  at  the  coast  will  do  her 
good.  After  all,  if  young  Guest  felt  no  more 
for  her  than  that,  it  was  better  for  her  not  to 
marry  him.  What  a  wonderful  marriage  for  a 
girl  like  Miss  Tulliver,  —  quite  romantic !  Why, 
young  Guest  will  put  up  for  the  borough  at  the 
next  election.  Nothing  like  commerce  nowa- 
days! That  young  Wakem  nearly  went  out  of 
his  mind,  —  he  always  was  rather  queer ;  but 
he  's  gone  abroad  again  to  be  out  of  the  way, 
—  quite  the  best  thing  for  a  deformed  young 
man.  Miss  Unit  declares  she  will  never  visit 
JNIr.  and  Mrs.  Stephen  Guest,  —  such  non- 
sense! pretending  to  be  better  than  other 
people.  Society  could  n't  be  carried  on  if  we 
inquired  into  private  conduct  in  that  way,  — 
and  Christianity  tells  us  to  think  no  evil,  —  and 
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my  belief  is  that  JVIiss  Unit  had  no  cards  sent 
her." 

But  the  results,  we  know,  were  not  of  a  kind 
to  warrant  this  extenuation  of  the  past.  Maggie 
had  returned  without  a  trousseau,  without  a  hus- 
band, —  in  that  degraded  and  outcast  condition 
to  which  error  is  well  known  to  lead;  and  the 
world's  wife,  with  that  fine  instinct  which  is 
given  her  for  the  preservation  of  Society,  saw  at 
once  that  Miss  Tulliver's  conduct  had  been  of 
the  most  aggravated  kind.  Could  anything  be 
more  detestable  ?  A  girl  so  much  indebted  to  her 
friends  —  whose  mother  as  well  as  herself  had 
received  so  much  kindness  from  the  Deanes  — 
to  lay  the  design  of  winning  a  young  man's  af- 
fections away  from  her  own  cousin,  who  had 
behaved  like  a  sister  to  her !  Winning  his  affec- 
tions? That  was  not  the  phrase  for  such  a  girl 
as  JMiss  Tulliver;  it  would  have  been  more  cor- 
rect to  say  that  she  had  been  actuated  by  mere 
unwomanly  boldness  and  unbridled  passion. 
There  was  always  something  questionable  about 
her.  That  connection  with  young  Wakem, 
which,  they  said,  had  been  carried  on  for  years, 
looked  very  ill,  —  disgusting,  in  fact !  But  with 
a  girl  of  that  disposition !  —  To  the  world's  wife 
there  had  always  been  something  in  Miss  Tulli- 
A^er's  very  physique  that  a  refined  instinct  felt 
to  be  prophetic  of  harm.  As  for  poor  Mr.  Ste- 
phen Guest,  he  was  rather  pitiable  than  other- 
wise :  a  young  man  of  five-and-twenty  is  not  to 
be  too  severely  judged  in  these  cases,  —  he  is 
really  very  much  at  the  mercy  of  a  designing 
bold  girl.  And  it  was  clear  that  he  had  given 
way  in  spite  of  himself:   he  had  shaken  her  off 
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as  soon  as  he  could ;  indeed,  their  having  parted 
so  soon  looked  very  black  indeed  —  for  her.  To 
be  sure,  he  had  written  a  letter,  laying  all  the 
blame  on  himself,  and  telling  the  story  in  a  ro- 
mantic fashion  so  as  to  try  and  make  her  appear 
quite  innocent :  of  course  he  would  do  that !  But 
the  refined  instinct  of  the  world's  wife  was  not 
to  be  deceived :  providentially !  —  else  what 
would  become  of  Society?  Why,  her  own 
brother  had  turned  her  from  his  door;  he  had 
seen  enough,  you  might  be  sure,  before  he  would 
do  that.  A  truly  respectable  young  man,  —  Mr. 
Tom  Tulliver:  quite  likely  to  rise  in  the  world! 
His  sister's  disgrace  was  naturally  a  heavy  blow 
to  him.  It  was  to  be  hoped  that  she  would  go 
out  of  the  neighbourhood,  —  to  America,  or 
anywhere,  —  so  as  to  purify  the  air  of  St.  Ogg's 
from  the  taint  of  her  presence,  extremely  dan- 
gerous to  daughters  there !  No  good  could  hap- 
pen to  her:  it  was  only  to  be  hoped  she  would 
repent,  and  that  God  would  have  mercy  on  her: 
he  had  not  the  care  of  Society  on  his  hands,  — 
as  the  world's  wife  had. 

It  required  nearly  a  fortnight  for  fine  instinct 
to  assure  itself  of  these  inspirations;  indeed,  it 
was  a  whole  week  before  Stephen's  letter  came, 
telling  his  father  the  facts,  and  adding  that  he 
was  gone  across  to  Holland,  —  had  drawn  upon 
the  agent  at  Mudport  for  money,  —  was  inca- 
pable of  any  resolution  at  present. 

Maggie,  all  this  while,  was  too  entirely  filled 
with  a  more  agonizing  anxiety  to  spend  any 
thought  on  the  view  that  was  being  taken  of  her 
conduct  by  the  world  of  St.  Ogg's:  anxiety 
about  Stephen  —  Lucy  —  Philip  —  beat  on  her 
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poor  heart  in  a  hard,  driving,  ceaseless  storm  of 
mingled  love,  remorse,  and  pity.  If  she  had 
thought  of  rejection  and  injustice  at  all,  it  would 
have  seemed  to  her  that  they  had  done  their 
worst,  —  that  she  could  hardly  feel  any  stroke 
from  them  intolerable  since  the  words  she  had 
heard  from  her  brother's  lips.  Across  all  her  anx- 
iety for  the  loved  and  the  injured,  those  words 
shot  again  and  again,  like  a  horrible  pang  that 
would  have  brought  misery  and  dread  even  into 
a  heaven  of  delights.  The  idea  of  ever  recover- 
ing happiness  never  glimmered  in  her  mind  for  a 
moment;  it  seemed  as  if  every  sensitive  fibre  in 
her  were  too  entirely  preoccupied  by  pain  ever 
to  vibrate  again  to  another  influence.  Life 
stretched  before  her  as  one  act  of  penitence,  and 
all  she  craved,  as  she  dwelt  on  her  future  lot,  was 
something  to  guarantee  her  from  more  falling: 
her  own  weakness  haunted  her  like  a  vision  of 
hideous  possibilities,  that  made  no  peace  con- 
ceivable except  such  as  lay  in  the  sense  of  a  sure 
refuge. 

But  she  was  not  without  practical  intentions: 
the  love  of  independence  was  too  strong  an  in- 
heritance and  a  habit  for  her  not  to  remember 
that  she  must  get  her  bread;  and  when  other 
projects  looked  vague,  she  fell  back  on  that  of 
returning  to  her  plain  sewing,  and  so  getting 
enough  to  pay  for  her  lodging  at  Bob's.  She 
meant  to  persuade  her  mother  to  return  to  the 
Mill  by  and  by,  and  live  with  Tom  again;  and 
somehow  or  other  she  would  maintain  herself  at 
St.  Ogg's.  Dr.  Kenn  would  perhaps  help  her 
and  advise  her.  She  remembered  his  parting 
words  at  the  bazaar.     She  remembered  the  mo- 
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mentary  feeling  of  reliance  that  had  sprung  in 
her  when  he  was  talking  with  her,  and  she  waited 
with  yearning  expectation  for  the  opportunity 
of  confiding  everything  to  him.  Her  mother 
called  every  day  at  Mr.  Deane's  to  learn  how 
Lucy  was :  the  report  was  always  sad,  —  noth- 
ing had  yet  roused  her  from  the  feeble  passi\aty 
which  had  come  on  with  the  first  shock.  But  of 
Philip,  Mrs.  Tulliver  had  learned  nothing;  nat- 
urally, no  one  whom  she  met  would  speak  to  her 
about  what  related  to  her  daughter.  But  at  last 
she  summoned  courage  to  go  and  see  sister 
Glegg,  who  of  course  would  know  everything, 
and  had  been  even  to  see  Tom  at  the  Mill  in  Mrs. 
Tulliver's  absence,  though  he  had  said  nothing 
of  what  had  passed  on  the  occasion. 

As  soon  as  her  mother  was  gone,  JNIaggie  put 
on  her  bonnet.  She  had  resolved  on  walking  to 
the  Rectory  and  asking  to  see  Dr.  Kenn :  he  was 
in  deep  grief,  —  but  the  grief  of  another  does 
not  jar  upon  us  in  such  circumstances.  It  was 
the  first  time  she  had  been  beyond  the  door  since 
her  return;  nevertheless  her  mind  was  so  bent 
on  the  purpose  of  her  walk  that  the  unpleasant- 
ness of  meeting  people  on  the  way,  and  being 
stared  at,  did  not  occur  to  her.  But  she  had  no 
sooner  passed  beyond  the  narrower  streets  which 
she  had  to  thread  from  Bob's  dwelling,  than  she 
became  aware  of  unusual  glances  cast  at  her; 
and  this  consciousness  made  her  hurry  along 
nervously,  afraid  to  look  to  right  or  left.  Pres- 
ently, however,  she  came  full  on  Mrs.  and  Miss 
TurnbuU,  old  acquaintances  of  her  family;  they 
both  looked  at  her  strangely,  and  turned  a  little 
aside  without  speaking.     AH  hard  looks  were 
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pain  to  Maggie,  but  her  self-reproach  was  too 
strong  for  resentment :  no  wonder  they  will  not 
speak  to  me,  she  thought,  —  they  are  very  fond 
of  Lucy.  But  now  she  knew  that  she  was  about 
to  pass  a  group  of  gentlemen,  who  were  stand- 
ing at  the  door  of  the  billiard-rooms,  and  she 
could  not  help  seeing  young  Torry  step  out  a 
little  with  his  glass  at  his  eye,  and  bow  to  her 
with  that  air  of  nonchalance  which  he  might  have 
bestowed  on  a  friendly  barmaid.  Maggie's  pride 
was  too  intense  for  her  not  to  feel  that  sting, 
even  in  the  midst  of  her  sorrow ;  and  for  the  first 
time  the  thought  took  strong  hold  of  her  that  she 
would  have  other  obloquy  cast  on  her  besides 
that  which  was  felt  to  be  due  to  her  breach  of 
faith  towards  Lucy.  But  she  was  at  the  Rec- 
tory now;  there,  perhaps,  she  would  find  some- 
thing else  than  retribution.  Retribution  may 
come  from  any  voice :  the  hardest,  crudest,  most 
imbruted  urchin  at  the  street-corner  can  inflict 
it :  surely  help  and  pity  are  rarer  things,  —  more 
needful  for  the  righteous  to  bestow. 

She  was  shown  up  at  once,  after  being  an- 
nounced, into  Dr.  Kenn's  study,  where  he  sat 
amongst  piled-up  books,  for  which  he  had  little 
appetite,  leaning  his  cheek  against  the  head  of 
his  youngest  child,  a  girl  of  three.  The  child 
was  sent  away  with  the  servant;  and  when  the 
door  was  closed,  Dr.  Kenn  said,  placing  a  chair 
for  Maggie,  — 

"  I  was  coming  to  see  you,  Miss  Tulliver;  you 
have  anticipated  me;   I  am  glad  you  did." 

Maggie  looked  at  him  with  her  childhke  di- 
rectness as  she  had  done  at  the  bazaar,  and  said, 
"  I  want  to  tell  you  everything."    But  her  eyes 
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filled  fast  with  tears  as  she  said  it,  and  all  the 
pent-up  excitement  of  her  humiliating  walk 
would  have  its  vent  before  she  could  say  more. 

"  Do  tell  me  everything,"  Dr.  Kenn  said,  with 
quiet  kindness  in  his  grave  firm  voice.  "  Think 
of  me  as  one  to  whom  a. long  experience  has  been 
granted,  which  may  enable  him  to  help  you." 

In  rather  broken  sentences,  and  with  some 
effort  at  first,  but  soon  with  the  greater  ease  that 
came  from  a  sense  of  relief  in  the  confidence, 
]\Iaggie  told  the  brief  story  of  a  struggle  that 
must  be  the  beginning  of  a  long  sorrow.  Only 
the  day  before,  Dr.  Kenn  had  been  made  ac- 
quainted with  the  contents  of  Stephen's  letter, 
and  he  had  believed  them  at  once,  without  the 
confirmation  of  Maggie's  statement.  That  in- 
volmitary  plaint  of  hers,  "  Oh,  I  must  go,'"  had 
remained  with  him  as  the  sign  that  she  was 
undergoing  some  inward  conflict. 

Maggie  dwelt  the  longest  on  the  feeling  which 
had  made  her  come  back  to  her  mother  and 
brother,  which  made  her  cling  to  all  the  memories 
of  the  past.  When  she  had  ended,  Dr.  Kenn 
was  silent  for  some  minutes;  there  was  a  diffi- 
culty on  his  mind.  He  rose,  and  walked  up  and 
down  the  hearth  with  his  hands  behind  him.  At 
last  he  seated  himself  again,  and  said,  looking  at 
Maggie,  — 

"  Your  prompting  to  go  to  your  nearest 
friends  —  to  remain  where  all  the  ties  of  your 
life  have  been  formed  —  is  a  true  prompting,  to 
which  the  Church  in  its  original  constitution  and 
discipline  responds,  —  opening  its  arms  to  the 
penitent,  watching  over  its  children  to  the  last, 
never  abandoning  them  until  they  are  hopelessly 
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reprobate.  And  the  Church  ought  to  represent 
the  feeling  of  the  community,  so  that  every 
parish  should  be  a  family  knit  together  by  Chris- 
tian brotherhood  under  a  spiritual  father.  But 
the  ideas  of  discipline  and  Christian  fraternity 
are  entirely  relaxed,  —  they  can  hardly  be  said 
to  exist  in  the  public  mind :  they  hardly  survive 
except  in  the  partial,  contradictory  form  they 
have  taken  in  the  narrow  communities  of  schis- 
matics ;  and  if  I  were  not  supported  by  the  firm 
faith  that  the  Church  must  ultimately  recover 
the  full  force  of  that  constitution  which  is  alone 
fitted  to  human  needs,  I  should  often  lose  heart 
at  observing  the  want  of  fellowship  and  sense  of 
mutual  responsibility  among  my  own  flock.  At 
present  everything  seems  tending  towards  the 
relaxation  of  ties,  —  towards  the  substitution  of 
wayward  choice  for  the  adherence  to  obligation, 
which  has  its  roots  in  the  past.  Your  conscience 
and  your  heart  have  given  you  true  fight  on  this 
point.  Miss  Tulliver;  and  I  have  said  all  this 
that  you  may  know  what  my  wish  about  you  — 
what  my  advice  to  you  —  would  be,  if  they 
sprang  from  my  own  feeling  and  opinion  un- 
modified by  counteracting  circumstances." 

Dr.  Kenn  paused  a  little  while.  There  was 
an  entire  absence  of  effusive  benevolence  in  his 
manner ;  there  was  something  almost  cold  in  the 
gravity  of  his  look  and  voice.  If  Maggie  had 
not  known  that  his  benevolence  was  persever- 
ing in  proportion  to  its  reserve,  she  might  have 
been  chilled  and  frightened.  As  it  was,  she  lis- 
tened expectantly,  quite  sure  that  there  would 
be  some  effective  help  in  his  words.  He  went 
on. 
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"  Your  inexperience  of  the  world,  Miss  Tulli- 
ver,  prevents  you  from  anticipating  fully  the 
rery  unjust  conceptions  that  will  probably  be 
formed  concerning  your  conduct,  —  conceptions 
which  will  have  a  baneful  effect,  even  in  spite  of 
known  evidence  to  disprove  them." 

"  Oh,  I  do  —  I  begin  to  see,"  said  Maggie, 
unable  to  repress  this  utterance  of  her  recent 
pain.  "  I  know  I  shall  be  insulted:  I  shall  be 
thought  worse  than  I  am." 

"  You  perhaps  do  not  yet  know,"  said  Dr. 
Kenn,  with  a  touch  of  more  personal  pity,  "  that 
a  letter  is  come  which  ought  to  satisfy  every  one 
who  has  known  anything  of  you,  that  you  chose 
the  steep  and  difficult  path  of  a  return  to  the 
right,  at  the  moment  when  that  return  was  most 
of  all  difficult." 

"Oh  —  where  is  he?"  said  poor  Maggie, 
with  a  flush  and  tremor  that  no  presence  could 
have  hindered. 

"  He  is  gone  abroad:  he  has  written  of  all 
that  passed  to  his  father.  He  has  vindicated  you 
to  the  utmost;  and  I  hope  the  communication 
of  that  letter  to  your  cousin  will  have  a  beneficial 
effect  on  her." 

Dr.  Kenn  waited  for  her  to  get  calm  again 
before  he  went  on. 

"  That  letter,  as  I  said,  ought  to  suffice  to  pre- 
vent false  impressions  concerning  you.  But  I 
am  bound  to  tell  you.  Miss  Tulliver,  that  not 
only  the  experience  of  my  whole  life,  but  my 
observation  within  the  last  three  days,  makes  me 
fear  that  there  is  hardly  any  evidence  which  will 
save  you  from  the  painful  effect  of  false  impu- 
tations.   The  persons  who  are  the  most  incapable 
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of  a  conscientious  struggle  such  as  yours,  are 
precisely  those  who  will  be  likely  to  slii'ink  from 
you;  because  they  will  not  believe  in  your 
struggle.  I  fear  your  life  here  will  be  attended 
not  only  with  much  pain,  but  with  many  ob- 
structions. For  tliis  reason,  —  and  for  this 
only,  —  I  ask  you  to  consider  whether  it  will  not 
perhaps  be  better  for  you  to  take  a  situation  at 
a  distance,  according  to  your  former  intention. 
I  will  exert  myself  at  once  to  obtain  one  for 
you." 

"  Oh,  if  I  could  but  stop  here! "  said  Maggie. 
"  I  have  no  heart  to  begin  a  strange  life  again. 
I  should  have  no  stay.  I  should  feel  like  a 
lonely  wanderer,  —  cut  off  from  the  past.  I 
have  written  to  the  lady  who  offered  me  a  situa- 
tion to  excuse  myself.  If  I  remained  here,  I 
could  perhaps  atone  in  some  way  to  Lucy,  —  to 
others :  I  could  convince  them  that  I  'm  sorry. 
And,"  she  added,  with  some  of  the  old  proud  fire 
flashing  out,  "  I  will  not  go  away  because  people 
say  false  things  of  me.  They  shall  learn  to  re- 
tract them.  If  I  must  go  away  at  last,  because 
—  because  others  wish  it,  I  will  not  go  now." 

"  Well,"  said  Dr.  Kenn,  after  some  considera- 
tion, "  if  you  determine  on  that,  ]Miss  Tulliver, 
you  may  rely  on  all  the  influence  my  position 
gives  me.  I  am  bound  to  aid  and  countenance 
you  by  the  very  duties  of  my  office  as  a  parish 
priest.  I  will  add  that  personally  I  have  a  deep 
interest  in  your  peace  of  mind  and  welfare." 

"  The  only  thing  I  want  is  some  occupation 
that  will  enable  me  to  get  my  bread  and  be  inde- 
pendent," said  IMaggie.  "  I  shall  not  want 
much.    I  can  go  on  lodging  where  I  am." 
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"  I  must  think  over  the  subject  maturely," 
said  Dr.  Kenn,  "  and  in  a  few  days  I  shall  be 
better  able  to  ascertain  the  general  feeling.  I 
shall  come  to  see  you:  I  shall  bear  you  con- 
stantly in  mind." 

When  Maggie  had  left  him,  Dr.  Kenn  stood 
ruminating  with  his  hands  behind  him,  and  his 
eyes  fixed  on  the  carpet,  under  a  painful  sense 
of  doubt  and  difficulty.  The  tone  of  Stephen's 
letter,  which  he  had  read,  and  the  actual  rela- 
tions of  all  the  persons  concerned,  forced  upon 
him  powerfully  the  idea  of  an  ultimate  marriage 
between  Stephen  and  JNIaggie  as  the  least  evil; 
and  the  impossibility  of  their  proximity  in  St. 
Ogg's  on  any  other  supposition,  until  after  years 
of  separation,  threw  an  insurmountable  pro- 
spective difficulty  over  Maggie's  stay  there.  On 
the  other  hand,  he  entered  with  all  the  compre- 
hension of  a  man  who  had  known  spiritual  con- 
flict, and  lived  through  years  of  devoted  service 
to  his  fellow-men,  into  that  state  of  Maggie's 
heart  and  conscience  which  made  the  consent  to 
the  marriage  a  desecration  to  her :  her  conscience 
must  not  be  tampered  with:  the  principle  on 
which  she  had  acted  was  a  safer  guide  than  any 
balancing  of  consequences.  His  experience  told 
him  that  intervention  was  too  dubious  a  respon- 
sibility to  be  lightly  incurred :  the  possible  issue 
either  of  an  endeavour  to  restore  the  former  rela- 
tions with  Lucy  and  Philip,  or  of  counselling 
submission  to  this  irruption  of  a  new  feeling,  was 
hidden  in  a  darkness  all  the  more  impenetrable 
because  each  immediate  step  was  clogged  with 
evil. 

The  great  problem  of  the  shifting  relation  be- 
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tween  passion  and  duty  is  clear  to  no  man  who 
is  capable  of  apprehending  it:  the  question 
whether  the  moment  has  come  in  which  a  man 
has  fallen  below  the  possibility  of  a  renunciation 
that  will  carry  any  efficacy,  and  must  accept  the 
sway  of  a  passion  against  which  he  had  strug- 
gled as  a  tresj^ass,  is  one  for  which  we  have  no 
master-key  that  will  fit  all  cases.  The  casuists 
have  become  a  byword  of  reproach;  but  their 
perverted  spirit  of  minute  discrimination  was 
the  shadow  of  a  truth  to  which  eyes  and  hearts 
are  too  often  fatally  sealed,  —  the  truth  that 
moral  judgments  must  remain  false  and  hollow, 
unless  they  are  checked  and  enlightened  by  a 
perpetual  reference  to  the  special  circumstances 
that  mark  the  individual  lot. 

All  people  of  broad,  strong  sense  have  an  in- 
stinctive repugnance  to  the  men  of  maxims;  be- 
cause such  people  early  discern  that  the  mysteri- 
ous complexity  of  our  life  is  not  to  be  embraced 
by  maxims,  and  that  to  lace  ourselves  up  in  for- 
mulas of  that  sort  is  to  repress  all  the  divine 
promptings  and  inspirations  that  spring  from 
growing  insight  and  sympathy.  And  the  man 
of  maxims  is  the  popular  representative  of  the 
minds  that  are  guided  in  their  moral  judgment 
solely  by  general  rules,  thinking  that  these  will 
lead  them  to  justice  by  a  ready-made  patent 
method,  without  the  trouble  of  exerting  patience, 
discrimination,  impartiality,  —  without  any  care 
to  assure  themselves  whether  they  have  the  in- 
sight that  comes  from  a  hardly  earned  estimate 
of  temptation,  or  from  a  life  vivid  and  intense 
enough  to  have  created  a  wide  fellow-feeling 
with  all  that  is  human. 


CHAPTER    III 

SHOWING  THAT  OLD  ACQUAINTANCES  ARE 
CAPABLE  OF  SURPRISING  US 


WHEN  Maggie  was  at  home  again,  her 
mother  brought  her  news  of  an  unex- 
pected hne  of  conduct  in  aunt  Glegg. 
As  long  as  JMaggie  had  not  been  heard  of,  Mrs. 
Glegg  had  half  closed  her  shutters  and  drawn 
down  her  blinds:  she  felt  assured  that  Maggie 
was  drowned:  that  was  far  more  probable  than 
that  her  niece  and  legatee  should  have  done  any- 
thing to  wound  the  family  honour  in  the  tender- 
est  point.  When  at  last  she  learned  from  Tom 
that  Maggie  had  come  home,  and  gathered  from 
him  what  was  her  explanation  of  her  absence, 
she  burst  forth  in  severe  reproof  of  Tom  for 
admitting  the  worst  of  his  sister  until  he  was 
compelled.  If  you  were  not  to  stand  by  your 
"  kin  "  as  long  as  there  was  a  shred  of  honour 
attributable  to  them,  pray  what  were  you  to 
stand  by?  Lightly  to  admit  conduct  in  one  of 
your  own  family  that  would  force  you  to  alter 
your  will,  had  never  been  the  way  of  the  Dod- 
sons;  and  though  Mrs.  Glegg  had  always  au- 
gured ill  of  Maggie's  future  at  a  time  when  other 
people  were  perhaps  less  clear-sighted,  yet  fair- 
play  was  a  jewel,  and  it  was  not  for  her  own 
friends  to  help  to  rob  the  girl  of  her  fair  fame, 
and  to  cast  her  out  from  family  shelter  to  the 
scorn  of  the  outer  world,  until  she  had  become 
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unequivocally  a  family  disgrace.  The  circum- 
stances were  unprecedented  in  ]\lrs.  Glegg's  ex- 
perience, —  nothing  of  that  kind  had  happened 
among  the  Dodsons  before;  but  it  was  a  case 
in  which  her  hereditary  rectitude  and  personal 
strength  of  character  found  a  common  channel 
along  with  her  fundamental  ideas  of  clanship, 
as  they  did  in  her  lifelong  regard  to  equity  in 
money  matters.  She  quarrelled  with  ]Mr.  Glegg, 
whose  kindness,  flowing  entirely  into  compassion 
for  Lucy,  made  him  as  hard  in  his  judgment  of 
Maggie  as  Mr.  Deane  himself  was ;  and,  fuming 
against  her  sister  Tulliver  because  she  did  not 
at  once  come  to  her  for  advice  and  help,  shut  her- 
self up  in  her  own  room  with  Baxter's  '  Saints' 
Rest '  from  morning  till  night,  denying  herself 
to  all  visitors,  till  Mr.  Glegg  brought  from  Mr. 
Deane  the  news  of  Stephen's  letter.  Then  ]Mrs. 
Glegg  felt  that  she  had  adequate  fighting- 
ground,  —  then  she  laid  aside  Baxter,  and  was 
ready  to  meet  all  comers.  While  ]Mrs.  Pullet 
could  do  nothing  but  shake  her  head  and  cry, 
and  wish  that  cousin  Abbot  had  died,  or  any 
number  of  funerals  had  happened  rather  than 
this,  which  had  never  happened  before,  so  that 
there  was  no  knowing  how  to  act,  and  ^Irs. 
Pullet  could  never  enter  St.  Ogg's  again,  be- 
cause "  acquaintances  "  knew  of  it  all,  —  ^Irs. 
Glegg  only  hoped  that  Mrs.  WooU,  or  any  one 
else,  would  come  to  her  with  their  false  tales 
about  her  own  niece,  and  she  would  know  what 
to  say  to  that  ill-advised  person! 

Again  she  had  a  scene  of  remonstrance  with 
Tom,  all  the  more  severe  in  proportion  to  the 
greater  strength  of  her  present  position.     But 
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Tom,  like  other  immovable  things,  seemed  only 
the  more  rigidly  fixed  under  that  attempt  to 
shake  him.  Poor  Tom!  he  judged  by  what  he 
had  been  able  to  see;  and  the  judgment  was 
painful  enough  to  himself.  He  thought  he  had 
the  demonstration  of  facts  observed  through 
years  by  his  own  eyes  which  gave  no  warning  of 
their  miperfection.  that  ]Maggie"s  nature  was 
utterly  untrustworthy,  and  too  strongly  marked 
with  evil  tendencies  to  be  safely  treated  with 
leniency:  he  would  act  on  that  demonstration 
at  any  cost :  but  the  thought  of  it  made  his  days 
bitter  to  him.  Tom.  like  every  one  of  us,  was 
imprisoned  within  the  limits  of  his  own  nature, 
and  his  education  had  simply  glided  over  him, 
leaving  a  slight  deposit  of  polish:  if  you  are 
inclined  to  be  severe  on  his  severity,  remember 
that  the  responsibility  of  tolerance  lies  with  those 
who  liave  the  wider  vision.  There  had  arisen  in 
Tom  a  repulsion  towards  ^laggie  that  derived 
its  very  intensity  from  their  early  childish  love 
in  the  time  when  they  had  clasped  tiny  lingers 
together,  and  their  later  sense  of  nearness  in  a 
conmion  duty  and  a  conmion  sorrow:  the  sight 
of  her.  as  he  had  told  her,  was  hateful  to  him. 
In  this  branch  of  the  Dodson  family  aunt  Glegg 
found  a  stronger  nature  than  her  own,  —  a 
nature  in  which  family  feeling  had  lost  the  char- 
acter of  clanship  by  taking  on  a  doubly  deep 
dye  of  personal  pride.  ]\Irs.  Glegg  allowed  that 
i\Iaggie  ought  to  be  punished,  —  she  was  not  a 
woman  to  deny  that,  —  she  knew  ^hat  conduct 
was ;  but  punished  in  proportion  to  the  misdeeds 
proved  against  her,  not  to  those  Avhich  were  cast 
upon  her  by  people  outside  her  own  family,  who 
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might  wish  to  show  that  their  own  kin  were 
better. 

"  Your  aunt  Glegg  scolded  me  so  as  niver 
was,  my  dear,"  said  poor  Mrs.  Tulliver,  when 
she  came  back  to  Maggie,  "  as  I  did  n't  go  to 
her  before,  —  she  said  it  was  n't  for  her  to  come 
to  me  first.  But  she  spoke  Uke  a  sister  too: 
having  she  allays  was,  and  hard  to  please,  —  oh 
dear !  —  but  she  's  said  the  kindest  word  as  has 
ever  been  spoke  by  you  yet,  my  child.  For  she 
says,  for  all  she  's  been  so  set  again'  having  one 
extry  in  the  house,  and  making  extry  spoons  and 
things,  and  putting  her  about  in  her  ways,  you 
shall  have  a  shelter  in  her  house,  if  you  '11  go  to 
her  dutiful,  and  she  '11  uphold  you  against  folks 
as  say  harm  of  you  when  they  've  no  call.  And 
1  told  her  I  thought  you  could  n't  bear  to  see 
anybody  but  me,  you  were  so  beat  down  with 
trouble;  but  she  said,  '/  won't  throw  ill  words 
at  her,  —  there  's  them  out  o'  th'  family  'uU  be 
ready  enough  to  do  that.  But  I  '11  give  her  good 
advice ;  an'  she  must  be  humble.'  It 's  wonder- 
ful o'  Jane;  for  I  'm  sure  she  used  to  throw 
ever}i:hing  I  did  wrong  at  me,  —  if  it  was  the 
raisin-wine  as  turned  out  bad,  or  the  pies  too  hot, 
—  or  whativer  it  w  as." 

"  Oh,  mother,"  said  poor  Maggie,  shrinking 
from  the  thought  of  all  the  contact  her  bruised 
mind  would  have  to  bear,  "  tell  her  I  'm  very 
grateful,  —  I  '11  go  to  see  her  as  soon  as  I  can ; 
but  I  can't  see  any  one  just  yet,  except  Dr. 
Kenn.  I  've  been  to  him,  —  he  wall  advise  me, 
and  help  me  to  get  some  occupation.  I  can't  live 
with  any  one,  or  be  dependent  on  them,  tell  aunt 
Glegg ;  I  must  get  my  own  bread.    But  did  you 
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hear  notliing  of  Philip,  —  Philip  Wakem? 
Have  you  never  seen  any  one  that  has  mentioned 
him?  " 

"  No,  my  dear;  but  I  've  been  to  Lucy's,  and 
I  saw  your  uncle,  and  he  says  they  got  her  to 
listen  to  the  letter,  and  she  took  notice  o'  Miss 
Guest,  and  asked  questions,  and  the  doctor 
thinks  she  's  on  the  turn  to  be  better.  What  a 
world  this  is,  —  what  trouble,  oh  dear !  The 
law  was  the  first  beginning,  and  it 's  gone  from 
bad  to  worse,  all  of  a  sudden,  just  when  the  luck 
seemed  on  the  turn."  This  was  the  first  lamen- 
tation that  Mrs.  Tulliver  had  let  shp  to  Maggie, 
but  old  habit  had  been  revived  by  the  interview 
with  sister  Glegg. 

"  My  poor,  poor  mother!  "  Maggie  burst  out, 
cut  to  the  heart  with  pity  and  compunction,  and 
thi'owing  her  arms  round  her  mother's  neck,  "  I 
was  always  naughty  and  troublesome  to  you. 
And  now  you  might  have  been  happy  if  it 
had  n't  been  for  me." 

"  Eh,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Tulliver,  leaning 
towards  the  warm  young  cheek;  ''  I  must  put 
up  wi'  my  children,  —  I  shall  never  have  no 
more ;  and  if  they  brmg  me  bad  luck,  I  must  be 
fond  on  it,  —  there  's  nothing  else  much  to  be 
fond  on,  for  my  furnitur'  went  long  ago.  And 
you  'd  got  to  be  very  good  once;  I  can't  think 
how  it 's  turned  out  the  wrong  way  so!  " 

Still  two  or  three  more  days  passed,  and  Mag- 
gie heard  nothing  of  Pliilip ;  anxiety  about  him 
was  becoming  her  predominant  trouble,  and  she 
summoned  courage  at  last  to  inquire  about  him 
of  Dr.  Kenn,  on  his  next  visit  to  her.  He  did 
not  even  know  if  Philip  was  at  home.    The  elder 
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Wakem  v/as  made  moody  by  an  accumulation 
of  annoyance :  the  disappointment  in  this  young 
Jetsome,  to  whom,  apparently,  he  was  a  good 
deal  attached,  had  been  followed  close  by  the 
catastrophe  to  his  son's  hopes  after  he  had  done 
violence  to  his  own  strong  feeling  by  conceding 
to  them,  and  had  incautiously  mentioned  this 
concession  in  St.  Ogg's,  —  and  he  was  almost 
fierce  in  his  brusqueness  when  any  one  asked 
him  a  question  about  his  son.  But  Philip  could 
hardly  have  been  ill,  or  it  would  have  been  known 
•through  the  calling  in  of  the  medical  man;  it 
was  probable  that  he  was  gone  out  of  the  town 
for  a  little  while.  Maggie  sickened  under  this 
suspense,  and  her  imagination  began  to  live 
more  and  more  persistently  in  what  Philip  was 
enduring.    What  did  he  believe  about  her? 

At  last  Bob  brought  her  a  letter,  without  a  post- 
mark, directed  in  a  liand  which  she  knew  famil- 
iarly in  the  letters  of  her  own  name,  —  a  hand 
in  which  her  name  had  been  written  long  ago,  in 
a  pocket  Shakespeare  which  she  possessed.  Her 
mother  was  in  the  room ;  and  IMaggie,  in  violent 
agitation,  hurried  upstairs  that  she  might  read 
the  letter  in  solitude.  She  read  it  with  a  throb- 
bing brow. 

"  Maggee,  —  I  believe  in  you,  —  I  know  you  never 
meant  to  deceive  me,  —  I  know  you  tried  to  keep  faith  to 
me,  and  to  all.  I  believed  this  before  I  had  any  other  evi- 
dence of  it  than  your  own  nature.  The  night  after  I  last 
parted  from  you  I  suffered  torments.  I  had  seen  what 
convinced  me  that  you  were  not  free;  that  there  was 
another  whose  presence  had  a  power  over  you  which 
mine  never  possessed ;  but  through  all  the  suggestions 
—  almost  murderous  suggestions  —  of  rage  and  jeal- 
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ousj,  my  mind  made  its  way  to  believe  in  your  truthful- 
ness. I  was  sure  that  you  meant  to  cleave  to  me,  as  you 
had  said;  that  you  had  rejected  him;  that  you  strug- 
gled to  renounce  him,  for  Lucy's  sake  and  for  mine. 
But  I  could  see  no  issue  that  was  not  fatal  for  you;  and 
that  dread  shut  out  the  very  thought  of  resignation. 
I  foresaw  that  he  would  not  relinquish  you,  and  I  be- 
lieved then,  as  I  believe  now,  that  the  strong  attraction 
which  drew  you  together  proceeded  only  from  one  side 
of  your  characters,  and  belonged  to  that  partial, 
divided  action  of  our  nature  which  makes  half  the  trag- 
edy of  the  human  lot.  I  have  felt  the  vibration  of 
chords  in  3^our  nature  that  I  have  continually  felt  the 
want  of  in  his.  But  perhaps  I  am  wrong;  perhaps  I 
feel  about  you  as  the  artist  does  about  the  scene  over 
which  his  soul  has  brooded  with  love :  he  would  tremble 
to  see  it  confided  to  other  hands ;  he  would  never  believe 
that  it  could  bear  for  another  all  the  meaning  and  the 
beauty  it  bears  for  him. 

"  I  dared  not  trust  myself  to  see  you  that  morning ; 
I  was  filled  with  selfish  passion ;  I  was  shattered  by  a 
night  of  conscious  delirium.  I  told  you  long  ago  that 
I  had  never  been  resigned  even  to  the  mediocrity  of  my 
powers :  how  could  I  be  resigned  to  the  loss  of  the  one 
thing  which  had  ever  come  to  me  on  earth,  with  the 
promise  of  such  deep  joy  as  would  give  a  new  and 
blessed  meaning  to  the  foregoing  pain,  —  the  promise 
of  another  self  that  would  lift  my  aching  affection  into 
the  divine  rapture  of  an  ever-springing,  ever-satisfied 
want? 

"  But  the  miseries  of  that  night  had  prepared  me  for 
what  came  before  the  next.  It  was  no  surprise  to  me. 
I  was  certain  that  he  had  prevailed  on  you  to  sacrifice 
everything  to  him,  and  I  waited  with  equal  certainty 
to  hear  of  your  marriage.  I  measured  your  love  and 
his  by  my  own.  But  I  was  wrong,  Maggie.  There  is 
something  stronger  in  you  than  your  love  for  him. 

"  I  will  not  tell  you  what  I  went  through  in  that  in-* 
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terval.  But  even  in  its  utmost  agony,  —  even  in  those 
terrible  throes  that  love  must  suffer  before  it  can  be 
disembodied  of  selfish  desire  —  my  love  for  you  sufficed 
to  withhold  me  from  suicide,  without  the  aid  of  any 
other  motive.  In  the  midst  of  my  egoism,  I  yet  could 
not  bear  to  come  hke  a  death-shadow  across  the  feast 
of  your  joy.  I  could  not  bear  to  forsake  the  world  in 
which  you  still  lived  and  might  need  me ;  it  was  part 
of  the  faith  I  had  vowed  to  you,  —  to  wait  and  endure. 
Maggie,  that  is  a  proof  of  what  I  write  now  to  assure 
you  of,  —  that  no  anguish  I  have  had  to  bear  on  your 
account  has  been  too  heavy  a  price  to  pay  for  the  new 
life  into  which  I  have  entered  in  loving  you.  I  want 
you  to  put  aside  all  grief  because  of  the  grief  you  have 
caused  me.  I  was  nurtured  in  the  sense  of  privation ; 
I  never  expected  happiness ;  and  in  knowing  you,  in 
loving  you,  I  have  had,  and  still  have,  what  reconciles 
me  to  life.  You  have  been  to  my  affections  what  fight, 
what  colour  is  to  my  eyes,  —  what  music  is  to  the  in- 
ward ear ;  you  have  raised  a  dim  unrest  into  a  vivid 
consciousness.  The  new  fife  I  have  found  in  caring  for 
your  joy  and  sorrow  more  than  for  what  is  directly 
my  own,  has  transformed  the  spirit  of  rebelHous  mur- 
muring into  that  willing  endurance  which  is  the  birth 
of  strong  sympathy.  I  think  nothing  but  such  com- 
plete and  intense  love  could  have  initiated  me  into  that 
enlarged  life  which  grows  and  grows  by  appropriating 
the  life  of  others ;  for  before,  I  was  always  dragged 
back  from  it  by  ever-present  painful  self-consciousness. 
I  even  think  sometimes  that  this  gift  of  transferred  fife 
which  has  come  to  me  in  loving  you  may  be  a  new  power 
to  me. 

"  Then  —  dear  one  —  in  spite  of  all,  you  have  been 
the  blessing  of  my  life.  Let  no  self-reproach  weigh  on 
you  because  of  me.  It  is  I  who  should  rather  reproach 
myself  for  having  urged  my  feelings  upon  you,  and 
hurried  you  into  words  that  you  have  felt  as  fetters. 
You  meant  to  be  true  to  those  words ;   you  have  been 
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true.  I  can  measure  your  sacrifice  by  what  I  have 
known  in  only  one  half-hour  of  your  presence  with  me, 
when  I  dreamed  that  you  might  love  me  best.  But, 
Maggie,  I  have  no  just  claim  on  you  for  more  than 
affectionate  remembrance. 

"  For  some  time  I  have  shrunk  from  writing  to  you, 
because  I  have  shrunk  even  from  the  appearance  of 
wishing  to  thrust  myself  before  you,  and  so  repeating 
my  original  error.  But  you  will  not  misconstrue  me. 
I  know  that  we  must  keep  apart  for  a  long  while ;  cruel 
tongues  would  force  us  apart,  if  nothing  else  did.  But 
I  shall  not  go  away.  The  place  where  you  are  is  the 
one  where  my  mind  must  live,  wherever  I  might  travel. 
And  remember  that  I  am  unchangeably  yours,  —  yours 
not  with  selfish  wishes,  but  with  a  devotion  that  ex- 
cludes such  wishes. 

"  God  comfort  you,  —  my  loving,  large-souled  Mag- 
gie. If  every  one  else  has  misconceived  you,  remember 
that  you  have  never  been  doubted  by  him  whose  heart 
recognized  you  ten  years  ago. 

"  Do  not  believe  any  one  who  says  I  am  ill,  because 
I  am  not  seen  out  of  doors.  I  have  only  had  nervous 
headaches,  —  no  worse  than  I  have  sometimes  had  them 
before.  But  the  overpowering  heat  inclines  me  to  be 
perfectly  quiescent  in  the  daytime.  I  am  strong 
enough  to  obey  any  word  which  shall  tell  me  that  I  can 
serve  you  by  word  or  deed. 

"  Yours  to  the  last, 

"  Phtup  Wakem." 

As  Maggie  knelt  by  the  bed  sobbing,  with  that 
letter  crushed  under  her,  her  feelings  again  and 
again  gathered  themselves  in  a  whispered  cry, 
always  in  the  same  words,  — 

"  Oh,  God,  is  there  any  happiness  in  love  that 
could  make  me  forget  their  pain?  " 


CHAPTER    IV 

MAGGIE   AND    LUCY 


BY  the  end  of  the  week  Dr.  Kenn  had  made 
up  his  mind  that  there  was  only  one  way 
in  which  he  could  secure  to  Maggie  a  suit- 
able living  at  St.  Ogg's.  Even  with  his  twenty 
years'  experience  as  a  parish  priest,  he  was 
aghast  at  the  obstinate  continuance  of  impu- 
tations against  her  in  the  face  of  evidence. 
Hitherto  he  had  been  rather  more  adored  and 
appealed  to  than  was  quite  agreeable  to  him; 
but  now,  in  attempting  to  open  the  ears  of 
women  to  reason,  and  their  consciences  to  jus- 
tice, on  behalf  of  Maggie  Tulliver,  he  suddenly 
found  himself  as  powerless  as  he  was  aware  he 
would  have  been  if  he  had  attempted  to  influence 
the  shape  of  bonnets.  Dr.  Kenn  could  not  be 
contradicted;  he  was  listened  to  in  silence;  but 
when  he  left  the  room,  a  comparison  of  opinions 
among  his  hearers  yielded  much  the  same  result 
as  before.  Miss  Tulliver  had  undeniably  acted  in 
a  blamable  manner;  even  Dr.  Kenn  did  not  deny 
that :  how,  then,  could  he  think  so  lightly  of  her 
as  to  put  that  favourable  interpretation  on  every- 
thing she  had  done?  Even  on  the  supposition 
that  required  the  utmost  stretch  of  belief,  — 
namely,  that  none  of  the  things  said  about  Miss 
Tulliver  were  true,  —  still,  since  they  had  been 
said  about  her,  they  had  cast  an  odour  round  her 
which  must  cause  her  to  be  shrunk  from  by  every 
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woman  who  had  to  take  care  of  her  own  reputa- 
tion —  and  of  Society.  To  have  taken  Maggie 
by  the  hand  and  said,  "  I  will  not  believe  un- 
proved evil  of  you:  my  lips  shall  not  utter  it; 
my  ears  shall  be  closed  against  it;  I,  too,  am  an 
erring  mortal,  liable  to  stumble,  apt  to  come 
short  of  my  most  earnest  efforts;  your  lot  has 
been  harder  than  mine,  your  temptation  greater ; 
let  us  help  each  other  to  stand  and  walk  without 
more  falling;  "  —  to  have  done  this  would  have 
demanded  courage,  deep  pity,  self-knowledge, 
generous  trust,  —  would  have  demanded  a  mind 
that  tasted  no  piquancy  in  evil-speaking,  that 
felt  no  self-exaltation  in  condemning,  that 
cheated  itself  with  no  large  words  into  the  belief 
that  life  can  have  any  moral  end,  any  high  reli- 
gion, which  excludes  the  striving  after  perfect 
truth,  justice,  and  love  towards  the  individual 
men  and  women  who  come  across  our  own  path. 
The  ladies  of  St.  Ogg's  were  not  beguiled  by 
any  Mide  speculative  conceptions;  but  they  had 
their  favourite  abstraction,  called  Society,  which 
served  to  make  their  consciences  perfectly  easy 
in  doing  w^hat  satisfied  their  own  egoism,  — 
thinking  and  speaking  the  worst  of  Maggie  Tul- 
liver,  and  turning  their  backs  upon  her.  It  was 
naturally  disappointing  to  Dr.  Kenn,  after  two 
years  of  superfluous  incense  from  his  feminine 
parishioners,  to  find  them  suddenly  maintaining 
their  views  in  opposition  to  his;  but  then,  they 
maintained  them  in  opposition  to  a  Higher 
Authority,  which  they  had  venerated  longer. 
That  Authority  had  furnished  a  very  explicit 
answer  to  persons  who  might  inquire  where  their 
social  duties  began,  and  might  be  inclined  to 

VOL.  rv. — 21  ■ 
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take  wide  views  as  to  the  starting-point.  The 
answer  had  not  turned  on  the  ultimate  good  of 
Society,  but  on  "  a  certain  man  "  who  was  found 
in  trouble  by  the  wayside. 

Not  that  St.  Ogg's  was  empty  of  women  with 
some  tenderness  of  heart  and  conscience:  prob- 
ably it  had  as  fair  a  proportion  of  human  good- 
ness in  it  as  any  other  small  trading-town  of  that 
day.  But  until  every  good  man  is  brave,  we 
must  expect  to  find  many  good  women  timid: 
too  timid  even  to  believe  in  the  correctness  of 
tneir  own  best  promptings,  w^hen  these  w^ould 
place  them  in  a  minority.  And  the  men  at  St. 
Ogg's  were  not  all  brave,  by  any  means:  some 
of  them  were  even  fond  of  scandal,  —  and  to  an 
extent  that  might  have  given  their  conversation 
an  effeminate  character,  if  it  had  not  been  dis- 
tinguished by  masculine  jokes,  and  by  an  occa- 
sional shrug  of  the  shoulders  at  the  mutual 
hatred  of  women.  It  was  the  general  feeling  of 
the  masculine  mind  at  St.  Ogg's  that  women 
were  not  to  be  interfered  with  in  their  treatment 
of  each  other. 

And  thus  every  direction  in  which  Dr.  Kenn 
had  turned  in  the  hope  of  procuring  some  kind 
recognition  and  some  employment  for  JVIaggie, 
proved  a  disappointment  to  him.  Mrs.  James 
Torry  could  not  think  of  taking  Maggie  as  a 
nursery  governess,  even  temporarily,  —  a  young 
w^oman  about  whom  "  such  things  had  been 
said,"  and  about  whom  "gentlemen  joked;" 
and  Miss  Kirke,  who  had  a  spinal  complaint,  and 
wanted  a  reader  and  companion,  felt  quite  sure 
that  ^Maggie's  mind  must  be  of  a  quahty  with 
which  she,  for  her  part,  could  not  risk  any  con- 
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tact.  Why  did  not  JMiss  Tulliver  accept  the  shel- 
ter offered  her  by  her  aunt  Glegg?  —  it  did  not 
become  a  girl  like  her  to  refuse  it.  Or  else,  why 
did  she  not  go  out  of  the  neighbourhood,  and 
get  a  situation  where  she  was  not  known?  (It 
was  not,  apparently,  of  so  much  importance  that 
she  should  carry  her  dangerous  tendencies  into 
strange  families  unknown  at  St.  Ogg's.)  She 
must  be  very  bold  and  hardened  to  wish  to  stay 
in  a  parish  where  she  was  so  much  stared  at  and 
whispered  about. 

Dr.  Kenn,  having  great  natural  firmness,  be- 
gan, in  the  presence  of  this  opposition,  as  every 
firm  man  would  have  done,  to  contract  a  certain 
strength  of  determination  over  and  above  what 
would  have  been  called  forth  by  the  end  in  view. 
He  himself  wanted  a  daily  governess  for  his 
younger  children;  and  though  he  had  hesitated 
in  the  first  instance  to  offer  this  position  to 
Maggie,  the  resolution  to  protest  with  the  ut- 
most force  of  his  personal  and  priestly  character 
against  her  being  crushed  and  driven  away  by 
slander,  was  now  decisive.  Maggie  gratefully 
accepted  an  employment  that  gave  her  duties  as 
well  as  a  support :  her  days  would  be  filled  now, 
and  solitary  evenings  would  be  a  welcome  rest. 
She  no  longer  needed  the  sacrifice  her  mother 
made  in  staying  with  her,  and  Mrs.  Tulliver 
was  persuaded  to  go  back  to  the  Mill. 

But  now  it  began  to  be  discovered  that  Dr. 
Kenn,  exemplary  as  he  had  hitherto  appeared, 
had  his  crotchets,  —  possibly  his  wealoiesses. 
The  masculine  mind  of  St.  Ogg's  smiled  pleas- 
antly, and  did  not  wonder  that  Kenn  liked  to 
see  a  fine  pair  of  eyes  daily,  or  that  he  was  in- 
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clined  to  take  so  lenient  a  view  of  the  past;  the 
feminine  mind,  regarded  at  that  period  as  less 
powerful,  took  a  more  melancholy  view  of  the 
case.  If  Dr.  Kenn  should  be  beguiled  into 
marrying  that  Miss  Tulliver!  It  was  not  safe 
to  be  too  confident,  even  about  the  best  of  men: 
an  apostle  had  fallen,  and  wept  bitterly  after- 
wards; and  though  Peter's  denial  was  not  a 
close  precedent,  his  repentance  was  likely  to  be. 

IMaggie  had  not  taken  her  daily  walks  to  the 
Rectory  for  many  weeks,  before  the  dreadful 
possibility  of  her  some  time  or  other  becoming 
the  Rector's  wife  had  been  talked  of  so  often  in 
confidence,  that  ladies  were  beginning  to  discuss 
how  they  should  behave  to  her  in  that  position. 
For  Dr.  Kenn,  it  had  been  understood,  had  sat 
in  the  schoolroom  half  an  hour  one  morning, 
when  Miss  Tulliver  w^as  giving  her  lessons ;  nay, 
he  had  sat  there  every  morning:  he  had  once 
walked  home  with  her,  —  he  almost  always 
walked  home  with  her,  —  and  if  not,  he  went  to 
see  her  in  the  evening.  What  an  artful  creature 
she  was!  What  a  mother  for  those  children! 
It  was  enough  to  make  poor  Mrs.  Kenn  turn  in 
her  grave,  that  they  should  be  put  under  the  care 
of  this  girl  only  a  few  weeks  after  her  death. 
Would  he  be  so  lost  to  propriety  as  to  marry  her 
before  the  year  was  out?  The  masculine  mind 
w^as  sarcastic,  and  thought  not. 

The  Miss  Guests  saw  an  alleviation  to  the 
sorrow  of  witnessing  a  folly  in  their  Rector:  at 
least  their  brother  would  be  safe;  and  their 
knowledge  of  Stephen's  tenacity  was  a  constant 
ground  of  alarm  to  them,  lest  he  should  come 
back  and  marry  ^laggie.    They  were  not  among 
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those  who  disbelieved  their  brother's  letter;  but 
they  had  no  confidence  in  Maggie's  adherence 
to  her  renunciation  of  him;  they  suspected  that 
she  had  shrunk  rather  from  the  elopement  than 
from  the  marriage,  and  that  she  lingered  in  St. 
Ogg's,  relying  on  his  return  to  her.  They  had 
always  thought  her  disagreeable;  they  now 
thought  her  artful  and  proud;  having  quite  as 
good  grounds  for  that  judgment  as  you  and  I 
probably  have  for  many  strong  opinions  of  the 
same  kind.  Formerly  they  had  not  altogether 
delighted  in  the  contemplated  match  with  Lucy, 
but  now  their  dread  of  a  marriage  between 
Stephen  and  Maggie  added  its  momentum  to 
their  genuine  pity  and  indignation  on  behalf  of 
the  gentle  forsaken  girl,  in  making  them  de- 
sire that  he  should  return  to  her.  As  soon  as 
Lucy  was  able  to  leave  home,  she  was  to  seek 
relief  from  the  oppressive  heat  of  this  August 
by  going  to  the  coast  with  the  Miss  Guests ;  and 
it  was  in  their  plans  that  Stephen  should  be  in- 
duced to  join  them.  On  the  very  first  hint  of 
gossip  concerning  Maggie  and  Dr.  Kenn,  the 
report  was  conveyed  in  Miss  Guest's  letter  to 
her  brother. 

Maggie  had  frequent  tidings  through  her 
mother,  or  aunt  Glegg,  or  Dr.  Kenn,  of  Lucy's 
gradual  progress  towards  recovery,  and  her 
thoughts  tended  continually  towards  her  uncle 
Deane's  house:  she  hungered  for  an  interview 
with  Lucy,  if  it  were  only  for  five  minutes,  —  to 
utter  a  word  of  penitence,  to  be  assured  by 
Lucy's  own  eyes  and  lips  that  she  did  not  believe 
in  the  willing  treachery  of  those  whom  she  had 
loved  and  trusted.     But  she  knew  that  even  if 
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her  uncle's  indignation  had  not  closed  his  house 
against  her,  the  agitation  of  such  an  interview 
would  have  been  forbidden  to  Lucy.  Only  to 
have  seen  her  without  speaking,  would  have  been 
some  relief;  for  Maggie  was  haunted  by  a  face 
cruel  in  its  very  gentleness,  —  a  face  that  had 
been  turned  on  hers  with  glad  sweet  looks  of 
trust  and  love  from  the  twilight  time  of  memory ; 
changed  now  to  a  sad  and  weary  face  by  a  first 
heart-stroke.  And  as  the  days  passed  on,  that 
pale  image  became  more  and  more  distinct ;  the 
picture  grew  and  grew  into  more  speaking 
definiteness  under  the  avenging  hand  of  re- 
morse ;  the  soft  hazel  eyes,  in  their  look  of  pain, 
were  bent  forever  on  JNIaggie,  and  pierced  her 
the  more  because  she  could  see  no  anger  in  them. 
But  Lucy  was  not  yet  able  to  go  to  church,  or 
any  place  where  JNIaggie  could  see  her ;  and  even 
the  hope  of  that  departed,  when  the  news  was 
told  her  by  aunt  Glegg,  that  Lucy  was  really 
going  away  in  a  few  days  to  Scarborough  with 
the  Miss  Guests,  who  had  been  heard  to  say 
that  they  expected  their  brother  to  meet  them 
there. 

Only  those  who  have  known  what  hardest  in- 
ward conflict  is,  can  know  what  Maggie  felt  as 
she  sat  in  her  loneliness  the  evening  after  hearing 
that  news  from  Mrs.  Glegg,  —  only  those  who 
have  kno^vn  what  it  is  to  dread  their  own  selfish 
desires  as  the  watching  mother  would  dread  the 
sleeping-potion  that  was  to  still  her  own  pain. 

She  sat  w^thout  candle  in  the  twilight,  with 
the  window  wide  open  towards  the  river;  the 
sense  of  oppressive  heat  adding  itself  indistin- 
guishably  to  the  burden  of  her  lot.     Seated  on 
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a  chair  against  the  window,  with  her  arm  on  the 
window-sill,  she  was  looking  blankly  at  the 
flowing  river,  swift  with  the  backward-rushing 
tide,  —  struggling  to  see  still  the  sweet  face  in 
its  unreproaching  sadness,  that  seemed  now  from 
moment  to  moment  to  sink  away  and  be  hidden 
behind  a  form  that  thrust  itself  between,  and 
made  darkness.  Hearing  the  door  open,  she 
thought  Mrs.  Jakin  was  coming  in  with  her 
supper,  as  usual;  and  with  that  repugnance  to 
trivial  speech  which  comes  with  languor  and 
wretchedness,  she  shrank  from  turning  round 
and  saying  she  wanted  nothing :  good  little  Mrs. 
Jakin  would  be  sure  to  make  some  well-meant 
remarks.  But  the  next  moment,  without  her 
having  discerned  the  sound  of  a  footstep,  she  felt 
a  light  hand  on  her  shoulder,  and  heard  a  voice 
close  to  her  saying,  "  Maggie!  " 

The  face  was  there,  —  changed,  but  all  the 
sweeter:  the  hazel  eyes  were  there,  with  their 
heart-piercing  tenderness. 

"  Maggie!  "  the  soft  voice  said.  "  Lucy!  "  an- 
swered a  voice  with  a  sharp  ring  of  anguish  in 
it;  and  Lucy  threw  her  arms  round  Maggie's 
neck,  and  leaned  her  pale  cheek  against  the 
burning  brow. 

"  I  stole  out,"  said  Lucy,  almost  in  a  whisper, 
while  she  sat  down  close  to  Maggie  and  held  her 
hand,  "  when  papa  and  the  rest  were  away.  Alice 
is  come  with  me.  I  asked  her  to  help  me.  But 
I  must  only  stay  a  little  while,  because  it  is  so 
late." 

It  was  easier  to  say  that  at  first  than  to  say 
anything  else.  They  sat  looking  at  each  other. 
It  seemed  as  if  the  interview  must  end  without 
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more  speech,  for  speech  was  very  difficult.  Each 
felt  that  there  would  be  something  scorching  in 
the  words  that  would  recall  the  irretrievable 
wTong.  But  soon,  as  Maggie  looked,  every  dis- 
tinct thought  began  to  be  overflowed  by  a  wave 
of  loving  penitence,  and  words  burst  forth  with 
a  sob. 

"  God  bless  you  for  coming,  Lucy." 

The  sobs  came  thick  on  each  other  after  that. 

"  Maggie,  dear,  be  comforted,"  said  I-«ucy 
now,  putting  her  cheek  against  ]M aggie's  again. 
"  Don't  grieve."  And  she  sat  still,  hoping  to 
soothe  Maggie  with  that  gentle  caress. 

"  I  did  n't  mean  to  deceive  you,  Lucy,"  said 
IVIaggie,  as  soon  as  she  could  speak.  "  It  always 
made  me  ^vretched  that  I  felt  what  I  did  n't  like 
you  to  know.  ...  It  was  because  I  thought  it 
would  all  be  conquered,  and  you  might  never 
see  anything  to  wound  you." 

"  I  know,  dear,"  said  Lucy.  "  I  know  you 
never  meant  to  make  me  unhappy.  ...  It  is  a 
trouble  that  has  come  on  us  all:  you  have  more 
to  bear  than  I  have,  —  and  you  gave  him  up, 
when  .  .  .  you  did  what  it  must  have  been  very 
hard  to  do." 

They  were  silent  again  a  little  while,  sitting 
with  clasped  hands,  and  cheeks  leaned  together. 

"  Lucy,"  Maggie  began  again,  "  he  struggled 
too.  He  wanted  to  be  true  to  you.  He  will 
come  back  to  you.  Forgive  him,  —  he  will  be 
happy  then  —  " 

,  These  words  were  wrung  forth  from  Maggie's 
deepest  soul,  with  an  effort  like  the  convulsed 
clutch  of  a  dro^vning  man.  Lucy  trembled  and 
was  silent. 
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A  gentle  knock  came  at  the  door.  It  was 
Alice,  the  maid,  who  entered  and  said,  — 

"  I  dare  n't  stay  any  longer,  Miss  Deane. 
They  '11  find  it  out,  and  there  '11  be  such  anger 
at  your  coming  out  so  late." 

Lucy  rose  and  said,  "  Very  weU,  Alice,  —  in 
a  minute." 

"  I  'm  to  go  away  on  Friday,  Maggie,"  she 
added,  when  Alice  had  closed  the  door  again. 
"  When  I  come  back,  and  am  strong,  they  will 
let  me  do  as  I  like.  I  shall  come  to  you  when  I 
please  then." 

"  Lucy,"  said  Maggie,  with  another  great 
effort,  "  I  pray  to  God  continually  that  I  may 
never  be  the  cause  of  sorrow  to  you  any  more." 

She  pressed  the  little  hand  that  she  held  be- 
tween hers,  and  looked  up  into  the  face  that  was 
bent  over  hers.    Lucy  never  forgot  that  look. 

"  Maggie,"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice,  that  had 
the  solemnity  of  confession  in  it,  "  you  are  better 
than  I  am.    I  can't  —  " 

She  broke  off  there,  and  said  no  more.  But 
they  clasped  each  other  again  in  a  last  embrace. 


CHAPTER   V 

THE   LAST    CONFLICT 


IN  the  second  week  of  September,  Maggie  was 
again  sitting  in  her  lonely  room,  battling 
with  the  old  shadowy  enemies  that  were  for- 
ever slain  and  rising  again.  It  was  past  mid- 
night, and  the  rain  was  beating  heavily  against 
the  window,  driven  with  fitful  force  by  the  rush- 
ing, loud-moaning  wind.  For,  the  day  after 
Lucy's  visit,  there  had  been  a  sudden  change  in 
the  weather:  the  heat  and  drought  had  given 
way  to  cold  variable  winds,  and  heavy  falls  of 
rain  at  intervals ;  and  she  had  been  forbidden  to 
risk  the  contemplated  journey  until  the  weather 
should  become  more  settled.  In  the  counties 
higher  up  the  Floss,  the  rains  had  been  contin- 
uous, and  the  completion  of  the  harvest  had  been 
arrested.  And  now,  for  the  last  two  days,  the 
rains  on  this  lower  course  of  the  river  had  been 
incessant,  so  that  the  old  men  had  shaken  their 
heads  and  talked  of  sixty  years  ago,  when  the 
same  sort  of  weather,  happening  about  the 
equinox,  brought  on  the  great  floods,  which 
swept  the  bridge  away,  and  reduced  the  town  to 
great  misery.  But  the  younger  generation,  who 
had  seen  several  small  floods,  thought  lightly  of 
these  sombre  recollections  and  forebodings ;  and 
Bob  Jakin,  naturally  prone  to  take  a  hopeful 
view  of  his  own  luck,  laughed  at  his  mother 
when  she  regretted  their  having  taken  a  house 
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by  the  river-side;  observing-  that  but  for  that 
they  would  have  had  no  boats,  which  were  the 
most  lucky  of  possessions  in  case  of  a  flood  that 
obliged  them  to  go  to  a  distance  for  food. 

But  the  careless  and  the  fearful  were  alike 
sleeping  in  their  beds  now.  There  was  hope  that 
the  rain  would  abate  by  the  morrow;  threaten- 
ings  of  a  worse  kind,  from  sudden  thaws  after 
falls  of  snow,  had  often  passed  off  in  the  experi- 
ence of  the  younger  ones ;  and  at  the  very  worst, 
the  banks  would  be  sure  to  break  lower  down 
the  river  when  the  tide  came  in  with  violence, 
and  so  the  waters  would  be  carried  off,  without 
causing  more  than  temporary  inconvenience, 
and  losses  that  would  be  felt  only  by  the  poorer 
sort,  whom  charity  would  relieve. 

All  were  in  their  beds  now,  for  it  was  past 
midnight:  all  except  some  solitary  watchers 
such  as  Maggie.  She  was  seated  in  her  little 
parlour  towards  the  river  with  one  candle,  that 
left  everything  dim  in  the  room,  except  a  letter 
which  lay  before  her  on  the  table.  That  letter, 
which  had  come  to  her  to-day,  was  one  of  the 
causes  that  had  kept  her  up  far  on  into  the  night, 
—  unconscious  how  the  hours  were  going,  — 
careless  of  seeking  rest,  —  with  no  image  of  rest 
coming  across  her  mind,  except  of  that  far,  far 
off  rest,  from  which  there  would  be  no  more 
waking  for  her  into  this  struggling  earthly  life. 

Two  days  before  Maggie  received  that  letter, 
she  had  been  to  the  Rectory  for  the  last  time. 
The  heavy  rain  would  have  prevented  her  from 
going  since ;  but  there  was  another  reason.  Dr. 
Kenn,  at  first  enlightened  only  by  a  few  hints  as 
to  the  new  turn  which  gossip  and  slander  had 
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taken  in  relation  to  Maggie,  had  recently  been 
made  more  fully  aware  of  it  by  an  earnest  re- 
monstrance from  one  of  his  male  parishioners 
against  the  indiscretion  of  persisting  in  the  at- 
tempt to  overcome  the  prevalent  feeling  in  the 
parish  by  a  course  of  resistance.  Dr.  Kenn, 
having  a  conscience  void  of  offence  in  the  matter, 
was  still  inclined  to  persevere,  —  was  still  averse 
to  give  way  before  a  public  sentiment  that  was 
odious  and  contemptible;  but  he  was  finally 
wrought  upon  by  the  consideration  of  the  pe- 
culiar responsibility  attached  to  his  office,  of 
avoiding  the  appearance  of  evil,  —  an  "  appear- 
ance "  that  is  always  dependent  on  the  average 
quality  of  surrounding  minds.  Where  these 
minds  are  low  and  gross,  the  area  of  that  "  ap- 
pearance "  is  proportionately  widened.  Perhaps 
he  was  in  danger  of  acting  from  obstinacy ;  per- 
haps it  was  his  duty  to  succumb:  conscientious 
people  are  apt  to  see  their  duty  in  that  which  is 
the  most  painful  course;  and  to  recede  was  al- 
ways painful  to  Dr.  Kenn.  He  made  up  his 
mind  that  he  must  advise  Maggie  to  go  away 
from  St.  Ogg's  for  a  time;  and  he  performed 
that  difficult  task  with  as  much  delicacy  as  he 
could,  only  stating  in  vague  terms  that  he  found 
his  attempt  to  countenance  her  stay  was  a  source 
of  discord  between  himself  and  his  parishioners, 
that  was  likely  to  obstruct  his  usefulness  as  a 
clergyman.  He  begged  her  to  allow  him  to 
write  to  a  clerical  friend  of  his,  who  might  pos- 
sibly take  her  into  his  own  family  as  governess; 
and,  if  not,  would  probably  know  of  some  other 
available  position  for  a  young  woman  in  whose 
welfare  Dr.  Kenn  felt  a  strong  interest. 
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Poor  Maggie  listened  with  a  trembling  lip: 
she  could  say  nothing  but  a  faint  "  Thank  you, 
—  I  shall  be  grateful;  "  and  she  walked  back  to 
her  lodgings,  through  the  driving  rain,  with  a 
new  sense  of  desolation.  She  must  be  a  lonely 
wanderer;  she  must  go  out  among  fresh  faces, 
that  would  look  at  her  wonderingly,  because  the 
days  did  not  seem  joyful  to  her;  she  must  begin 
a  new  life,  in  which  she  would  have  to  rouse  her- 
self to  receive  new  impressions,  —  and  she  was 
so  unspeakably,  sickeningly  weary!  There  was 
no  home,  no  help  for  the  erring :  even  those  who 
pitied  were  constrained  to  hardness.  But  ought 
she  to  complain?  Ought  she  to  shrink  in  this 
way  from  the  long  penance  of  Hfe,  which  was  all 
the  possibility  she  had  of  lightening  the  load  to 
some  other  sufferers,  and  so  changing  that  pas- 
sionate error  into  a  new  force  of  unselfish  human 
love?  i^ll  the  next  day  she  sat  in  her  lonely 
room,  with  a  window  darkened  by  the  cloud  and 
the  driving  rain,  thinking  of  that  future,  and 
wrestling  for  patience,  —  for  what  repose  could 
poor  Maggie  ever  win  except  by  WTestling? 

And  on  the  third  day  —  this  day  of  which  she 
had  just  sat  out  the  close  —  the  letter  had  come 
which  was  lying  on  the  table  before  her. 

The  letter  was  from  Stephen.  He  was  come 
back  from  Holland:  he  was  at  Mudport  again, 
unknown  to  any  of  his  friends ;  and  had  written 
to  her  from  that  place,  enclosing  the  letter  to 
a  person  whom  he  trusted  in  St.  Ogg's.  From 
beginning  to  end  it  was  a  passionate  cry  of  re- 
proach: an  appeal  against  her  useless  sacrifice 
of  him,  of  herself :  against  that  perverted  notion 
of  right  which,  led  her  to  crush  all  his  hopes,  for 
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the  sake  of  a  mere  idea,  and  not  any  substantial 
good,  —  Ms  hopes,  whom  she  loved,  and  who 
loved  her  with  that  single  overpowering  passion, 
that  worship,  which  a  man  never  gives  to  a 
woman  more  than  once  in  his  hfe. 

"  They  have  written  to  me  that  you  are  to 
marry  Kenn.  As  if  I  should  believe  that !  Per- 
haps they  have  told  you  some  such  fables  about 
me.  Perhaps  they  tell  you  I  've  been  '  travelling.' 
My  body  has  been  dragged  about  somewhere; 
but  /  have  never  travelled  from  the  hideous 
place  where  you  left  me,  —  where  I  started  up 
from  the  stupor  of  helpless  rage  to  find  you 
gone. 

"Maggie!  whose  pain  can  have  been  like 
mine?  Whose  injury  is  like  mine?  Who  besides 
me  has  met  that  long  look  of  love  that  has  burnt 
itself  into  my  soul,  so  that  no  other  image  can 
come  there  ?  Maggie,  call  me  back  to  you !  — 
call  me  back  to  life  and  goodness !  I  am  banished 
from  both  now.  I  have  no  motives:  I  am  in- 
different to  everything.  Two  months  have  only 
deepened  the  certainty  that  I  can  never  care  for 
life  without  you.  Write  me  one  word,  —  say 
'  Come ! '  In  two  days  I  shall  be  with  you. 
Maggie,  have  you  forgotten  what  it  was  to  be 
together,  —  to  be  within  reach  of  a  look,  —  to 
be  within  hearing  of  each  other's  voice?  " 

When  Maggie  first  read  this  letter,  she  felt 
as  if  her  real  temptation  had  only  just  begun. 
At  the  entrance  of  the  chill  dark  cavern  we  turn 
with  unworn  courage  from  the  warm  light;  but 
how,  when  we  have  trodden  far  in  the  damp 
darkness,  and  have  begim  to  be  faint  and  weary, 
—  how,  if  there  is  a  sudden  opening  above  us, 


THE   FINAL  RESCUE  335 

and  we  are  invited  back  again  to  the  life- 
nourishing  day?  The  leap  of  natural  longing 
from  under  the  pressure  of  pain  is  so  strong 
that  all  less  immediate  motives  are  likely  to  be 
forgotten,  —  till  the  pain  has  been  escaped  from. 

For  hours  Maggie  felt  as  if  her  struggle  had 
been  in  vain.  For  hours  every  other  thought 
that  she  strove  to  summon  was  thrust  aside  by 
the  image  of  Stephen  waiting  for  the  single 
word  that  would  bring  him  to  her.  She  did  not 
read  the  letter:  she  heard  him  uttering  it,  and 
the  voice  shook  her  with  its  old  strange  power. 
All  the  day  before  she  had  been  filled  with 
the  vision  of  a  lonely  future  through  which  she 
must  carry  the  burden  of  regret,  upheld  only 
by  clinging  faith.  And  here  —  close  within  her 
reach,  urging  itself  upon  her  even  as  a  claim  — 
was  another  future,  in  which  hard  endurance 
and  effort  were  to  be  exchanged  for  easy  deli- 
cious leaning  on  another's  loving  strength !  And 
yet  that  promise  of  joy  in  the  place  of  sadness 
did  not  make  the  dire  force  of  the  temptation  to 
Maggie.  It  was  Stephen's  tone  of  misery,  it 
was  the  doubt  in  the  justice  of  her  own  resolve, 
that  made  the  balance  tremble,  and  made  her 
once  start  from  her  seat  to  reach  the  pen  and 
paper,  and  wTite  "  Come!  " 

But  close  upon  that  decisive  act,  her  mind  re- 
coiled; and  the  sense  of  contradiction  with  her 
past  self  in  her  moments  of  strength  and  clear- 
ness, came  upon  her  like  a  pang  of  conscious 
degradation.  No,  —  she  must  wait ;  she  must 
pray:  the  light  that  had  forsaken  her  would 
come  again:  she  should  feel  again  what  she  had 
felt,  when  she  had  fled  away,  under  an  inspira- 
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tion  strong  enough  to  conquer  agony,  to  conquer 
love:  she  should  feel  again  what  she  had  felt 
when  Lucy  stood  by  her,  when  Philip's  letter 
had  stirred  all  the  fibres  that  bound  her  to  the 
calmer  past. 

She  sat  quite  still,  far  on  into  the  night :  with 
no  impulse  to  change  her  attitude,  without  active 
force  enough  even  for  the  mental  act  of  prayer: 
only  waiting  for  the  light  that  would  surely  come 
again.  It  came  with  the  memories  that  no  pas- 
sion could  long  quench :  the  long  past  came  back 
to  her,  and  wdth  it  the  fountains  of  self-renounc- 
ing pity  and  affection,  of  faithfulness  and  re- 
solve. The  words  that  w  ere  marked  by  the  quiet 
hand  in  the  little  old  book  that  she  had  long  ago 
learned  by  heart,  rushed  even  to  her  lips,  and 
found  a  vent  for  themselves  in  a  low  murmur 
that  was  quite  lost  in  the  loud  driving  of  the  rain 
against  the  window  and  the  loud  moan  and  roar 
of  the  wind :  "  I  have  received  the  Cross,  I  have 
received  it  from  Thy  hand;  I  wall  bear  it,  and 
bear  it  till  death,  as  Thou  hast  laid  it  upon  me." 

But  soon  other  words  rose  that  could  find  no 
utterance  but  in  a  sob:  "  Forgive  me,  Stephen! 
It  will  pass  away.    You  will  come  back  to  her." 

She  took  up  the  letter,  held  it  to  the  candle, 
and  let  it  burn  slowly  on  the  hearth.  To-morrow 
she  would  write  to  him  the  last  word  of  parting. 

"  I  will  bear  it,  and  bear  it  till  death.  .  .  . 
But  how  long  it  will  be  before  death  comes!  I 
am  so  young,  so  healthy.  How  shall  I  have  pa- 
tience and  strength?  Am  I  to  struggle  and  fall 
and  repent  again  ?  —  has  life  other  trials  as  hard 
for  me  still?" 

With  that  cry  of  self-despair,  Maggie  fell  on 
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her  knees  against  the  table,  and  buried  her 
sorrow-stricken  face.  Her  soul  went  out  to  the 
Unseen  Pity  that  would  be  with  her  to  the  end. 
Surely  there  was  something  being  taught  her  by 
this  experience  of  great  need;  and  she  must  be 
learning  a  secret  of  human  tenderness  and  long- 
suffering,  that  the  less  erring  could  hardly 
know?  "  Oh,  God,  if  my  life  is  to  be  long,  let 
me  live  to  bless  and  comfort  —  " 

At  that  moment  Maggie  felt  a  startling 
sensation  of  sudden  cold  about  her  knees  and 
feet:  it  was  water  flowing  under  her.  She 
started  up:  the  stream  was  flowing  under  the 
door  that  led  into  the  passage.  She  was  not 
bewildered  for  an  instant,  —  she  knew  it  was 
the  flood! 

The  tumult  of  emotion  she  had  been  enduring 
for  the  last  twelve  hours  seemed  to  have  left  a 
great  calm  in  her:  without  screaming,  she  hur- 
ried with  the  candle  upstairs  to  Bob  Jakin's 
bedroom.  The  door  was  ajar;  she  went  in  and 
shook  him  by  the  shoulder. 

"  Bob,  the  flood  is  come!  it  is  in  the  house! 
let  us  see  if  we  can  make  the  boats  safe." 

She  lighted  his  candle,  while  the  poor  wife, 
snatching  up  her  baby,  burst  into  screams ;  and 
then  she  hurried  dow^n  again  to  see  if  the  waters 
were  rising  fast.  There  was  a  step  down  into 
the  room  at  the  door  leading  from  the  staircase; 
she  saw  that  the  water  was  already  on  a  level 
with  the  step.  While  she  was  looking,  some- 
thing came  with  a  tremendous  crash  against  the 
window,  and  sent  the  leaded  pains  and  the  old 
wooden  framework  inwards  in  shivers,  —  the 
water  pouring  in  after  it. 

VOL.  rv. — 22 
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"  It  is  the  boat!  "  cried  Maggie.  "  Bob,  come 
down  to  get  the  boats!  " 

And  without  a  moment's  shudder  of  fear,  she 
plunged  through  the  water,  which  was  rising  fast 
to  her  knees,  and  by  the  ghmmering  hght  of  the 
candle  she  had  left  on  the  stairs,  she  mounted  on 
the  window-sill,  and  crept  into  the  boat,  which 
was  left  with  the  prow  lodging  and  protruding 
through  the  window.  Bob  was  not  long  after 
her,  hurrying  without  shoes  or  stockings,  but 
with  the  lanthorn  in  his  hand. 

"  Why,  they  're  both  here,  —  both  the  boats," 
said  Bob,  as  he  got  into  the  one  where  Maggie 
was.  "  It 's  wonderful  this  fastening  is  n't  broke 
too,  as  well  as  the  mooring." 

In  the  excitement  of  getting  into  the  other 
boat,  unfastening  it,  and  mastering  an  oar,  Bob 
was  not  struck  with  the  danger  Maggie  incurred. 
We  are  not  apt  to  fear  for  the  fearless,  when  we 
are  companions  in  their  danger,  and  Bob's  mind 
was  absorbed  in  possible  expedients  for  the 
safety  of  the  helpless  indoors.  The  fact  that 
Maggie  had  been  up,  had  waked  him,  and  had 
taken  the  lead  in  activity,  gave  Bob  a  vague 
impression  of  her  as  one  who  would  help  to  pro- 
tect, not  need  to  be  protected.  She  too  had  got 
possession  of  an  oar,  and  had  pushed  off,  so  as 
to  release  the  boat  from  the  overhanging  win- 
dow-frame. 

"  The  water  's  rising  so  fast,"  said  Bob,  "  I 
doubt  it  '11  be  in  at  the  chambers  before  long,  — 
th'  house  is  so  low.  I  've  more  mind  to  get  Prissy 
and  the  child  and  the  mother  into  the  boat,  if  I 
could,  and  trusten  to  the  water,  —  for  th'  old 
house  is  none  so  safe.    And  if  I  let  go  the  boat 
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.  .  .  but  you,'''  he  exclaimed,  suddenly  lifting 
the  light  of  his  lanthorn  on  Maggie,  as  she  stood 
in  the  rain  with  the  oar  in  her  hand  and  her  black 
hair  streaming. 

Maggie  had  no  time  to  answer,  for  a  new  tidal 
current  swept  along  the  hne  of  the  houses,  and 
drove  both  the  boats  out  on  to  the  wide  water, 
with  a  force  that  carried  them  far  past  the  meet- 
ing current  of  the  river. 

In  the  first  moments  Maggie  felt  nothing, 
thought  of  nothing,  but  that  she  had  suddenly 
passed  away  from  that  life  which  she  had  been 
dreading :  it  was  the  transition  of  death,  without 
its  agony,  —  and  she  was  alone  in  the  darkness 
with  God. 

The  whole  thing  had  been  so  rapid  —  so 
dream-like  —  that  the  threads  of  ordinary  asso- 
ciation were  broken :  she  sank  down  on  the  seat 
clutching  the  oar  mechanically,  and  for  a  long 
while  had  no  distant  conception  of  her  position. 
The  first  thing  that  waked  her  to  fuller  con- 
sciousness was  the  cessation  of  the  rain,  and  a 
perception  that  the  darkness  was  divided  by  the 
faintest  light,  which  parted  the  overhanging 
gloom  from  the  immeasurable  watery  level  be- 
low. She  was  driven  out  upon  the  flood,  —  that 
awful  visitation  of  God  which  her  father  used 
to  talk  of,  which  had  made  the  nightmare  of 
her  childish  dreams.  And  with  that  thought 
there  rushed  in  the  vision  of  the  old  home,  — 
and  Tom,  —  and  her  mother,  —  they  had  all 
listened  together. 

"Oh,  God,  where  am  I?  Which  is  the  way 
home?  "  she  cried  out,  in  the  dim  loneliness. 

What  was  happening  to  them  at  the  Mill? 
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The  flood  had  once  nearly  destroyed  it.  They 
might  be  in  danger,  —  in  distress :  her  mother 
and  her  brother,  alone  there,  beyond  reach  of 
help!  Her  whole  soul  was  strained  now  on  that 
thought ;  and  she  saw  the  long-loved  faces  look- 
ing for  help  into  the  darkness,  and  finding  none. 

She  was  floating  in  smooth  water  now,  —  per- 
haps far  on  the  over-flooded  fields.  There  was 
no  sense  of  present  danger  to  check  the  outgoing 
of  her  mind  to  the  old  home;  and  she  strained 
her  eyes  against  the  curtain  of  gloom,  that  she 
might  seize  the  first  sight  of  her  whereabout,  — 
that  she  might  catch  some  faint  suggestion  of  the 
spot  towards  which  all  her  anxieties  tended. 

Oh,  how  welcome,  the  widening  of  that  dis- 
mal watery  level,  —  the  gradual  uplifting  of  the 
cloudy  firmament,  —  the  slowly  defining  black- 
ness of  objects  above  the  glassy  dark!  Yes,  — 
she  must  be  out  on  the  fields,  —  those  were  the 
tops  of  hedgerow  trees.  Which  way  did  the 
river  he?  Looking  behind  her,  she  saw  the  lines 
of  black  trees;  looking  before  her,  there  were 
none:  then,  the  river  lay  before  her.  She  seized 
an  oar  and  began  to  paddle  the  boat  forward 
with  the  energy  of  wakening  hope :  the  dawning 
seemed  to  advance  more  swiftly,  now  she  was  in 
action;  and  she  could  soon  see  the  poor  dumb 
beasts  crowding  piteously  on  a  mound  where 
they  had  taken  refuge.  Onward  she  paddled 
and  rowed  by  turns  in  the  growing  t^\ilight :  her 
wet  clothes  clung  round  her,  and  her  streaming 
hair  was  dashed  about  by  the  wind,  but  she  was 
hardly  conscious  of  any  bodily  sensations,  —  ex- 
cept a  sensation  of  strength  inspired  by  mighty 
emotion.     Along  with  the  sense  of  danger  and 
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possible  rescue  for  those  long-remembered  be- 
ings at  the  old  home,  there  was  an  undefined 
sense  of  reconcilement  with  her  brother:  what 
quarrel,  what  harshness,  what  unbelief  in  each 
other  can  subsist  in  the  presence  of  a  great 
calamity,  when  all  the  artificial  vesture  of  our 
life  is  gone,  and  we  are  all  one  with  each  other 
in  primitive  mortal  needs?  Vaguely,  Maggie 
felt  this,  —  in  the  strong  resurgent  love  towards 
her  brother,  that  swept  away  all  the  later  im- 
pressions of  hard,  cruel  offence  and  misunder- 
standing, and  left  only  the  deep,  underlying, 
unshakable  memories  of  early  union. 

But  now  there  was  a  large  dark  mass  in  the 
distance,  and  near  to  her  Maggie  could  discern 
the  current  of  the  river.  The  dark  mass  must  be 
—  yes,  it  was  —  St.  Ogg's.  All,  now  she  knew 
which  way  to  look  for  the  first  glimpse  of  the 
well-known  trees,  —  the  gray  willows,  the  now 
yellowing  chestnuts,  —  and  above  them  the  old 
roof!  But  there  was  no  colour,  no  shape  yet: 
all  was  faint  and  dim.  More  and  more  strongly 
the  energies  seemed  to  come  and  put  themselves 
forth,  as  if  her  life  were  a  stored-up  force  that 
was  being  spent  in  this  hour,  unneeded  for  any 
future. 

She  must  get  her  boat  into  the  current  of  the 
Floss,  else  she  would  never  be  able  to  pass  the 
Ripple  and  approach  the  house:  this  was  the 
thought  that  occurred  to  her,  as  she  imagined 
with  more  and  more  vividness  the  state  of  things 
round  the  old  home.  But  then  she  might  be  car- 
ried very  far  down,  and  be  unable  to  guide  her 
boat  out  of  the  current  again.  For  the  first  time 
distinct  ideas  of  danger  began  to  press  upon  her; 
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but  there  was  no  choice  of  courses,  no  room  for 
hesitation,  and  she  floated  into  the  current. 
Swiftly  she  went  now,  without  effort;  more  and 
more  clearly  in  the  lessening  distance  and  the 
growing  light  she  began  to  discern  the  objects 
that  she  knew  must  be  the  well-known  trees  and 
roofs ;  nay,  she  was  not  far  off  a  rushing  muddy 
current  that  must  be  the  strangely  altered 
Ripple. 

Great  God!  there  were  floating  masses  in  it, 
that  might  dash  against  her  boat  as  she  passed, 
and  cause  her  to  perish  too  soon.  What  were 
those  masses? 

For  the  first  time  Maggie's  heart  began  to 
beat  in  an  agony  of  dread.  She  sat  helpless,  — 
dimly  conscious  that  she  was  being  floated  along, 
—  more  intensely  conscious  of  the  anticipated 
clash.  But  the  horror  was  transient:  it  passed 
away  before  the  oncoming  warehouses  of  St. 
Ogg's :  she  had  passed  the  mouth  of  the  Ripple, 
then:  now  she  must  use  all  her  skill  and  power 
to  manage  the  boat  and  get  it  if  possible  out  of 
the  current.  She  could  see  now  that  the  bridge 
was  broken  down:  she  could  see  the  masts  of  a 
stranded  vessel  far  out  over  the  watery  field. 
But  no  boats  were  to  be  seen  moving  on  the 
river,  —  such  as  had  been  laid  hands  on  were 
employed  in  the  flooded  streets. 

With  new  resolution,  Maggie  seized  her  oar, 
and  stood  up  again  to  paddle ;  but  the  now  ebb- 
ing tide  added  to  the  swiftness  of  the  river,  and 
she  was  carried  along  beyond  the  bridge.  She 
could  hear  shouts  from  the  windows  overlooking 
the  river,  as  if  the  people  there  were  calling  to 
her.    It  was  not  till  she  had  passed  on  nearly  to 
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Tofton  that  she  could  get  the  boat  clear  of  the 
current.    Then  with  one  yearning  look  towards 
her  uncle  Deane's  house  that  lay  farther  down 
the  river,  she  took  to  both  her  oars,  and  rowed 
with  all  her  might  across  the  watery  fields,  back 
towards  the  Mill.     Colour  «'f  begmmng  to 
awake  now,  and  as  she  approached  the  Dorlcote 
fields,  she  could  discern  the  tints  of  the  trees, — 
could  see  the  old  Scotch  firs  far  to  the  nght 
and  the  home  chestnuts,  -  oh,  how  deep  they 
lay  in  the  water!  deeper  than  the  trees  on  this 
^de  the  hill.    And  the  roof  of  the  MiU,  -  where 
was  it?    Those  heavy  fragments  hurrymg  down 
the  Ripple,  — what  had  they  meant?     But  it 
was   nS^the   house, -the   house   stood   6™= 
drowned  up  to  the  first  story,  but  stiU  firm,  - 
or  was  it  broken  in  at  the  end  towards  the  Mi  1? 
With  panting  joy  that  she  was  there  at  last 
_iov   that   overcame   all   distress, —  Maggie 
neared  the  front  of  the  house.    At  first  she  heard 
no  sound:  she  saw  no  object  movmg.    Her  boat 
was  on  a  level  with  the  upstairs  window,     hhe 
called  out  in  a  loud,  piercing  voice,  — 

•'Tom,  where  are  you?     Mother,  where  are 
vou'    Here  is  Maggie!"  . 

^  Soon,  from  the  window  of  the  attic  m  the  cen- 
tral gable,  she  heard  Tom's  voice:  —  „ 
"  Who  is  it?    Have  you  brought  a  boat? 
"  It  is  I,  Tom,  -  Maggie.  Where  is  mother  ? 
"  She  is  not  here:  she  went  to  Garum  the  day 
before  yesterday.    I  'U  come  down  to  the  lower 

^'""Al^ne  Ma<To-ie? "  said  Tom,  in  a  voice  of 
deep  asto'nishment.  as  he  opened  the  middle  win- 
dow  on  a  level  with  the  boat. 
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"Yes,  Tom:  God  has  taken  care  of  me,  to 
bring  me  to  you.  Get  in  quickly.  Is  there  no 
one  else?  " 

"  No,"  said  Tom,  stepping  into  the  boat,  "  I 
fear  the  man  is  drowned:  he  was  carried  down 
the  Ripple,  I  think,  when  part  of  the  Mill  fell 
wath  the  crash  of  trees  and  stones  against  it: 
I  've  shouted  again  and  again,  and  there  has  been 
no  answer.    Give  me  the  oars,  Maggie." 

It  was  not  till  Tom  had  pushed  off  and  they 
were  on  the  wide  water  —  he  face  to  face  with 
]\  Maggie  —  that  the  full  meaning  of  what  had 
happened  rushed  uj^on  his  mind.  It  came  with 
so  overpowering  a  force  —  it  was  such  a  new 
revelation  to  his  spirit,  of  the  depths  in  life  that 
had  lain  beyond  his  vision,  which  he  had  fancied 
so  keen  and  clear  —  that  he  was  unable  to  ask  a 
question.  They  sat  mutely  gazing  at  each  other, 
—  Maggie  with  eyes  of  intense  life  looking  out 
from  a  weary,  beaten  face;  Tom  pale  with  a 
certain  awe  and  humiliation.  Thought  was  busy 
though  the  lips  were  silent ;  and  though  he  could 
ask  no  question,  he  guessed  a  story  of  almost 
miraculous,  divinely  protected  effort.  But  at 
last  a  mist  gathered  over  the  blue-gray  eyes,  and 
the  lips  found  a  word  they  could  utter:  the  old 
childish  — "Magsie!" 

Maggie  could  make  no  answer  but  a  long 
deep  sob  of  that  mysterious  wondrous  happiness 
that  is  one  with  pain. 

As  soon  as  she  could  speak,  she  said,  "  We 
will  go  to  Lucy,  Tom :  we  '11  go  and  see  if  she 
is  safe,  and  then  we  can  help  the  rest." 

Tom  rowed  with  untired  vigour,  and  with  a 
different  speed  from  poor  Maggie's.    The  boat 
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was  soon  in  the  current  of  the  river  again,  and 
soon  they  would  be  at  Tofton. 

"  Park  House  stands  high  up  out  of  the 
flood,"  said  Maggie.  "  Perhaps  they  have  got 
Lucy  there." 

Nothing  else  was  said;  a  new  danger  w^as 
being  carried  towards  them  by  the  river.  Some 
wooden  machinery  had  just  given  way  on  one 
of  the  wharves,  and  huge  fragments  were  being 
floated  along.  The  sun  was  rising  now,  and  the 
wide  area  of  watery  desolation  was  spread  out 
in  dreadful  clearness  around  them,  —  in  dread- 
ful clearness  floated  onwards  the  hurrying, 
threatening  masses.  A  large  company  in  a  boat 
that  was  working  its  way  along  under  the  Tof- 
ton houses  observed  their  danger,  and  shouted, 
"  Get  out  of  the  current!  " 

But  that  could  not  be  done  at  once ;  and  Tom, 
looking  before  him,  saw  death  rushing  on  them. 
Huge  fragments,  clinging  together  in  fatal 
fellowship,  made  one  wide  mass  across  the 
stream. 

"  It  is  coming,  Maggie!  "  Tom  said,  in  a  deep 
hoarse  voice,  loosing  the  oars,  and  clasping  her. 

The  next  instant  the  boat  was  no  longer  seen 
upon  the  water,  and  the  huge  mass  was  hurrying 
on  in  hideous  triumph. 

But  soon  the  keel  of  the  boat  reappeared,  a 
black  speck  on  the  golden  water. 

The  boat  reappeared,  —  but  brother  and  sis- 
ter had  gone  down  in  an  embrace  never  to  be 
parted:  living  through  again  in  one  supreme 
moment  the  days  when  they  had  clasped  their 
little  hands  in  love  and  roamed  the  daisied  fields 
together. 
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CONCLUSION 

NATURE  repairs  her  ravages,  —  repairs 
them  with  her  sunshine  and  with  human 
labour.  The  desolation  wrought  by  that 
flood  had  left  little  visible  trace  on  the  face  of 
the  earth,  five  years  after.  The  fifth  autumn 
was  rich  in  golden  corn-stacks,  rising  in  thick 
clusters  among  the  distant  hedgerows;  the 
wharves  and  warehouses  on  the  Floss  were  busy 
again,  with  echoes  of  eager  voices,  with  hopeful 
lading  and  unlading. 

And  every  man  and  woman  mentioned  in  this 
history  was  still  living,  —  except  those  whose 
end  we  know. 

Nature  repairs  her  ravages,  —  but  not  aU. 
The  uptorn  trees  are  not  rooted  again;  the 
parted  hills  are  left  scarred:  if  there  is  a  new 
growth,  the  trees  are  not  the  same  as  the  old,  and 
the  hills  underneath  their  green  vesture  bear  the 
marks  of  the  past  rending.  To  the  eyes  that 
have  dwelt  on  the  past,  there  is  no  thorough 
repair. 

Dorlcote  Mill  was  rebuilt.  And  Dorlcote 
churchyard  —  where  the  brick  grave  that  held  a 
father  whom  we  know,  was  found  with  the  stone 
laid  prostrate  upon  it  after  the  flood  —  had  re- 
covered all  its  grassy  order  and  decent  quiet. 

Near  that  brick  grave  there  was  a  tomb 
erected,  very  soon  after  the  flood,  for  two  bodies 
that  were  found  in  close  embrace;  and  it  was 
visited  at  different  moments  by  two  men,  who 
both  felt  that  their  keenest  joy  and  keenest  sor- 
row were  forever  buried  there. 
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One  of  them  visited  the  tomb  again  with  a 
sweet  face  beside  liim,  —  but  that  was  years 
after. 

The  other  was  always  solitary.  His  great 
companionship  was  among  the  trees  of  the 
Red  Deeps,  where  the  buried  joy  seemed  still 
to  hover,  —  hke  a  revisiting  spirit. 

The  tomb  bore  the  names  of  Tom  and  Maggie 
Tulhver,  and  below  the  names  it  was  written,  — 

"  In  their  death  they  were  not  divided." 


THE   END 
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Trompeurs,  c'est  pour  vous  que  j'ccris, 
Attendez  vous  a  la  pareille. 

La  Fontaeste. 


Brother  Jacob 


CHAPTER   I 

AMONG  the  many  fatalities  attending  the 
bloom  of  young  desire,  that  of  blindly 
taking  to  the  confectionery  line  has  not, 
perhaps,  been  sufficiently  considered.  How  is 
the  son  of  a  British  yeoman,  who  has  been  fed 
principally  on  salt  pork  and  yeast  dumplings,  to 
know  that  there  is  satiety  for  the  human  stomach 
even  in  a  paradise  of  glass  jars  full  of  sugared 
almonds  and  pink  lozenges,  and  that  the  tedium 
of  life  can  reach  a  pitch  where  plum-buns  at  dis- 
cretion cease  to  offer  the  slightest  enticement? 
Or  how,  at  the  tender  age  when  a  confectioner 
seems  to  him  a  very  prince  whom  all  the  world 
must  envy,  —  who  breakfasts  on  macaroons, 
dines  on  marengs,  sups  on  twelfth-cake,  and  fills 
up  the  intermediate  hours  with  sugar-candy  or 
peppermint,  —  how  is  he  to  foresee  the  day  of 
sad  wisdom,  when  he  will  discern  that  the  con- 
fectioner's calling  is  not  socially  influential,  or 
favourable  to  a  soaring  ambition?  I  have  known 
a  man  who  turned  out  to  have  a  metaphysical 
genius,  incautiously,  in  the  period  of  youthful 
buoyancy,  commence  his  career  as  a  dancing- 
master;  and  you  may  imagine  the  use  that  was 
made  of  this  initial  mistake  by  opponents  who 
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felt  themselves  bound  to  warn  the  pubhc  against 
his  doctrine  of  the  Inconceivable.  He  could  not 
give  up  his  dancing-lessons,  because  he  made 
his  bread  by  them,  and  metaphysics  would  not 
have  found  him  in  so  much  as  salt  to  his  bread. 
It  was  really  the  same  with  Mr.  David  Faux 
and  the  confectionery  business.  His  uncle,  the 
butler,  at  the  great  house  close  by  Brigford,  had 
made  a  pet  of  him  in  his  early  boyhood,  and  it 
was  on  a  visit  to  this  uncle  that  the  confectioners' 
shops  in  that  brilliant  town  had,  on  a  single  day, 
fired  his  tender  imagination.  He  carried  home 
the  pleasing  illusion  that  a  confectioner  must  be 
at  once  the  happiest  and  the  foremost  of  men, 
since  the  things  he  made  were  hot  only  the  most 
beautiful  to  behold,  but  the  very  best  eating,  and 
such  as  the  Lord  Mayor  must  always  order 
largely  for  his  private  recreation;  so  that  when 
his  father  declared  he  must  be  put  to  a  trade, 
David  chose  his  line  without  a  moment's  hesita- 
tion; and  with  a  rashness  inspired  by  a  sweet 
tooth,  wedded  himself  irrevocably  to  confec- 
tionery. Soon,  however,  the  tooth  lost  its  relish 
and  fell  into  blank  indifference ;  and  all  the  while 
his  mind  expanded,  his  ambition  took  new 
shapes,  which  could  hardly  be  satisfied  within 
the  sphere  his  youthful  ardour  had  chosen.  But 
what  was  he  to  do?  He  was  a  young  man  of 
much  mental  activity,  and,  above  all,  gifted  with 
a  spirit  of  contrivance;  but  then,  his  faculties 
would  not  tell  with  great  effect  in  any  other 
medium  than  that  of  candied  sugars,  conserves, 
and  pastry.  Say  what  you  will  about  the  iden- 
tity of  the  reasoning  process  in  all  branches  of 
thought,  or  about  the  advantage  of  coming  to 
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subjects  with  a  fresh  mind,  the  adjustment  of 
butter  to  flour,  and  of  heat  to  pastry,  is  not  the 
best  preparation  for  the  office  of  prime  minister ; 
besides,  in  the  present  imperfectly  organized 
state  of  society,  there  are  social  barriers.  David 
could  invent  delightful  things  in  the  way  of 
drop-cakes,  and  he  had  the  widest  views  of  the 
sugar  department;  but  in  other  directions  he 
certainly  felt  hampered  by  the  want  of  knowl- 
edge and  practical  skill;  and  the  world  is  so 
inconveniently  constituted  that  the  vague  con- 
sciousness of  being  a  fine  fellow  is  no  guarantee 
of  success  in  any  line  of  business. 

This  difficulty  pressed  with  some  severity  on 
Mr.  David  Faux,  even  before  his  apprenticeship 
was  ended.  His  soul  swelled  with  an  impatient 
sense  that  he  ought  to  become  something  very 
remarkable,  —  that  it  was  quite  out  of  the  ques- 
tion for  him  to  put  up  with  a  narrow  lot  as  other 
men  did:  he  scorned  the  idea  that  he  could 
accept  an  average.  He  was  sure  there  was  noth- 
ing average  about  him:  even  such  a  person  as 
Mrs.  Tibbits,  the  washerwoman,  perceived  it, 
and  probably  had  a  preference  for  his  linen.  At 
that  particular  period  he  was  weighing  out 
gingerbread-nuts;  but  such  an  anomaly  could 
not  continue.  No  position  could  be  suited  to 
Mr.  David  Faux  that  was  not  in  the  highest  de- 
gree easy  to  the  flesh  and  flattering  to  the  spirit. 
If  he  had  fallen  on  the  present  times,  and  en- 
joyed the  advantages  of  a  Mechanics'  Institute, 
he  would  certainly  have  taken  to  literature  and 
have  WTitten  reviews;  but  his  education  had  not 
been  liberal.  He  had  read  some  novels  from  the 
adjoining    circulating    library,    and    had    even 

VOL.  IV. — iS 
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bought  the  story  of  "  Inkle  and  Yarico,"  which 
had  made  him  feel  very  sorry  for  poor  Mr. 
Inkle;  so  that  his  ideas  might  not  have  been 
below  a  certain  mark  of  the  literary  calling ;  but 
his  spelling  and  diction  were  too  unconventional. 
When  a  man  is  not  adequately  appreciated  or 
comfortably  placed  in  his  own  country,  his 
thoughts  naturally  turn  towards  foreign  climes ; 
and  David's  imagination  circled  round  and 
round  the  utmost  limits  of  his  geographical 
knowledge,  in  search  of  a  country  where  a  young 
gentleman  of  pasty  visage,  lipless  mouth  and 
stumpy  hair  would  be  likely  to  be  received  with 
the  hospitable  enthusiasm  which  he  had  a  right 
to  expect.  Having  a  general  idea  of  America 
as  a  country  where  the  population  was  chiefly 
black,  it  appeared  to  him  the  most  propitious 
destination  for  an  emigrant  who,  to  begin  with, 
had  the  broad  and  easily  recognizable  merit  of 
whiteness;  and  this  idea  gradually  took  such 
strong  possession  of  him  that  Satan  seized  the 
opportunity  of  suggesting  to  him  that  he  might 
emigrate  under  easier  circumstances  if  he  sup- 
plied himself  with  a  little  money  from  his  mas- 
ter's till.  But  that  evil  spirit,  whose  understand- 
ing, I  am  convinced,  has  been  much  overrated, 
quite  wasted  his  time  on  this  occasion.  David 
would  certainly  have  liked  well  to  have  some  of 
his  master's  money  in  his  pocket,  if  he  had  been 
sure  his  master  would  have  been  the  only  man 
to  suffer  for  it ;  but  he  was  a  cautious  youth,  and 
quite  determined  to  run  no  risks  on  his  own  ac- 
count. So  he  stayed  out  his  apprenticeship,  and 
committed  no  act  of  dishonesty  that  was  at  all 
likely  to  be  discovered,  reserving  his  plan  of 
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emigration  for  a  future  opportunity.  And  the 
circumstances  under  which  he  carried  it  out  were 
in  this  wise.  Having  been  at  home  a  week  or  two 
partaking  of  the  family  beans,  he  had  used  his 
leisure  in  ascertaining  a  fact  which  was  of  con- 
siderable importance  to  him,  namely,  that  his 
mother  had  a  small  sum  in  guineas  painfully 
saved  from  her  maiden  perquisites,  and  kept  in 
the  corner  of  a  draAver  where  her  baby-linen  had 
reposed  for  the  last  twenty  years,  —  ever  since 
her  son  David  had  taken  to  his  feet,  with  a  slight 
promise  of  bow-legs  which  had  not  been  alto- 
gether unfulfilled.  Mr.  Faux,  senior,  had  told 
his  son  very  frankly,  that  he  must  not  look  to 
being  set  up  in  business  by  him:  with  seven 
sons,  and  one  of  them  a  very  healthy  and  well- 
developed  idiot,  who  consumed  a  dumpling 
about  eight  inches  in  diameter  every  day,  it  was 
pretty  well  if  they  got  a  hundred  apiece  at  his 
death.  Under  these  circumstances,  what  was 
David  to  do?  It  was  certainly  hard  that  he 
should  take  his  mother's  money;  but  he  saw  no 
other  ready  means  of  getting  any,  and  it  was 
not  to  be  expected  that  a  young  man  of  his  merit 
should  put  up  with  inconveniences  that  could  be 
avoided.  Besides,  it  is  not  robbery  to  take  prop- 
erty belonging  to  your  mother :  she  does  n't 
prosecute  you.  And  David  was  very  well  be- 
haved to  his  mother ;  he  comforted  her  by  speak- 
ing highly  of  himself  to  her,  and  assuring  her 
that  he  never  fell  into  the  vices  he  saw  practised 
by  other  youths  of  his  own  age,  and  that  he  was 
particularly  fond  of  honesty.  If  his  mother 
would  have  given  him  her  twenty  guineas  as  a 
reward  of  this  noble  disposition,  he  really  would 
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not  have  stolen  them  from  her,  and  it  would  have 
been  more  agreeable  to  his  feelings.  Neverthe- 
less, to  an  active  mind  like  David's,  ingenuity  is 
not  without  its  pleasures:  it  was  rather  an  in- 
teresting occupation  to  become  stealthily  ac- 
quainted with  the  wards  of  his  mother's  simple 
key  (not  in  the  least  like  Chubb's  patent),  and 
to  get  one  that  would  do  its  work  equally  well; 
and  also  to  arrange  a  little  di'ama  by  which  he 
would  escape  suspicion,  and  run  no  risk  of  for- 
feiting the  prospective  hundred  at  his  father's 
death,  which  would  be  convenient  in  the  improb- 
able case  of  his  7iot  making  a  large  fortune  in  the 
"  Indies." 

First,  he  spoke  freely  of  his  intention  to  start 
shortly  for  Liverpool  and  take  ship  for  Amer- 
ica; a  resolution  which  cost  his  good  mother 
some  pain,  for,  after  Jacob  the  idiot,  there  was 
not  one  of  her  sons  to  whom  her  heart  clung  more 
than  to  her  youngest-born,  David.  Next,  it  ap- 
peared to  him  that  Sunday  afternoon,  when 
everybody  was  gone  to  church  except  Jacob  and 
the  cow-boy,  was  so  singularly  favourable  an 
opportunity  for  sons  who  wanted  to  appropriate 
their  mothers'  guineas,  that  he  half  thought  it 
must  have  been  kindly  intended  by  Providence 
for  such  purposes.  Especially  the  third  Sunday 
in  Lent;  because  Jacob  had  been  out  on  one  of 
his  occasional  wanderings  for  the  last  two  days ; 
and  David,  being  a  timid  young  man,  had  a 
considerable  dread  and  hatred  of  Jacob,  as  of 
a  large  personage  who  went  about  habitually 
w^th  a  pitchfork  in  his  hand. 

Nothing  could  be  easier,  then,  than  for  David 
on  this  Sunday  afternoon  to  decline  going  to 
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church,  on  the  ground  tliat  he  was  going  to  tea 
at  Mr.  Lunn's,  whose  pretty  daughter  Sally  had 
been  an  early  flame  of  his,  and,  when  the  church- 
goers were  at  a  safe  distance,  to  abstract  the 
guineas  from  their  wooden  box  and  slip  them 
into  a  small  canvas  bag,  —  nothing  easier  than 
to  call  to  the  cow-boy  that  he  was  going,  and 
tell  him  to  keep  an  eye  on  the  house  for  fear  of 
Sunday  tramps.  David  thought  it  would  be 
easy,  too,  to  get  to  a  small  thicket  and  bury  his 
bag  in  a  hole  he  had  already  made  and  covered 
up  under  the  roots  of  an  old  hollow  ash,  and  he 
had,  in  fact,  found  the  hole  without  a  moment's 
difficulty,  had  uncovered  it,  and  was  about 
gently  to  drop  the  bag  into  it,  when  the  sound 
of  a  large  body  rustling  towards  him  with  some- 
thing like  a  bellow  was  such  a  surprise  to  David, 
who,  as  a  gentleman  gifted  with  much  contriv- 
ance, was  naturally  only  prepared  for  what  he 
expected,  that  instead  of  dropping  the  bag 
gently  he  let  it  fall  so  as  to  make  it  untwist  and 
vomit  forth  the  shining  guineas.  In  the  same 
moment  he  looked  up  and  saw  his  dear  brother 
Jacob  close  upon  liim,  holding  the  pitchfork  so 
that  the  bright  smooth  prongs  were  a  yard  in 
advance  of  his  own  body,  and  about  a  foot  off 
David's.  (A  learned  friend,  to  whom  I  once 
narrated  this  history,  observed  that  it  was 
David's  guilt  which  made  these  prongs  formi- 
dable, and  that  the  mens  nil  conscia  dhi  strips  a 
pitchfork  of  all  terrors.  I  thought  this  idea  so 
valuable  that  I  obtained  his  leave  to  use  it  on 
condition  of  suppressing  his  name.)  Neverthe- 
less, David  did  not  entirely  lose  his  presence  of 
mind;    for  in  that  case  he  would  have  sunk  on 
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the  earth  or  started  backward;  whereas  he  kept 
his  ground  and  smiled  at  Jacob,  who  nodded  his 
head  up  and  down,  and  said,  "  Hoich,  Zavy!  " 
in  a  painfully  equivocal  manner.  David's  heart 
was  beating  audibly,  and  if  he  had  had  any  lips 
they  would  have  been  pale;  but  his  mental  ac- 
tivity, instead  of  being  paralyzed,  was  stimu- 
lated. While  he  was  inwardly  praying  (he 
always  prayed  when  he  was  much  frightened), 
"  Oh,  save  me  this  once,  and  I  '11  never  get  into 
cianger  again!  "  he  was  thrusting  his  hand  into 
his  pocket  in  search  of  a  box  of  yellow  lozenges, 
which  he  had  brought  with  him  from  Brigford 
among  other  delicacies  of  the  same  portable  kind, 
as  a  means  of  conciliating  proud  beauty,  and 
more  particularly  the  beauty  of  ^liss  Sarah 
Lunn.  Not  one  of  these  delicacies  had  he  ever 
offered  to  poor  Jacob,  for  David  was  not  a 
young  man  to  waste  his  jujubes  and  barley- 
sugar  in  giving  pleasure  to  people  from  whom 
he  expected  nothing.  But  an  idiot  with  equivo- 
cal intentions  and  a  pitchfork  is  as  well  worth 
flattering  and  cajoling  as  if  he  w^ere  Louis  Na- 
poleon. So  David,  with  a  promptitude  equal 
to  the  occasion,  drew  out  his  box  of  yellow  loz- 
enges, lifted  the  lid,  and  performed  a  pantomime 
with  his  mouth  and  fingers,  which  was  meant  to 
imply  that  he  was  delighted  to  see  his  dear 
brother  Jacob,  and  seized  the  opportunity  of 
making  him  a  small  present,  which  he  would  find 
particularly  agreeable  to  the  taste.  Jacob,  you 
understand,  was  not  an  intense  idiot,  but  within 
a  certain  limited  range  knew  how  to  choose  the 
good  and  reject  the  evil:  he  took  one  lozenge, 
by  way  of  test,  and  sucked  it  as  if  he  had  been  a 
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philosopher;  then,  in  as  great  an  ecstasy  at  its 
new  and  complex  savour  as  Caliban  at  the  taste 
of  Trinculo's  wine,  chuckled  and  stroked  this 
suddenly  beneficent  brother,  and  held  out  his 
hand  for  more;  for,  except  in  fits  of  anger, 
Jacob  was  not  ferocious  or  needlessly  predatory. 
David's  courage  half  returned,  and  he  left  off 
praying;  pouring  a  dozen  lozenges  into  Jacob's 
palm,  and  trying  to  look  very  fond  of  him.  He 
congratulated  himself  that  he  had  formed  the 
plan  of  going  to  see  Miss  Sally  Lunn  this  after- 
noon, and  that,  as  a  consequence,  he  had  brought 
with  him  these  propitiatory  delicacies:  he  was 
certainly  a  lucky  fellow;  indeed,  it  was  always 
likely  Providence  should  be  fonder  of  him  than  of 
other  apprentices,  and  since  he  was  to  be  inter- 
rupted, why,  an  idiot  was  preferable  to  any  other 
sort  of  witness.  For  the  first  time  in  his  life, 
David  thought  he  saw  the  advantage  of  idiots. 

As  for  Jacob,  he  had  thrust  his  pitchfork  into 
the  ground,  and  had  thrown  himself  down  beside 
it,  in  thorough  abandonment  to  the  unprece- 
dented pleasure  of  having  five  lozenges  in  his 
mouth  at  once,  blinking  meanwhile,  and  making 
inarticulate  sounds  of  gustative  content.  He 
had  not  yet  given  any  sign  of  noticing  the 
guineas,  but  in  seating  himself  he  had  laid  his 
broad  right  hand  on  them,  and  unconsciously 
kept  it  in  that  position,  absorbed  in  the  sensa- 
tions of  his  palate.  If  he  could  only  be  kept  so 
occupied  with  the  lozenges  as  not  to  see  the 
guineas  before  David  could  manage  to  cover 
them!  That  was  David's  best  hope  of  safety; 
for  Jacob  knew  his  mother's  guineas :  it  had  been 
part  of  their  common  experience  as  boys  to  be 
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allowed  to  look  at  these  handsome  coins,  and 
rattle  them  in  their  box  on  high  days  and  hoU- 
days,  and  among  all  Jacob's  narrow  experiences 
as  to  money,  this  was  likely  to  be  the  most 
memorable. 

"  Here,  Jacob,"  said  David,  in  an  insinuating 
tone,  handing  the  box  to  him,  "  I  '11  give  'em  all 
to  you.  Run !  —  make  haste !  —  else  somebody  '11 
come  and  take  'em." 

David,  not  having  studied  the  psychology  of 
idiots,  was  not  aware  that  they  are  not  to  be 
wrought  upon  by  imaginative  fears.  Jacob  took 
the  box  with  his  left  hand,  but  saw  no  necessity 
for  running  away.  Was  ever  a  promising 
j'^oung  man  wishing  to  lay  the  foundation  of  his 
fortune  by  appropriating  his  mother's  guineas 
obstructed  by  such  a  day-mare  as  this?  But  the 
moment  must  come  when  Jacob  would  move  his 
right  hand  to  draw  off  the  lid  of  the  tin  box,  and 
then  David  would  sweep  the  guineas  into  the 
hole  with  the  utmost  address  and  swiftness,  and 
immediately  seat  himself  upon  them.  Ah,  no! 
It 's  of  no  use  to  have  foresight  when  you  are 
dealing  with  an  idiot:  he  is  not  to  be  calculated 
upon.  Jacob's  right  hand  was  given  to  vague 
clutching  and  thro^ving;  it  suddenly  clutched 
the  guineas  as  if  they  had  been  so  many  pebbles, 
and  was  raised  in  an  attitude  which  promised  to 
scatter  them  like  seed  over  a  distant  bramble, 
when,  from  some  prompting  or  other,  —  prob- 
ably of  an  unwonted  sensation,  —  it  paused,  de- 
scended to  Jacob's  knee,  and  opened  slowly 
under  the  inspection  of  Jacob's  dull  eyes.  David 
began  to  pray  again,  but  immediately  desisted, 
- —  another  resource  having  occurred  to  him. 
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"Mother!  zinnies!"  exclaimed  the  innocent 
Jacob.  Then,  looking  at  David,  he  said  inter- 
rogatively, "  Box? " 

"Hush!  hush!"  said  David,  summoning  all 
his  ingenuity  in  this  severe  strait.  "  See,  Ja- 
cob! "  He  took  the  tin  box  from  his  brother's 
hand,  and  emptied  it  of  the  lozenges,  returning 
half  of  them  to  Jacob,  but  secretly  keeping  the 
rest  in  his  own  hand.  Then  he  held  out  the 
empty  box,  and  said,  "  Here  's  the  box,  Jacob! 
The  box  for  the  guineas!  "  gently  sweeping  them 
from  Jacob's  palm  into  the  box. 

This  procedure  was  not  objectionable  to 
Jacob;  on  the  contrary,  the  guineas  clinked  so 
pleasantly  as  they  fell,  that  he  wished  for  a  repe- 
tition of  the  sound,  and,  seizing  the  box,  began 
to  rattle  it  very  gleefully.  David,  seizing  the 
opportunity,  deposited  his  reserve  of  lozenges 
in  the  ground  and  hastily  swept  some  earth  over 
them.  "  Look,  Jacob!  "  he  said,  at  last.  Jacob 
paused  from  his  clinking,  and  looked  into  the 
hole,  while  David  began  to  scratch  away  the 
earth,  as  if  in  doubtful  expectation.  When  the 
lozenges  were  laid  bare,  he  took  them  out  one  by 
one,  and  gave  them  to  Jacob. 

"Hush!"  he  said,  in  a  loud  whisper,  "tell 
nobody  —  all  for  Jacob  —  hush  —  sh  —  sh!  Put 
guineas  in  the  hole,  —  they  '11  come  out  like 
this !  "  To  make  the  lesson  more  complete,  he 
took  a  guinea,  and,  lowering  it  into  the  hole,  said, 
"  Put  in  50."  Then,  as  he  took  the  last  lozenge 
out,  he  said,  "  Come  out  50,"  and  put  the  lozenge 
into  Jacob's  hospitable  mouth. 

Jacob  turned  his  head  on  one  side,  looked  first 
at  his  brother, and  then  at  the  hole,  like  a  reflec- 
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tive  monkey,  and  finally  laid  the  box  of  guineas 
in  the  hole  with  much  decision.  David  made 
haste  to  add  every  one  of  the  stray  coins,  put  on 
the  lid,  and  covered  it  well  with  earth,  saying  in 
his  most  coaxing  tone,  — 

"  Take  'm  out  to-morrow,  Jacob;  all  for  Ja- 
cob!   Hush  — sh  — sh!" 

Jacob,  to  whom  this  once  indifferent  brother 
had  all  at  once  become  a  sort  of  sweet-tasted 
fetish,  stroked  David's  best  coat  with  his  adhe- 
sive fingers,  and  then  hugged  him  with  an  ac- 
companiment of  that  mingled  chuckling  and 
gurgling  by  which  he  was  accustomed  to  express 
the  milder  passions.  But  if  he  had  chosen  to 
bite  a  small  morsel  out  of  his  beneficent  brother's 
cheek,  David  would  have  been  obliged  to  bear  it. 

And  here  I  must  pause,  to  point  out  to  you 
the  short-sightedness  of  human  contrivance. 
This  ingenious  young  man,  Mr.  David  Faux, 
thought  he  had  achieved  a  triumph  of  cunning 
when  he  had  associated  himself  in  his  brother's 
rudimentary  mind  with  the  flavour  of  yellow 
lozenges.  But  he  had  yet  to  learn  that  it  is  a 
dreadful  thing  to  make  an  idiot  fond  of  you, 
when  you  yourself  are  not  of  an  affectionate  dis- 
position :  especially  an  idiot  with  a  pitchfork,  — 
obviously  a  difficult  friend  to  shake  off  by  rough 
usage. 

It  may  seem  to  you  rather  a  blundering  con- 
trivance for  a  clever  young  man  to  bury  the 
guineas.  But  if  everything  had  turned  out  as 
David  had  calculated,  you  would  have  seen  that 
his  plan  was  worthy  of  his  talents.  The  guineas 
would  have  lain  safely  in  the  earth  while  the 
theft  was  discovered,  and  David,  with  the  calm 
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of  conscious  innocence,  would  have  lingered  at 
home,  reluctant  to  say  goodby  to  his  dear  mother 
while  she  was  in  grief  about  her  gumeas ;  till  at 
length,  on  the  eve  of  his  departure,  he  w^ould 
have  disinterred  them  in  the  strictest  privacy, 
and  carried  them  on  his  own  person  without  in- 
convenience. But  David,  you  perceive,  had  reck- 
oned without  his  host,  or,  to  speak  more  pre- 
cisely, without  his  idiot  brother,  —  an  item  of  so 
uncertain  and  fluctuating  a  character  that  I 
doubt  whether  he  would  nqt  have  puzzled  the 
astute  heroes  of  M.  de  Balzac,  whose  foresight 
is  so  remarkably  at  home  in  the  future. 

It  was  clear  to  David  now  that  he  had  only 
one  alternative  before  him:  he  must  either  re- 
nounce the  guineas,  by  quietly  putting  them 
back  in  his  mother's  drawer  (a  course  not  unat- 
tended with  difficulty)  ;  or  he  must  leave  more 
than  a  suspicion  behind  him,  by  departing  early 
the  next  morning  without  giving  notice,  and  with 
the  guineas  in  his  pocket.  For  if  he  gave  notice 
that  he  was  going,  his  mother,  he  knew,  would 
insist  on  fetching  from  her  box  of  guineas  the 
three  she  had  always  promised  him  as  his  share; 
indeed,  in  his  original  plan,  he  had  counted  on 
this  as  a  means  by  which  the  theft  would  be  dis- 
covered under  circumstances  that  w^ould  them- 
selves speak  for  his  innocence;  but  now,  as  I 
need  hardly  explain,  that  well-combined  plan 
w^as  completely  frustrated.  Even  if  David  could 
have  bribed  Jacob  with  perpetual  lozenges,  an 
idiot's  secrecy  is  itself  betrayal.  He  dared  not 
even  go  to  tea  at  Mr.  Lunn's,  for  in  that  case 
he  would  have  lost  sight  of  Jacob,  who,  in  his 
impatience    for   the    crop    of    lozenges,    might 
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scratch  up  the  box  again  wliile  he  was  absent,  and 
carry  it  home,  —  depriving-  him  at  once  of  repu- 
tation and  guineas.  No !  he  must  tliink  of  noth- 
ing all  the  rest  of  this  day,  but  of  coaxing  Jacob 
and  keeping  him  out  of  mischief.  It  was  a  fa- 
tiguing and  anxious  evening  to  David;  never- 
theless, he  dared  not  go  to  sleep  without  tying 
a  piece  of  string  to  his  thumb  and  great  toe,  to 
secure  his  frequent  waking;  for  he  meant  to  be 
up  with  the  first  peep  of  dawn,  and  be  far  out 
of  reach  before  breakfast-time.  His  father,  he 
thought,  would  certainly  cut  him  off  with  a  shil- 
ling; but  w^hat  then?  Such  a  striking  young 
man  as  he  would  be  sure  to  be  well  received  in 
the  West  Indies:  in  foreign  countries  there  are 
alw^ays  openings,  —  even  for  cats.  It  was  prob- 
able that  some  Princess  Yarico  would  want  him 
to  marrj''  her,  and  make  him  presents  of  very 
large  jewels  beforehand;  after  which,  he  need  n't 
marry  her  unless  he  liked.  Da\4d  had  made  up 
his  mind  not  to  steal  any  more,  even  from  people 
who  were  fond  of  him :  it  was  an  unpleasant  way 
of  making  your  fortune  in  a  world  where  you 
were  likely  to  be  surprised  in  the  act  by  brothers. 
Such  alarms  did  not  agree  with  David's  consti- 
tution, and  he  had  felt  so  much  nausea  this  even- 
ing that  no  doubt  his  liver  was  affected.  Be- 
sides, he  would  have  been  greatly  hurt  not  to  be 
thought  well  of  in  the  world:  he  always  meant 
to  make  a  figure,  and  be  thought  worthy  of  the 
best  seats  and  the  best  morsels. 

Ruminating  to  this  effect  on  the  brilliant 
future  in  reserve  for  him.  David  by  the  help  of 
his  checkstring  kept  himself  on  the  alert  to  seize 
the  time  of  earliest  dawn  for  his  rising  and  de- 
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parture.  His  brothers,  of  course,  were  early 
risers,  but  he  should  anticipate  them  by  at  least 
an  hour  and  a  half,  and  the  little  room  which  he 
had  to  himself  as  only  an  occasional  visitor,  had 
its  window  over  the  horse-block,  so  that  he  could 
slip  out  through  the  window  without  the  least 
difficulty.  Jacob,  the  horrible  Jacob,  had  an 
awkward  trick  of  getting  up  before  everybody 
else,  to  stem  his  hunger  by  emptying  the  milk- 
bowl  that  was  "  duly  set  "  for  him ;  but  of  late 
he  had  taken  to  sleeping  in  the  hay-loft,  and  if 
he  came  into  the  house,  it  would  be  on  the  oppo- 
site side  to  that  from  which  Da^^d  was  making 
his  exit.  There  was  no  need  to  think  of  Jacob; 
yet  David  was  liberal  enough  to  bestow  a  curse 
on  him,  —  it  was  the  only  thing  he  ever  did  be- 
stow gratuitously.  His  small  bundle  of  clothes 
was  ready  packed,  and  he  was  soon  treading 
lightly  on  the  steps  of  the  horse-block,  soon  walk- 
ing at  a  smart  pace  across  the  fields  towards  the 
thicket.  It  would  take  him  no  more  than  two 
minutes  to  get  out  the  box;  he  could  make  out 
the  tree  it  was  under  b}^  the  pale  strip  where  the 
bark  was  off,  although  the  dawning  light  was 
rather  dinmier  in  the  tliicket.  But  what,  in  the 
name  of  —  burnt  pastry  —  was  that  large  body 
with  a  staff  planted  beside  it,  close  at  the  foot  of 
the  ash-tree?  David  paused,  not  to  make  up 
his  mind  as  to  the  nature  of  the  apparition,  — 
he  had  not  the  happiness  of  doubting  for  a  mo- 
ment that  the  staff  was  Jacob's  pichfork,  —  but 
to  gather  the  self-command  necessary  for  ad- 
dressing his  brother  with  a  sufficiently  honeyed 
accent.  Jacob  was  absorbed  in  scratching  up 
the  earth,  and  had  not  heard  Da^dd's  approach. 
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"  I  say,  Jacob,"  said  David,  in  a  loud  whisper, 
just  as  the  tin  box  was  hfted  out  of  the  hole. 

Jacob  looked  up,  and  discerning  his  sweet- 
flavoured  brother,  nodded  and  grinned  in  the 
dim  light  in  a  way  that  made  him  seem  to  David 
like  a  trimnphant  demon.  If  he  had  been  of  an 
impetuous  disposition,  he  would  have  snatched 
the  pitchfork  from  the  ground  and  impaled  this 
fraternal  demon.  But  David  was  by  no  means 
impetuous;  he  was  a  young  man  greatly  given 
to  calculate  consequences,  a  habit  which  has  been 
held  to  be  the  foundation  of  virtue.  But  some- 
how it  had  not  precisely  that  effect  in  David:  he 
calculated  whether  an  action  would  harm  him- 
self, or  whether  it  would  only  harm  other  people. 
In  the  former  case  he  was  very  timid  about  satis- 
fying his  immediate  desires,  but  in  the  latter  he 
would  risk  the  result  with  much  courage. 

"  Give  it  me,  Jacob,"  he  said,  stooping  down 
and  patting  his  brother.    "  Let  us  see." 

Jacob,  finding  the  lid  rather  tight,  gave  the 
box  to  his  brother  in  perfect  faith.  David  raised 
the  lid,  and  shook  his  head,  while  Jacob  put  his 
finger  in  and  took  out  a  guinea  to  taste  whether 
the  metamorphosis  into  lozenges  was  complete 
and  satisfactory. 

"  No,  Jacob;  too  soon,  too  soon,"  said  David, 
when  the  guinea  had  been  tasted.  "  Give  it  me ; 
we  '11  go  and  bury  it  somewhere  else ;  we  '11  put 
it  in  yonder,"  he  added,  pointing  vaguely  toward 
the  distance. 

Da^dd  screwed  on  the  lid,  while  Jacob,  look- 
ing grave,  rose  and  grasped  his  pitchfork.  Then, 
seeing  David's  bundle,  he  snatched  it,  like  a  too 
ofiicious  Newfoundland,  stuck  his  pitchfork  into 
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it  and  carried  it  over  his  shoulder  in  triumph  as 
he  accompanied  David  and  the  box  out  of  the 
thicket. 

What  on  earth  was  David  to  do?  It  would 
have  been  easy  to  frown  at  Jacob,  and  kick  him, 
and  order  him  to  get  away;  but  David  dared  as 
soon  have  kicked  the  bull.  Jacob  was  quiet  as 
long  as  he  was  treated  indulgently;  but  on  the 
slightest  show  of  anger,  he  became  unmanage- 
able, and  was  liable  to  fits  of  fury  which  would 
have  made  him  formidable  even  without  his 
pitchfork.  There  was  no  mastery  to  be  obtained 
over  him  except  by  kindness  or  guile.  David 
tried  guile. 

"  Go,  Jacob,"  he  said,  when  they  were  out  of 
the  thicket,  —  pointing  towards  the  house  as  he 
spoke;  "  go  and  fetch  me  a  spade,  —  a  spade. 
But  give  me  the  bundle,"  he  added,  trying  to 
reach  it  from  the  fork,  where  it  hung  high  above 
Jacob's  tall  shoulder. 

But  Jacob  showed  as  much  alacrity  in  obeying 
as  a  wasp  shows  in  leaving  a  sugar-basin.  Near 
David,  he  felt  himself  in  the  vicinity  of  lozenges: 
he  chuckled  and  rubbed  his  brother's  back,  bran- 
dishing the  bundle  higher  out  of  reach.  David, 
with  an  inward  groan,  changed  his  tactics,  and 
walked  on  as  fast  as  he  could.  It  was  not  safe 
to  linger.  Jacob  would  get  tired  of  follo^\ing 
him,  or,  at  all  events,  could  be  eluded.  If  they 
could  once  get  to  the  distant  high-road,  a  coach 
would  overtake  them,  David  would  mount  it, 
having  previously  by  some  ingenious  means  se- 
cured his  bundle,  and  then  Jacob  might  howl  and 
flourish  his  pitchfork  as  much  as  he  liked. 
Meanwhile  he  was  under  the  fatal  necessity  of 
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being  very  kind  to  this  ogre,  and  of  providing  a 
large  breakfast  for  him  v^^hen  they  stopped  at  a 
roadside  inn.  It  was  ah*eady  three  hours  since 
they  had  started,  and  David  was  tired.  Would 
no  coach  be  coming  up  soon?  he  inquired.  No 
coach  for  the  next  two  hours.  But  there  was  a 
carrier's  cart  to  come  immediately,  on  its  wa}'  to 
the  next  town.  If  he  could  slip  out,  even  leaving 
his  bundle  behind,  and  get  into  the  cart  without 
J«":cob!  But  there  was  a  new  obstacle.  Jacob 
had  recently  discovered  a  remnant  of  sugar- 
candy  in  one  of  his  brother's  tail-pockets;  and, 
since  then,  had  cautiously  kept  his  hold  on  that 
limb  of  the  garment,  perhaj^s  with  an  expectation 
that  there  would  be  a  further  development  of 
sugar-candy  after  a  longer  or  shorter  interval. 
Now  every  one  who  has  worn  a  coat  will  under- 
stand the  sensibilities  that  must  keep  a  man  from 
starting  away  in  a  hurry  when  there  is  a  grasp 
on  his  coat-tail.  David  looked  forward  to  being 
well  received  among  strangers,  but  it  might  make 
a  difference  if  he  had  only  one  tail  to  his  coat. 

He  felt  himself  in  a  cold  perspiration.  He 
could  walk  no  more:  he  must  get  into  the  cart 
and  let  Jacob  get  in  with  him.  Presently  a  cheer- 
ing idea  occurred  to  him :  after  so  large  a  break- 
fast Jacob  would  be  sure  to  go  to  sleep  in  tlie 
cart;  you  see  at  once  that  David  meant  to  seize 
his  bundle,  jump  out,  and  be  free.  His  expecta- 
tion was  partly  fulfilled.  Jacob  did  go  to  sleep 
in  the  cart,  but  it  was  in  a  peculiar  attitude,  — 
it  was  with  his  arms  tightly  fastened  round  his 
dear  brother's  body;  and  if  ever  David  at- 
tempted to  move,  the  grasp  tightened  with  the 
force  of  an  affectionate  boa-constrictor. 
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"  Th'  innicent  's  fond  on  you,"  observed  the 
carrier,  thinking  that  David  was  probably  an 
amiable  brother,  and  wishing  to  pay  him  a 
compliment. 

David  groaned.  The  ways  of  thieving  were 
not  ways  of  pleasantness.  Oh,  why  had  he  an 
idiot  brother?  Or  why,  in  general,  was  the 
world  so  constituted  that  a  man  could  not  take 
his  mother's  guineas  comfortably?  David  be- 
came grimly  speculative. 

Copious  dinner  at  noon  for  Jacob;  but  little 
dinner,  because  little  appetite,  for  David.  In- 
stead of  eating,  he  plied  Jacob  with  beer;  for 
through  this  liberality  he  descried  a  hope.  Jacob 
fell  into  a  dead  sleep,  at  last,  without  having  his 
arms  round  David,  who  paid  the  reckoning,  took 
his  bundle,  and  walked  off.  In  another  half- 
hour  he  was  on  the  coach  on  his  way  to  Liver- 
pool, smiling  the  smile  of  the  triumphant  wicked. 
He  was  rid  of  Jacob,  —  he  was  bound  for  the 
Indies,  where  a  gidlible  princess  awaited  him. 
He  would  never  steal  any  more,  but  there  would 
be  no  need ;  he  would  show  himself  so  deserving 
that  people  would  make  him  presents  freely. 
He  must  give  up  the  notion  of  his  father's  leg- 
acy; but  it  was  not  likely  he  would  ever  want 
that  trifle ;  and  even  if  he  did,  —  why,  it  was  a 
compensation  to  think  that  in  being  forever 
divided  from  his  family  he  was  divided  from 
Jacob,  more  terrible  than  Gorgon  or  Demo- 
gorgon  to  David's  timid  green  eyes.  Thank 
Heaven,  he  should  never  see  Jacob  anv  more! 
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CHAPTER    II 


T  was  nearly  six  years  after  the  departure  of 
Mr.  David  Faux  for  the  West  Indies,  that 

the  vacant  shop  in  the  market-place  at  Grim- 
worth  was  understood  to  have  been  let  to  the 
stranger  with  a  sallow  complexion  and  a  buff 
cravat,  whose  first  appearance  had  caused  some 
excitement  in  the  bar  of  the  Woolpack,  where  he 
had  called  to  wait  for  the  coach. 

Grimworth,  to  a  discerning  eye,  was  a  good 
place  to  set  up  shopkeeping  in.  There  was  no 
competition  in  it  at  present;  the  Church-people 
had  their  own  grocer  and  draper;  the  Dissenters 
had  theirs ;  and  the  two  or  three  butchers  found 
a  ready  market  for  their  joints  without  strict 
reference  to  religious  persuasion,  —  except  that 
the  rector's  wife  had  given  a  general  order  for 
the  veal  sweet-breads  and  the  mutton  kidneys, 
while  Mr.  Rodd,  the  Baptist  minister,  had  re- 
quested that,  so  far  as  was  compatible  with  the 
fair  accommodation  of  other  customers,  the 
sheep's  trotters  might  be  reserved  for  him.  And 
it  was  likely  to  be  a  growing  place,  for  the  trus- 
tees of  Mr.  Zephaniah  Crypt's  Charity,  under 
the  stimulus  of  a  late  visitation  by  commission- 
er ,  were  beginning  to  apply  long-accumulating 
funds  to  the  rebuilding  of  the  Yellow  Coat 
School,  which  was  henceforth  to  be  carried  for- 
ward on  a  greatly  extended  scale,  the  testator 
having  left  no  restrictions  concerning  the  curri- 
culum^ but  only  concerning  the  coat. 
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The  shopkeepers  at  Grimworth  were  by  no 
means  unanimous  as  to  the  advantages  promised 
by  this  prospect  of  increased  population  and 
trading,  being  substantial  men,  who  liked  doing 
a  quiet  business  in  which  they  were  sure  of  their 
customers,  and  could  calculate  their  returns  to 
a  nicety.  Hitherto  it  had  been  held  a  point  of 
honour  by  the  families  in  Grimworth  parish,  to 
buy  their  sugar  and  their  flannel  at  the  shops 
where  their  fathers  and  mothers  had  bought  be- 
fore them ;  but  if  new-comers  were  to  bring  in  the 
system  of  neck-and-neck  trading,  and  solicit 
feminine  eyes  by  gown-pieces  laid  in  fan-like 
folds,  and  surmounted  by  artificial  flowers,  giv- 
ing them  a  factitious  charm  ( for  on  what  human 
figure  would  a  gown  sit  like  a  fan,  or  what  female 
head  was  like  a  bunch  of  China-asters?),  or,  if 
new  grocers  were  to  fill  their  windows  with 
mountains  of  currants  and  sugar,  made  seduc- 
tive by  contrast  and  tickets,  —  what  security  was 
there  for  Grimworth,  that  a  vagrant  spirit  in 
shopping,  once  introduced,  would  not  in  the  end 
carry  the  most  important  famihes  to  the  larger 
market  town  of  Cattelton,  where,  business  being 
done  on  a  system  of  small  profits  and  quick  re- 
turns, the  fashions  were  of  the  freshest,  and 
goods  of  all  kinds  might  be  bought  at  an 
advantage  ? 

With  this  view  of  the  times  predominant 
among  the  tradespople  at  Grimworth,  their  un- 
certainty concerning  the  nature  of  the  business 
which  the  sallow-complexioned  stranger  was 
about  to  set  up  in  the  vacant  shop,  naturally 
gave  some  additional  strength  to  the  fears  of  the 
less  sanguine.  ,  If  he  was  going  to  sell  drapery. 
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it  was  probable  that  a  pale-faced  fellow  like  that 
would  deal  in  sho\vy  and  inferior  articles,  — 
printed  cottons  and  muslins  which  would  leave 
their  dye  in  the  washtub,  jobbed  linen  full  of 
knots,  and  flannel  that  would  soon  look  like 
gauze.  If  grocery,  then  it  was  to  be  hoped  that 
no  mother  of  a  family  would  trust  the  teas  of  an 
untried  grocer.  Such  things  had  been  known  in 
some  parishes  as  tradesmen  going  about  canvass- 
ing for  custom  with  cards  in  their  pockets :  when 
people  came  from  nobody  knew  where,  there 
was  no  knomng  what  they  might  do.  It  was  a 
thousand  pities  that  Mr.  Moffat,  the  auctioneer 
and  broker,  had  died  without  leaving  anybody 
to  follow  him  in  the  business,  and  Mrs.  Cleve's 
trustee  ought  to  have  known  better  than  to  let 
a  shop  to  a  stranger.  Even  the  discovery  that 
ovens  were  being  put  up  on  the  premises,  and 
that  the  shop  was,  in  fact,  being  fitted  up  for  a 
confectioner  and  pastry-cook's  business,  hitherto 
unknown  in  Grimworth,  did  not  quite  suffice  to 
turn  the  scale  in  the  new-comer's  favour,  though 
the  landlady  at  the  Woolpack  defended  him 
warmly,  said  he  seemed  to  be  a  very  clever  young 
man,  and  from  what  she  could  make  out,  came 
of  a  very  good  family;  indeed,  was  most  likely 
a  good  many  people's  betters. 

It  certainly  made  a  blaze  of  light  and  colour, 
almost  as  if  a  rainbow  had  suddenly  descended 
into  the  market-place,  when,  one  fine  morning, 
the  shutters  were  taken  down  from  the  new  shop, 
and  the  two  windows  displayed  their  decorations. 
On  one  side  there  were  the  variegated  tints  of 
collared  and  marbled  meats,  set  off  by  bright 
green  leaves,  the  pale  broM^n  of  glazed  pies,  the 
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rich  tones  of  sauces  and  bottled  fruits  enclosed 
in  their  veil  of  glass,  —  altogether  a  sight  to 
bring  tears  into  the  eyes  of  a  Dutch  painter ;  and 
on  the  other,  there  was  a  predominance  of  the 
more  delicate  hues  of  pink  and  white  and  yellow 
and  buff,  in  the  abundant  lozenges,  candies, 
sweet  biscuits,  and  icings,  which  to  the  eyes  of  a 
bilious  person  might  easily  have  been  blended 
into  a  faery  landscape  in  Turner's  latest  style. 
What  a  sight  to  dawn  upon  the  eyes  of  Grim- 
worth  children!  They  almost  forgot  to  go  to 
their  dinner  that  day,  their  appetites  being  pre- 
occupied with  imaginary  sugar-plums;  and  I 
think  even  Punch,  setting  up  his  tabernacle  in 
the  market-place,  would  not  have  succeeded  in 
drawing  them  away  from  those  shop-windows, 
where  they  stood  according  to  gradations  of  size 
and  strength,  the  biggest  and  strongest  being 
nearest  the  window,  and  the  little  ones  in  the 
outermost  rows  lifting  wide-open  eyes  and 
mouths  towards  the  upper  tier  of  jars,  like  small 
birds  at  meal-time. 

The  elder  inhabitants  pished  and  pshawed  a 
little  at  the  folly  of  the  new  shopkeeper  in  ven- 
turing on  such  an  outlay  in  goods  that  would  not 
keep;  to  be  sure,  Christmas  was  coming,  but 
what  housewife  in  Grimworth  would  not  think 
shame  to  furnish  forth  her  table  with  articles  that 
were  not  home-cooked?  No,  no.  Mr.  Edward 
Freely,  as  he  called  himself,  was  deceived,  if  he 
thought  Grimworth  money  was  to  flow  into  his 
pockets  on  such  terms. 

Edward  Freely  was  the  name  that  shone  in 
gilt  letters  on  a.  mazarine  ground  over  the  door- 
place  of  the  new  shop,  —  a  generous-sounding 
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name,  that  might  have  belonged  to  the  open- 
hearted,  improvident  hero  of  an  old  comedy, 
who  would  have  delighted  in  raining  sugared  al- 
monds, like  a  new  manna-gift,  among  that  small 
generation  outside  the  windows.  But  Mr.  Ed- 
ward Freely  was  a  man  whose  impulses  were 
kept  in  due  subordination:  he  held  that  the  de- 
sire for  sweets  and  pastry  must  only  be  satisfied 
in  a  direct  ratio  with  the  power  of  paying  for 
them.  If  the  smallest  child  in  Grimworth  would 
go  to  him  with  a  halfpenny  in  its  tiny  fist,  he 
would,  after  ringing  the  halfpenny,  deliver  a 
just  equivalent  in  "  rock."  He  was  not  a  man 
to  cheat  even  the  smallest  child,  —  he  often  said 
so,  observing  at  the  same  time  that  he  loved  hon- 
esty, and  also  that  he  was  very  tender-hearted, 
though  he  did  n't  show  his  feehngs  as  some 
people  did. 

Either  in  reward  of  such  virtue,  or  according 
to  some  more  hidden  law  of  sequence,  Mr. 
Freely 's  business,  in  spite  of  prejudice,  started 
under  favourable  auspices.  For  Mrs.  Chaloner, 
the  rector's  wife,  w^as  among  the  earliest  cus- 
tomers at  the  shop,  thinking  it  only  right  to  en- 
courage a  new  parishioner  who  had  made  a  deco- 
rous appearance  at  church;  and  she  found  Mr. 
Freely  a  most  civil,  obliging  young  man,  and 
intelligent  to  a  surprising  degree  for  a  confec- 
tioner; well-principled,  too,  for  in  giving  her  use- 
ful hints  about  choosing  sugars  he  had  tlirown 
much  light  on  the  dishonesty  of  other  trades- 
men. Moreover,  he  had  been  in  the  West  Indies, 
and  had  seen  the  very  estate  which  had  been  her 
poor  grandfather's  property;  and  he  said  the 
missionaries  were  the  only  cause  of  the  negro's 
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discontent,  —  an  observing  young  man,  evi- 
dently. Mrs.  Chaloner  ordered  wine-biscuits 
and  olives,  and  gave  INIr.  Freely  to  understand 
that  she  should  find  his  shop  a  great  convenience. 
So  did  the  doctor's  wife,  and  so  did  Mrs.  Gate, 
at  the  large  carding-mill,  who,  having  high  con- 
nections frequently  visiting  her,  might  be  ex- 
pected to  have  a  large  consumption  of  ratafias 
and  macaroons. 

The  less  aristocratic  matrons  of  Grimworth 
seemed  likely  at  first  to  justify  their  husbands' 
confidence  that  they  would  never  pay  a  percent- 
age of  profits  on  cLrop-cakes,  instead  of  making 
their  own,  or  get  up  a  hollow  show  of  liberal 
housekeeping  by  purchasing  slices  of  collared 
meat  when  a  neighbour  came  in  for  supper.  But 
it  is  my  task  to  narrate  the  gradual  corruption 
of  Grimworth  manners  from  their  primitive  sim- 
plicity, —  a  melancholy  task,  if  it  were  not 
cheered  by  the  prospect  of  the  fine  peripateia 
or  downfall  by  which  the  progress  of  the  corrup- 
tion was  ultimately  checked. 

It  was  young  Mrs.  Steene,  the  veterinary  sur- 
geon's wife,  who  first  gave  way  to  temptation. 
I  fear  she  had  been  rather  over-educated  for  her 
station  in  life,  for  she  knew  by  heart  many  pas- 
sages in  "  Lalla  Rookh,"  the  "  Corsair,"  and  the 
"  Siege  of  Corinth,"  which  had  given  her  a  dis- 
taste for  domestic  occupations,  and  caused  her 
a  withering  disappointment  at  the  discovery  that 
Mr.  Steene,  since  his  marriage,  had  lost  all  in- 
terest in  the  "  bulbul,"  openly  preferred  discuss- 
ing the  nature  of  spavin  with  a  coarse  neighbour, 
and  was  angry  if  the  pudding  turned  out  watery, 
■ —  indeed,  was  .pimply  a  top-booted  "  vet.,"  who 


376  BROTHER   JACOB 

came  in  hungry  at  dinner-time;  and  not  in  the 
least  hke  a  nobleman  turned  Corsair  out  of  pure 
scorn  for  his  race,  or  like  a  renegade  with  a 
turban  and  crescent,  unless  it  were  in  the  irrita- 
bility of  his  temper.  And  scorn  is  such  a  very 
different  thing  in  top-boots! 

This  brutal  man  had  invited  a  supper-party 
for  Christmas-eve,  when  he  would  expect  to  see 
mince-pies  on  the  table.  Mrs.  Steene  had  pre- 
pared her  mince-meat,  and  had  devoted  much 
butter,  fine  flour,  and  labour  to  the  making  of  a 
batch  of  pies  in  the  morning;  but  they  proved 
to  be  so  very  heavy  when  they  came  out  of  the 
oven,  that  she  could  only  think  with  trembling 
of  the  moment  when  her  husband  should  catch 
sight  of  them  on  the  supper-table.  He  would 
storm  at  her,  she  was  certain ;  and  before  all  the 
company;  and  then  she  should  never  help  cry- 
ing :  it  was  so  dreadful  to  think  she  had  come  to 
that,  after  the  bulbul  and  everything!  Sud- 
denly the  thought  darted  through  her  mind  that 
this  once  she  might  send  for  a  dish  of  mince-pies 
from  Freely's:  she  knew  he  had  some.  But 
what  was  to  become  of  the  eighteen  heavy  mince- 
pies  ?  Oh,  it  was  of  no  use  thinking  about  that ; 
it  was  very  expensive,  —  indeed,  making  mince- 
pies  at  all  was  a  great  expense,  when  they  were 
not  sure  to  turn  out  well:  it  would  be  much 
better  to  buy  them  ready-made.  You  paid  a 
little  more  for  them,  but  there  was  no  risk  of 
waste. 

Such  was  the  sophistry  with  which  this  mis- 
guided young  woman —  Enough!  Mrs.  Steene 
sent  for  the  mince-pies,  and,  I  am  grieved  to  add, 
garbled  her  household  accounts  in  order  to  con- 
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ceal  the  fact  from  her  husband.  This  was  the 
second  step  in  a  downward  course,  all  owing  to 
a  young  woman's  being  out  of  harmony  with  her 
circumstances,  yearning  after  renegades  and 
bulbuls,  and  being  subject  to  claims  from  a  vet- 
erinary surgeon  fond  of  mince-pies.  The  third 
step  was  to  harden  herself  by  telling  the  fact  of 
the  bought  mince-pies  to  her  intimate  friend 
Mrs.  Mole,  who  had  already  guessed  it,  and  who 
subsequently  encouraged  herself  in  buying  a 
mould  of  jelly,  instead  of  exerting  her  own  skill, 
by  the  reflection  that  "  other  j^eople  "  did  the 
same  sort  of  thing.  The  infection  spread ;  soon 
there  was  a  party  or  clique  in  Grimworth  on  the 
side  of  "  buying  at  Freely's;  "  and  many  hus- 
bands, kept  for  some  time  in  the  dark  on  this 
point,  innocently  swallowed  at  two  mouthfuls  a 
tart  on  which  they  were  paying  a  profit  of  a  hun- 
dred per  cent,  and  as  innocently  encouraged  a 
fatal  disingenuousness  in  the  partners  of  their 
bosoms  by  praising  the  pastry.  Others,  more 
keen-sighted,  winked  at  the  too  frequent  pres- 
entation on  washing-days,  and  at  inxpromptu 
suppers,  of  superior  spiced-beef,  which  flattered 
their  palates  more  than  the  cold  remnants  they 
had  formerly  been  contented  with.  Every 
housewife  who  had  once  "  bought  at  Freely's  " 
felt  a  secret  joy  when  she  detected  a  similar  per- 
version in  her  neighbour's  practice,  and  soon 
only  two  or  three  old-fashioned  mistresses  of 
families  held  out  in  the  protest  against  the  grow- 
ing demoralization,  saying  to  their  neighbours 
who  came  to  sup  with  them,  "  I  can't  offer  you 
Freely's  beef,  or  Freely's  cheese-cakes;  every- 
thing in  our  house  is  home-made ;    I  'm  afraid 
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you  11  hardly  have  any  appetite  for  our  plain 
pastry."  The  doctor,  whose  cook  was  not  satis- 
factory, the  curate,  who  kept  no  cook,  and  the 
mining  agent,  who  w^as  a  great  bon  vivant,  even 
began  to  rely  on  Freely  for  the  greater  part  of 
their  dinner,  when  they  wished  to  give  an  enter- 
tainment of  some  brilliancy.  In  short,  the  busi- 
ness of  manufacturing  the  more  fanciful  viands 
was  fast  passing  out  of  the  hands  of  maids  and 
matrons  in  private  families,  and  was  becoming 
the  work  of  a  special  commercial  organ. 

I  am  not  ignorant  that  this  sort  of  thing  is 
called  the  inevitable  course  of  civilization,  divi- 
sion of  labour,  and  so  forth,  and  that  the  maids 
and  matrons  may  be  said  to  have  had  their  hands 
set  free  from  cookery  to  add  to  the  wealth  of 
society  in  some  other  way.  Only  it  happened  at 
Grimworth,  which,  to  be  sure,  was  a  low  place, 
that  the  maids  and  matrons  could  do  nothing 
with  their  hands  at  all  better  than  cooking ;  not 
even  those  who  had  always  made  heavy  cakes  and 
leathery  pastrj^  And  so  it  came  to  pass  that 
the  progress  of  civilization  at  Grimworth  was 
not  otherwise  apparent  than  in  the  impoverish- 
ment of  men,  the  gossiping  idleness  of  women, 
and  the  heightening  prosperity  of  Mr.  Edward 
Freely. 

The  Yellow  Coat  School  was  a  double  source 
of  profit  to  the  calculating  confectioner;  for  he 
opened  an  eating-room  for  the  superior  work- 
men employed  on  the  new  school,  and  he  accom- 
modated the  pupils  at  the  old  school  by  giving 
great  attention  to  the  fancy-sugar  department. 
When  I  think  of  the  sweet-tasted  swans  and 
other  ingenious  white  shapes  crunched  by  the. 
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small  teeth  of  that  rising  generation,  I  am  glad 
to  remember  that  a  certain  amount  of  calcareous 
food  has  been  held  good  for  young  creatures 
whose  bones  are  not  quite  formed;  for  I  have 
observed  these  delicacies  to  have  an  inorganic 
flavour  which  would  have  recommended  them 
greatly  to  that  young  lady  of  the  "  Spectator's  " 
acquaintance  who  habitually  made  her  dessert 
on  the  stems  of  tobacco-pipes. 

As  for  the  confectioner  himself,  he  made  his 
way  gradually  into  Grimworth  homes,  as  his 
commodities  did,  in  spite  of  some  initial  repug- 
nance. Somehow  or  other,  his  reception  as  a 
guest  seemed  a  thing  that  required  justifying, 
like  the  purchasing  of  his  pastry.  In  the  first 
place  he  was  a  stranger,  and  therefore  open  to 
suspicion;  secondly,  the  confectionery  business 
was  so  entirely  new  at  Grimworth  that  its  place 
in  the  scale  of  rank  had  not  been  distinctly  ascer- 
tained. There  was  no  doubt  about  drapers  and 
grocers,  when  they  came  of  good  old  Grimworth 
families,  like  Mr.  Luff  and  Mr.  Prettyman: 
they  visited  with  the  Palfreys,  who  farmed  their 
own  land,  played  many  a  game  at  whist  with  the 
doctor,  and  condescended  a  little  towards  the 
timber-merchant,  who  had  lately  taken  to  the 
coal-trade  also,  and  had  got  new  furniture;  but 
whether  a  confectioner  should  be  admitted  to 
this  higher  level  of  respectability,  or  should  be 
understood  to  find  his  associates  among  butchers 
and  bakers,  was  a  new  question  on  which  tradi- 
tion threw  no  light.  His  being  a  bachelor  was 
in  his  favour,  and  would  perhaps  have  been 
enough  to  turn  the  scale,  even  if  Mr.  Edward 
Freely's  other  personal  pretensions  had  been  of 
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an  entirely  insignificant  cast.  But  so  far  from 
this,  it  very  soon  appeared  that  he  was  a  remark- 
able young  man,  who  had  been  in  the  West 
Indies,  and  had  seen  many  wonders  by  sea  and 
land,  so  that  he  could  charm  the  ears  of  Grim- 
worth  Desdemonas  with  stories  of  strange  fishes, 
especially  sharks,  which  he  had  stabbed  in  the 
nick  of  time  by  bravely  plunging  overboard  just 
as  the  monster  was  turning  on  his  side  to  devour 
the  cook's  mate ;  of  terrible  fevers  which  he  had 
undergone  in  a  land  where  the  wind  blows  from 
all  quarters  at  once;  of  rounds  of  toast  cut 
straight  from  the  bread-fruit  trees ;  of  toes  bitten 
off  by  land-crabs;  of  large  honours  that  had 
been  offered  to  him  as  a  man  who  knew  what 
was  what,  and  was  therefore  particularly  needed 
in  a  tropical  climate;  and  of  a  Creole  heiress 
who  had  wept  bitterly  at  his  departure.  Such 
conversational  talents  as  these,  we  know,  will 
overcome  disadvantages  of  complexion;  and 
young  Towers,  whose  cheeks  were  of  the  finest 
pink,  set  off  by  a  fringe  of  dark  whisker,  was 
quite  eclipsed  by  the  presence  of  the  sallow  Mr. 
Freely.  So  exceptional  a  confectioner  elevated 
his  business,  and  might  well  begin  to  make  dis- 
engaged hearts  flutter  a  little. 

Fathers  and  mothers  were  naturally  more 
slow  and  cautious  in  their  recognition  of  the  new- 
comer's merits. 

"  He  's  an  amusing  fellow,"  said  Mr.  Pretty- 
man,  the  highly  respectable  grocer.  (Mrs. 
Prettyman  was  a  Miss  Fothergill,  and  her  sister 
had  married  a  London  mercer.)  "He's  an 
amusing  fellow;  and  I  've  no  objection  to  his 
making  one  at  the  Oyster  Club ;  but  he  's  a  bit 
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too  fond  of  riding  the  high  horse.  He  's  uncom- 
monly knowing,  I  'U  allow;  but  how  came  he  to 
go  to  the  Indies?  I  should  hke  that  answered. 
It 's  unnatural  in  a  confectioner.  I  'm  not  fond 
of  people  that  have  been  beyond  seas,  if  they 
can't  give  a  good  account  how  they  happened  to 
go.  When  folks  go  so  far  off,  it's  because 
they  've  got  little  credit  nearer  home,  —  that 's 
my  opinion.  However,  he's  got  some  good 
rum;  but  I  don't  want  to  be  hand  and  glove  with 
him,  for  all  that." 

It  was  this  kind  of  dim  suspicion  which  be- 
clouded the  view  of  INIr.  Freely's  qualities  in  the 
maturer  minds  of  Grimworth  through  the  early 
months  of  his  residence  there.     But  when  the 
confectioner  ceased  to  be  a  novelty,  the  suspi- 
cions also  ceased  to  be  novel,  and  people  got 
tired   of   hinting   at   them,    especially   as   they 
seemed  to  be  refuted  by  his  advancing  prosperity 
and  importance.     Mr.  Freely  was  becoming  a 
person  of  influence  in  the  parish;   he  was  found 
useful  as  an  overseer  of  the  poor,  having  great 
firnmess  in  enduring  other  peoj)le's  pain,  which 
firmness,  he  said,  was  due  to  his  great  benevo- 
lence; he  always  did  what  was  good  for  people 
in  the  end.    Mr.  Chaloner  had  even  selected  him 
as  clergyman's  churchwarden,  for  he  was  a  very 
handy  "man,  and  much  more  of  Mr.  Chaloner's 
opinion  in  everything  about  church  business  than 
the  older  parishioners.     Mr.  Freely  was  a  very 
regular  churchman,  but  at  the  Oyster  Club  he 
was  sometimes  a  little  free  in  his  conversation, 
more  than  hinting  at  a  life  of  Sultanic  self-indul- 
gence which  he  had  passed  in  the  West  Indies, 
shaking  his  head  now  and  then  and  smiling 
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rather  bitterly,  as  men  are  wont  to  do  when  they 
intimate  that  they  have  become  a  Uttle  too  wise 
to  be  instructed  about  a  world  which  has  long 
been  flat  and  stale  to  them. 

For  some  time  he  was  quite  general  in  his  at- 
tentions to  the  fair  sex,  combining  the  gallan- 
tries of  a  lady's  man  with  a  severity  of  criticism 
on  the  person  and  manners  of  absent  belles, 
which  tended  rather  to  stimulate  in  the  feminine 
breast  the  desire  to  conquer  the  approval  of  so 
fastidious  a  judge.  Nothing  short  of  the  very 
best  in  the  department  of  female  charms  and 
virtues  could  suffice  to  kindle  the  ardour  of  Mr. 
Eidward  Freely,  who  had  become  familiar  with 
the  most  luxuriant  and  dazzling  beauty  in  the 
West  Indies.  It  may  seem  incredible  that  a  con- 
fectioner should  have  ideas  and  conversation  so 
much  resembling  those  to  be  met  ^\dth  in  a  higher 
walk  of  life,  but  it  must  be  remembered  that  he 
had  not  merely  travelled,  he  had  also  bow-legs 
and  a  sallow,  small- featured  visage,  so  that 
Nature  herself  had  stamped  him  for  a  fastidious 
connoisseur  of  the  fair  sex. 

At  last,  however,  it  seemed  clear  that  Cupid 
had  found  a  sharper  arrow  than  usual,  and  that 
Mr.  Freely's  heart  was  pierced.  It  was  the 
general  talk  among  the  young  people  at  Grim- 
worth.  But  was  it  really  love,  and  not  rather 
ambition?  Miss  Fullilove,  the  timber-merchant's 
daughter,  was  quite  sure  that  if  she  were  Miss 
Penny  Palfrey,  she  would  be  cautious;  it  was 
not  a  good  sign  when  men  looked  so  much  above 
themselves  for  a  wife.  For  it  was  no  less  a  per- 
son than  Miss  Penelope  Palfrey,  second  daugh- 
ter of  the  Mr.  Palfrey  who  farmed  his  own  land. 
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that  had  attracted  Mr.  Freely's  peculiar  regard, 
and  conquered  his  fastidiousness;  and  no 
wonder;  for  the  Ideal,  as  exhibited  in  the  finest 
waxwork,  was  perhaps  never  so  closely  ap- 
proached by  the  Real  as  in  the  person  of  the 
pretty  Penelope.  Her  yellowish  flaxen  hair  did 
not  curl  naturally,  I  admit,  but  its  bright  crisp 
ringlets  were  such  smooth,  perfect  miniature 
tubes,  that  you  would  have  longed  to  pass  your 
little  finger  through  them,  and  feel  their  soft 
elasticity.  She  wore  them  in  a  crop,  for  in  those 
days,  when  society  was  in  a  healthier  state, 
young  ladies  wore  crops  long  after  they  were 
twenty,  and  Penelope  was  not  yet  nineteen. 
Like  the  waxen  ideal,  she  had  round  blue  eyes, 
and  round  nostrils  in  her  httle  nose,  and  teeth 
such  as  the  Ideal  would  be  seen  to  have,  if  it  ever 
showed  them.  Altogether,  she  was  a  small, 
round  thing,  as  neat  as  a  pink  and  white  double 
daisy,  and  as  guileless;  for  I  hope  it  does  not 
argue  guile  in  a  pretty  damsel  of  nineteen,  to 
think  that  she  should  like  to  have  a  beau  and  be 
"  engaged,"  when  her  elder  sister  had  already 
been  in  that  position  a  year  and  a  half.  To  be 
sure,  there  was  young  Towers  always  coming 
to  the  house;  but  Penny  felt  convinced  he  only 
came  to  see  her  brother,  for  he  never  had  any- 
thing to  say  to  her,  and  never  offered  her  his 
arm,  and  was  as  awkward  and  silent  as  possible. 
It  is  not  unlikel}^  that  Mr.  Freely  had  early 
been  smitten  by  Penny's  charms,  as  brought 
under  his  observation  at  church,  but  he  had  to 
make  his  way  in  society  a  little  before  he  could 
come  into  nearer  contact  with  them;  and  even 
after  he  was  well  received  in  Grimworth  families. 
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it  was  a  long  while  before  he  could  converse  with 
Penny  otherwise  than  in  an  incidental  meeting 
at  Mr.  Luff's.    It  was  not  so  easy  to  get  invited 
to  Long  Meadows,  the  residence  of  the  Palfreys; 
for  though  Mr.  Palfrey  had  been  losing  money 
of  late  years,  not  being  able  quite  to  recover  his 
feet  after  the  terrible  murrain  which  forced  him 
to  borrow,  his  family  were  far  from  considering 
themselves  on  the  same  level  even  as  the  old- 
established  tradespeople  with  whom  they  visited. 
The  greatest  people,   even  kings  and   queens, 
must  visit  with  somebody,  and  the  equals  of  the 
great  are  scarce.     They  were  especially  scarce 
at  Grimworth,  which,  as  I  have  before  observed, 
was   a   low    parish,   mentioned   with   the   most 
scornful  brevity  in  gazetteers.     Even  the  great 
people  there  were  far  behind  those  of  their  own 
standing  in  other  parts  of  this  realm.    Mr.  Pal- 
frey's farmyard  doors  had  the  paint  all  worn  off 
them,  and  the  front  garden  walks  had  long  been 
merged  in  a  general  weediness.    Still,  his  father 
had  been  called  Squire  Palfrey,  and  had  been 
respected  by  the  last  Grimworth  generation  as  a 
man  who  could  afford  to  drink  too  much  in  his 
own  house. 

Pretty  Penny  was  not  blind  to  the  fact  that 
Mr.  Freely  admired  her,  and  she  felt  sure  that 
it  was  he  who  had  sent  her  a  beautiful  valentine ; 
but  her  sister  seemed  to  think  so  lightly  of  him 
{all  young  ladies  think  lightly  of  the  gentlemen 
to  whom  they  are  not  engaged)  that  Penny 
never  dared  mention  him,  and  trembled  and 
blushed  whenever  they  met  him,  thinking  of  the 
valentine,  which  was  very  strong  in  its  expres- 
sions, and  which  she  felt  guilty  of  knowing  by 


BROTHER   JACOB  385 

heart     A  man  who  had  been  to  the  Indies,  and 
knew  the  sea  so  weU,  seemed  to  her  a  sort  ot 
pubUc  character,  almost  Uke  Robmson  Crusoe 
or  Captain  Cook;  and  Penny  had  always  wished 
her   husband   to   be    a   remarkable    personage, 
likely  to  be  put  in  Hangnail's  Questions,  with 
which  register  of  the  immortals  she  had  become 
acquainted  during  her  one  year  at  a  boarding- 
school     Only  it  seemed  strange  that  a  remark- 
able man  should  be  a  confectioner  and  pastry- 
cook, and  this  anomaly  quite  disturbed  Penny  s 
dreams.     Her  brothers,  she  knew,  laughed  at 
men  who  couldn't  sit  on  horseback  well,  and 
called  them  tailors;   but  her  brothers  were  very 
rough,  and  were  quite  without  that  power  ot 
anecdote  which  made  Mr.  Freely  such  a  dehght- 
ful  companion.    He  was  a  very  good  man,  she 
thought,   for  she  had  heard  him   say   at  Mr. 
Luff's,  one  day,  that  he  always  wished  to  do  his 
duty,   in  whatever  state  of  life  he  might  be 
placed;  and  he  knew  a  great  deal  of  poetry,  tor 
one  day  he  had  repeated  a  verse  of  a  song,    ^he 
wondered  if  he  had  made  the  words  of  the  valen- 
tine! —  it  ended  in  this  way:  — 

"  Without  thee,  it  is  pain  to  live, 
But  with  thee,  it  were  sweet  to  die." 

Poor  Mr.  Freely!  her  father  would  very  likely 
obiect,  —  she  felt  sure  he  would,  for  he  always 
called  Mr.  Freely  "that  sugar-plum  fellow. 
Oh  it  was  very  cruel,  when  true  love  was  crossed 
in  that  way,  and  all  because  Mr.  Freely  was  a 
confectioner;  well,  Penny  would  be  true  to  him, 
for  all  that,  and  since  his  being  a  confectioner 
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gave  her  an  opportunity  of  showing  her  faith- 
fulness, she  was  glad  of  it.  Edward  Freely  was 
a  pretty  name,  much  better  than  Jolin  Towers. 
Young  Towers  had  offered  her  a  rose  out  of  his 
button-hole  the  other  day,  blushing  very  much; 
but  she  refused  it,  and  thought  with  delight  how 
much  ]Mr.  Freely  would  be  comforted  if  he 
knew  her  firmness  of  mind. 

Poor  little  Penny !  the  days  were  so  very  long 
among  the  daisies  on  a  grazing  farm,  and 
thought  is  so  active, —  how  was  it  possible  that 
the  inward  drama  should  not  get  the  start  of  the 
outward?  I  have  known  young  ladies,  much 
better  educated,  and  with  an  outward  world 
diversified  by  instructive  lectures,  to  say  nothing 
of  literature  and  highly  developed  fancy-work, 
who  have  spun  a  cocoon  of  visionary  joys  and 
sorrows  for  themselves,  just  as  Penny  did.  Her 
elder  sister  Letitia,  who  had  a  prouder  style  of 
beauty,  and  a  more  worldly  ambition,  was  en- 
gaged to  a  wool-factor,  who  came  all  the  way 
from  Cattelton  to  see  her ;  and  everybody  knows 
that  a  wool-factor  takes  a  very  high  rank,  some- 
times driving  a  double-bodied  gig.  Letty's 
notions  got  Iiigher  every  day,  and  Penny  never 
dared  to  speak  of  her  cherished  griefs  to  her 
lofty  sister,  —  never  dared  to  propose  that  they 
should  call  at  Mr.  Freely 's  to  buy  liquorice, 
though  she  had  prepared  for  such  an  incident  by 
mentioning  a  slight  sore  throat.  So  she  had  to 
pass  the  shop  on  the  other  side  of  the  market- 
place, and  reflect,  with  a  suppressed  sigh,  that 
behind  those  pink  and  white  jars  somebody  was 
thinking  of  her  tenderly,  unconscious  of  the 
small  space  that  divided  her  from  him. 
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And  it  was  quite  true  that,  when  business  per- 
mitted, Mr.  Freely  thought  a  great  deal  of 
Penny.  He  thought  her  prettiness  comparable 
to  the  loveliest  things  in  confectionery;  he 
judged  her  to  be  of  submissive  temper,  —  likely 
to  wait  upon  him  as  well  as  if  she  had  been  a 
negress,  and  to  be  silently  terrified  when  his 
liver  made  him  irritable;  and  he  considered  the 
Palfrey  family  quite  the  best  in  the  parish  pos- 
sessing marriageable  daughters.  On  the  whole, 
he  thought  her  worthy  to  become  Mrs.  Edward 
Freely,  and  all  the  more  so,  because  it  would 
probably  require  some  ingenuity  to  win  her. 
J\ir.  Palfrey  was  capable  of  horsewhipping  a 
too  rash  pretender  to  his  daughter's  hand;  and, 
moreover,  he  had  three  tall  sons:  it  was  clear 
that  a  suitor  would  be  at  a  disadvantage  mth  such 
a  family,  unless  travel  and  natural  acumen  had 
given  him  a  countervailing  power  of  contrivance. 
And  the  first  idea  that  occurred  to  him  in  the 
matter  was  that  Mr.  Palfrey  would  object  less 
if  he  knew  that  the  Freelys  were  a  much  higher 
family  than  his  own.  It  had  been  foolish  mod- 
esty in  him  hitherto  to  conceal  the  fact  that  a 
branch  of  the  Freelys  held  a  manor  in  Yorkshire, 
and  to  shut  up  the  portrait  of  his  great-uncle 
the  admiral,  instead  of  hanging  it  up  where  a 
family  portrait  should  be  hung,  —  over  the 
mantelpiece  in  the  parlour.  Admiral  Freely, 
K.  C.  B.,  once  placed  in  this  conspicuous  posi- 
tion, was  seen  to  have  had  one  arm  only,  and  one 
eye,  —  in  these  points  resembling  the  heroic 
Nelson,  —  while  a  certain  pallid  insignificance  of 
feature  confirmed  the  relationsliip  between  him- 
self and  his  grand-nephew. 
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Next,  Mr.  Freely  was  seized  with  an  irrepres- 
sible ambition  to  possess  ISlrs.  Palfrey's  receipt 
for  bra^vn,  hers  being  pronounced  on  all  hands 
to  be  superior  to  his  own,  —  as  he  informed  her 
in  a  very  flattering  letter  carried  by  his  errand- 
boy.  Now,  JMrs.  Palfrey,  like  other  geniuses, 
wrought  by  instinct  rather  than  by  rule,  and  pos- 
sessed no  receipts,  —  indeed,  despised  all  people 
who  used  them,  observing  that  people  who 
pickled  by  book  must  pickle  by  weights  and 
measures,  and  such  nonsense ;  as  for  herself,  her 
weights  and  measures  were  the  tip  of  her  finger 
and  the  tip  of  her  tongue,  and  if  you  went 
nearer,  why,  of  course,  for  dry  goods  like  flour 
and  spice,  you  went  by  handfuls  and  pinches, 
and  for  M-et,  there  was  a  middle-sized  jug,  — 
quite  the  best  thing  whether  for  much  or  little, 
because  you  might  know  how  much  a  teacup ful 
was  if  you  'd  got  any  use  of  your  senses,  and 
you  might  be  sure  it  would  take  five  middle- 
sized  jugs  to  make  a  gallon.  Knowledge  of  this 
kind  is  like  Titian's  colouring,  difficult  to  com- 
municate; and  as  ^Irs.  Palfrey,  once  remark- 
ably handsome,  had  now  become  rather  stout 
and  asthmatical,  and  scarcely  ever  left  home,  her 
oral  teaching  could  hardly  be  given  anywhere 
except  at  Long  Meadows.  Even  a  matron  is 
not  insusceptible  to  flattery,  and  the  prospect  of 
a  visitor  whose  great  object  would  be  to  listen 
to  her  conversation,  was  not  without  its  charms 
to  Mrs.  Palfrey.  Since  there  was  no  receipt  to 
be  sent  in  reply  to  Mr.  Freely's  humble  request, 
she  called  on  her  more  docile  daughter,  Penny, 
to  write  a  note,  telling  Iiim  that  her  mother 
would  be  glad  to  see  him  and  talk  with  him  on 
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brawn,  any  day  that  he  could  call  at  Long 
Meadows.  Penny  obeyed  ^\dth  a  trembling 
hand,  thinking  how  wonderfully  things  came 
about  in  this  world. 

In  this  way  Mr.  Freely  got  himself  intro- 
duced into  the  home  of  the  Palfreys,  and,  not- 
withstanding a  tendency  in  the  male  part  of  the 
family  to  jeer  at  him  a  little  as  "  peaky  "  and 
bow-legged,  he  presently  established  his  position 
as  an  accepted  and  frequent  guest.  Young 
Towers  looked  at  him  with  increasing  disgust 
when  they  met  at  the  house  on  a  Sunday,  and 
secretly  longed  to  try  his  ferret  upon  him,  as  a 
piece  of  vermin  which  that  valuable  animal 
would  be  likely  to  tackle  with  unhesitating 
vigour.     But  —  so  blind  sometimes  are  parents 

—  neither  Mr.  nor  Mrs.  Palfrey  suspected  that 
Penny  would  have  anything  to  say  to  a  trades- 
man of  questionable  rank  whose  youthful  bloom 
was  much  withered.  Young  Towers,  they 
thought,  had  an  eye  to  her,  and  that  was  hkely 
enough  to  be  a  match  some  day ;  but  Penny  was 
a  child  at  present.  And  all  the  while  Penny 
was  imagining  the  circumstances  under  which 
Mr.  Freely  would  make  her  an  offer:  perhaps 
down  by  the  row  of  damson-trees,  when  they 
were  in  the  garden  before  tea ;  perhaps  by  letter, 

—  in  which  case  how  would  the  letter  begin  ? 
"  Dearest  Penelope,"  or  "  My  dear  Miss  Penel- 
ope," or  straight  off,  without  dear  anything,  as 
seemed  the  most  natural  when  people  were  em- 
barrassed? But,  however  he  might  make  the 
offer,  she  would  not  accept  it  without  her 
father's  consent:  she  would  always  be  true  to 
Mr.    Freely,   but   she   would   not   disobey   her 
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father.  For  Penny  was  a  good  girl,  though 
some  of  her  female  friends  were  afterwards  of 
opinion  that  it  spoke  ill  for  her  not  to  have  felt 
an  instinctive  repugnance  to  Mr.  Freely. 

But  he  was  cautious,  and  wished  to  be  quite 
sure  of  the  ground  he  trod  on.  His  views  in 
marriage  were  not  entirely  sentimental,  but 
were  as  duly  mingled  with  considerations  of 
what  would  be  advantageous  to  a  man  in  his 
position  as  if  he  had  had  a  very  large  amount  of 
money  spent  on  his  education.  He  was  not  a 
man  to  fall  in  love  in  the  wrong  place ;  and  so  he 
applied  himself  quite  as  much  to  conciliate  the 
favour  of  tlie  parents  as  to  secure  the  attachment 
of  Penny.  ]Mrs.  Palfrey  had  not  been  inacces- 
sible to  flattery,  and  her  husband,  being  also  of 
mortal  mould,  would  not,  it  might  be  hoped,  be 
proof  against  rum,  —  that  very  fine  Jamaica 
rum  of  which  Mr.  Freely  expected  always  to 
have  a  supply  sent  him  from  Jamaica.  It  was 
not  easy  to  get  Mr.  Palfrey  into  the  parlour 
behind  the  shop,  where  a  mild  back-street  light 
fell  on  the  features  of  the  heroic  admiral;  but 
by  getting  hold  of  him  rather  late  one  evening 
as  he  was  about  to  return  home  from  Grimworth, 
the  aspiring  lover  succeeded  in  persuading  him 
to  sup  on  some  collared  beef  w^hich,  after  Mrs. 
Palfrey's  brawn,  he  would  find  the  very  best  of 
cold  eating. 

From  that  hour  Mr.  Freely  felt  sure  of  suc- 
cess: being  in  privacy  with  an  estimable  man 
old  enough  to  be  his  father,  and  being  rather 
lonely  in  the  world,  it  was  natural  he  should 
unbosom  himself  a  little  on  subjects  which  he 
could  not  speak  of  in  a  mixed  circle, —  espe- 
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cially  concerning  his  expectations  from  his  uncle 
in  Jamaica,  who  had  no  children,  and  loved  his 
nephew  Edward  better  than  any  one  else  in  the 
world,  though  he  had  been  so  hurt  at  his  leaving 
Jamaica  that  he  had  threatened  to  cut  him  off 
with  a  shilling.  However,  he  had  since  written 
to  state  his  full  forgiveness,  and  though  he  was 
an  eccentric  old  gentleman  and  could  not  bear 
to  give  away  money  during  his  life,  Mr.  Edward 
Freely  could  show  Mr.  Palfrey  the  letter  which 
declared,  plainly  enough,  who  would  be  the 
affectionate  uncle's  heir.  Mr.  Palfrey  actually 
saw  the  letter,  and  could  not  help  admiring  the 
spirit  of  the  nephew  who  declared  that  such 
brilliant  hopes  as  these  made  no  difference  to  his 
conduct;  he  should  work  at  his  humble  business 
and  make  his  modest  fortune  at  it  all  the  same. 
If  the  Jamaica  estate  was  to  come  to  him,  — 
well  and  good.  It  was  nothing  very  surprising 
for  one  of  the  Freely  family  to  have  an  estate 
left  him,  considering  the  lands  that  family  had 
possessed  in  time  gone  by,  —  nay,  still  possessed 
in  the  Northumberland  branch.  Would  not 
Mr.  Palfrey  take  another  glass  of  rum,  and  also 
look  at  the  last  year's  balance  of  the  accounts? 
Mr.  Freely  was  a  man  who  cared  to  possess 
personal  virtues,  and  did  not  pique  himself  on 
his  family,  though  some  men  would. 

We  know  how  easily  the  great  Leviathan  may 
be  led,  when  once  there  is  a  hook  in  his  nose  or  a 
bridle  in  his  jaws.  Mr.  Palfrey  was  a  large 
man,  but,  like  Leviathan's,  his  bulk  went  against 
him  when  once  he  had  taken  a  turning.  He  was 
not  a  mercurial  man,  who  easily  changed  his 
point  of  view.     Enough.     Before  two  months 
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were  over,  he  had  given  his  consent  to  Mr. 
Freely's  marriage  with  his  daughter  Penny, 
and  having  hit  on  a  formula  by  which  he  could 
justify  it,  fenced  off  all  doubts  and  objections, 
his  own  included.  The  formula  was  this :  "I'm 
not  a  man  to  put  my  head  up  an  entry  before  I 
know  where  it  leads." 

Little  Penny  was  very  proud  and  fluttering, 
but  hardly  so  happy  as  she  expected  to  be  in  an 
engagement.  She  wondered  if  young  Towers 
cared  much  about  it,  for  he  had  not  been  to  the 
house  lately,  and  her  sister  and  brothers  were 
rather  inclined  to  sneer  than  to  sympathize. 
Grimworth  rang  with  the  news.  All  men  ex- 
tolled Mr.  Freely's  good  fortune;  while  the 
women,  with  the  tender  solicitude  characteristic 
of  the  sex,  wished  the  marriage  might  turn  out 
well. 

While  affairs  were  at  this  triumphant  junc- 
ture, Mr.  Freely  one  morning  observed  that  a 
stone-carver  who  had  been  brea*kfasting  in  the 
eating-room  had  left  a  newspaper  behind.     It 

was  the  "  X shire  Gazette,"  and,  X shire 

being  a  county  not  unknown  to  Mr.  Freely,  he 
felt  some  curiosity  to  glance  over  it,  and  espe- 
cially over  the  advertisements.  A  slight  flush 
came  over  his  face  as  he  read.  It  was  produced 
by  the  following  announcement:  "If  David 
Faux,  son  of  Jonathan  Faux,  late  of  Gilsbrook, 
will  apply  at  the  office  of  Mr.  Strutt,  attorney, 
of  Rodham,  he  will  hear  of  something  to  his 
advantage." 

"  Father  's  dead!  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Freely,  in- 
voluntarily.   "  Can  he  have  left  me  a  legacy?  " 


CHAPTER    III 


PERHAPS  it  was  a  result  quite  different 
from  your  expectations  that  Mr.  David 
Faux  should  have  returned  from  the  West 
Indies  only  a  few  years  after  his  arrival  there, 
and  have  set  up  in  his  old  business,  like  any 
plain  man  who  had  never  travelled.  But  these 
cases  do  occur  in  life.  Since,  as  we  know,  men 
change  their  skies  and  see  new  constellations 
without  changing  their  souls,  it  will  follow  some- 
times that  they  don't  change  their  business 
under  those  novel  circumstances. 

Certainly,  this  result  was  contrary  to  David's 
own  expectations.  He  had  looked  forward,  you 
are  aware,  to  a  brilliant  career  among  "  the 
blacks;"  but,  either  because  they  had  already 
seen  too  many  white  men,  or  for  some  other 
reason,  they  did  not  at  once  recognize  him  as  a 
superior  order  of  human  being;  besides,  there 
were  no  princesses  among  them.  Nobody  in 
Jamaica  was  anxious  to  maintain  David  for  the 
mere  pleasure  of  liis  society;  and  those  hidden 
merits  of  a  man  which  are  so  well  known  to  him- 
self were  as  little  recognized  there  as  they  noto- 
riously are  in  the  effete  society  of  the  Old 
World.  So  that  in  the  dark  hints  that  David 
threw  out  at  the  Oyster  Club  about  that  hfe  of 
Sultanic  self-indulgence  spent  by  him  in  the 
luxurious  Indies,  I  really  think  he  was  doing 
himself  a  wrong;  I  believe  he  worked  for  his 
bread,  and,  in  fact,  took  to  cooking  again,  as. 


894  BROTHER   JACOB 

after  all,  the  only  department  in  which  he  could 
offer  skilled  labour.  He  had  formed  several 
ingenious  plans  by  which  he  meant  to  circum- 
vent people  of  large  fortune  and  small  faculty; 
but  then  he  never  met  with  exactly  the  right 
people  under  exactly  the  right  circumstances. 
David's  devices  for  getting  rich  without  work 
had  apparently  no  direct  relation  with  the  world 
outside  him,  as  his  confectionery  receipts  had. 
It  is  possible  to  pass  a  great  many  bad  half- 
pennies and  bad  half-crowns,  but  I  believe  there 
has  no  instance  been  known  of  passing  a  half- 
penny or  a  half-crown  as  a  sovereign.  A 
sharper  can  drive  a  brisk  trade  in  this  world:  it 
is  undeniable  that  there  may  be  a  fine  career  for 
him,  if  he  will  dare  consequences;  but  David 
was  too  timid  to  be  a  sharper,  or  venture  in  any 
way  among  the  man-traps  of  the  law.  He 
dared  rob  nobody  but  his  mother.  And  so  he 
had  to  fall  back  on  the  genuine  value  there  was  in 
him, — to  be  content  to  pass  as  a  good  halfpenny, 
or,  to  speak  more  accurately,  as  a  good  confec- 
tioner. For  in  spite  of  some  additional  reading 
and  observation,  there  was  nothing  else  he  could 
make  so  much  money  by ;  nay,  he  found  in  him- 
self even  a  capability  of  extending  his  skill  in 
this  direction,  and  embracing  all  forms  of  cook- 
ery; while,  in  other  branches  of  human  labour, 
he  began  to  see  that  it  was  not  possible  for  liim 
to  shine.  Fate  was  too  strong  for  him;  he  had 
thought  to  master  her  inclination  and  had  fled 
oyer  the  seas  to  that  end;  but  she  caught  him, 
tied  an  apron  round  him,  and,  snatching  him 
from  all  other  devices,  made  him  devise  cakes 
and  patties  in  a  kitchen  at  Kingsto^vn.    He  was 
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getting  submissive  to  her,  since  she  paid  him 
with  tolerable  gains;  but  fevers  and  prickly- 
heat,  and  other  evils  incidental  to  cooks  in 
ardent  climates,  made  him  long  for  his  native 
land;  so  he  took  ship  once  more,  carrying  his 
six  years'  savings,  and  seeing  distinctly,  this 
time,  what  were  Fate's  intentions  as  to  his 
career.  If  you  question  me  closely  as  to  whether 
all  the  money  with  which  he  set  up  at  Grimworth 
consisted  of  pure  and  simple  earnings,  I  am 
obliged  to  confess  that  he  got  a  sum  or  two  for 
charitably  abstaining  from  mentioning  some 
other  people's  misdemeanours.  Altogether, 
since  no  prospects  were  attached  to  his  family 
name,  and  since  a  new  christening  seemed  a 
suitable  commencement  of  a  new  life,  Mr.  David 
Faux  thought  it  as  well  to  call  himself  Mr. 
Edward  Freely. 

But  lo!  now,  in  opposition  to  all  calculable 
probability,  some  benefit  appeared  to  be  at- 
tached to  the  name  of  David  Faux.  Should  he 
neglect  it,  as  beneath  the  attention  of  a  pros- 
perous tradesman?  It  might  bring  him  into 
contact  with  his  family  again,  and  he  felt  no 
yearnings  in  that  direction:  moreover,  he  had 
small  belief  that  the  "  something  to  his  advan- 
tage "  could  be  anything  considerable.  On  the 
other  hand,  even  a  small  gain  is  pleasant,  and 
the  promise  of  it  in  this  instance  was  so  surpris- 
ing that  David  felt  his  curiosity  awakened.  The 
scale  dipped  at  last  on  the  side  of  writing  to  the 
lawyer,  and,  to  be  brief,  the  correspondence 
ended  in  an  appointment  for  a  meeting  between 
David  and  his  eldest  brother  at  Mr.  Strutt's,  the 
vague  "  something  "  having  been  defined  as  a 
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legacy  from  his  father  of  eighty-two  pounds 
three  shillings. 

David,  you  know,  had  expected  to  be  disin- 
herited; and  so  he  would  have  been,  if  he  had 
not,  like  some  other  indifferent  sons,  come  of 
excellent  parents,  whose  conscience  made  them 
scrupulous  where  much  more  highl}^  instructed 
people  often  feel  themselves  warranted  in  fol- 
lowing the  bent  of  their  indignation.  Good 
Mrs.  Faux  could  never  forget  that  she  had 
brought  this  ill-conditioned  son  into  the  world 
when  he  was  in  that  entirely  helpless  state  which 
excluded  the  smallest  choice  on  his  part;  and, 
somehow  or  other,  she  felt  that  his  going  wrong 
would  be  his  father's  and  mother's  fault,  if  they 
failed  in  one  tittle  of  their  parental  duty.  Her 
notion  of  parental  duty  was  not  of  a  high  and 
subtle  kind,  but  it  included  giving  .him  his  due 
share  of  the  family  property;  for  when  a  man 
had  got  a  little  honest  money  of  his  own,  was  he 
so  likely  to  steal?  To  cut  the  delinquent  son  off 
with  a  shilling,  was  like  delivering  him  over  to 
his  evil  propensities.  No;  let  the  sum  of  twenty 
guineas  which  he  had  stolen  be  deducted  from 
his  share,  and  then  let  the  sum  of  three  guineas 
be  put  back  from  it,  seeing  that  his  mother  had 
always  considered  three  of  the  twenty  guineas 
as  his;  and,  though  he  had  run  away,  and  was, 
perhaps,  gone  across  the  sea,  let  the  money  be 
left  to  him  all  the  same,  and  be  kept  in  reserve 
for  his  possible  return.  INIr.  Faux  agreed  to  his 
wife's  views,  and  made  a  codicil  to  his  will  ac- 
cordingly, in  time  to  die  with  a  clear  conscience. 
But  for  some  time  his  family  thought  it  likely 
that   David   would   never   reappear;    and   the 
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eldest  son,  who  had  the  charge  of  Jacob  on  his 
hands,  often  thought  it  a  httle  hard  that  David 
might  perhaps  be  dead,  and  yet,  for  want  of  cer- 
titude on  that  point,  his  legacy  could  not  fall  to 
his  legal  heir.  But  in  this  state  of  things  the 
opposite  certitude  —  namely,  that  David  was 
still  ahve  and  in  England  —  seemed  to  be 
brought  by  the  testimony  of  a  neighbour,  who, 
having  been  on  a  journey  to  Cattelton,  was 
pretty  sure  he  had  seen  David  in  a  gig,  with  a 
stout  man  driving  by  his  side.  He  could  "  swear 
it  was  David,"  though  he  could  "  give  no  ac- 
count why,  for  he  had  no  marks  on  him;  but 
no  more  had  a  white  dog,  and  that  did  n't 
hinder  folks  from  knowing  a  white  dog."  It 
w^as  this  incident  which  had  led  to  the  adver- 
tisement. 

The  legacy  was  paid,  of  course,  after  a  few 
preliminary  disclosures  as  to  Mr.  David's  actual 
position.  He  begged  to  send  his  love  to  his 
mother,  and  to  say  that  he  hoped  to  pay  her  a 
dutiful  visit  by  and  by ;  but  at  present  his  busi- 
ness and  near  prospect  of  marriage  made  it  diffi- 
cult for  him  to  leave  home.  His  brother  replied 
with  much  frankness. 

"  My  mother  may  do  as  she  likes  about  having 
you  to  see  her,  but,  for  my  part,  I  don't  want  to 
catch  sight  of  you  on  the  premises  again.  When 
folks  have  taken  a  new  name,  they  'd  better 
keep  to  their  new  'quinetance." 

David  pocketed  the  insult  along  w4th  the 
eighty-two  pounds  three,  and  travelled  home 
again  in  some  triumph  at  the  ease  of  a  transac- 
tion which  had  enriched  him  to  this  extent.  He 
had  no  intention  of  offending  his  brother  by 
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further  claims  on  his  fraternal  recognition,  and 
relapsed  with  full  contentment  into  the  character 
of  Mr.  Edward  Freely,  the  orphan,  scion  of  a 
great  but  reduced  family,  with  an  eccentric  uncle 
in  the  West  Indies.  ( I  have  already  hinted  that 
he  had  some  acquaintance  with  imaginative  ht- 
erature;  and  being  of  a  practical  turn,  he  had, 
you  perceive,  applied  even  this  form  of  knowl- 
edge to  practical  purposes.) 

It  was  little  more  than  a  week  after  the  return 
from  his  fruitful  journey,  that,  the  day  of  his 
marriage  with  Penny  having  been  fixed,  it  was 
agreed  that  Mrs.  Palfrey  should  overcome  her 
reluctance  to  move  from  home,  and  that  she 
and  her  husband  should  bring  their  two  daugh- 
ters to  inspect  little  Penny's  future  abode,  and 
decide  on  the  new  arrangements  to  be  made  for 
the  reception  of  the  bride.  INIr.  Freely  meant 
her  to  have  a  house  so  pretty  and  comfortable 
that  she  need  not  en\y  even  a  wool-factor's  \\afe. 
Of  course,  the  upper  room  over  the  shop  was  to 
be  the  best  sitting-room;  but  also  the  parlour 
behind  the  shop  was  to  be  made  a  suitable  bower 
for  the  lovely  Penny,  who  would  naturally  ^^ash 
to  be  near  her  husband,  though  ]Mr.  Freely  de- 
clared his  resolution  never  to  allow  his  wife  to 
wait  in  the  shop.  The  decisions  about  the  par- 
lour furniture  w^ere  left  till  last,  because  the 
party  was  to  take  tea  there;  and  about  five 
o'clock  they  were  all  seated  there  with  the  best 
muffins  and  buttered  buns  before  them,  little 
Penny  blushing  and  smiling,  witli  her  "  crop  " 
in  the  best  order,  and  a  blue  frock  showing  her 
little  white  shoulders,  while  her  opinion  was 
being    always    asked    and    never    given.      She 
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secretly  wished  to  have  a  particular  sort  of 
chimney  ornaments,  but  she  could  not  have 
brought  herself  to  mention  it.  Seated  by  the 
side  of  her  yellow  and  rather  withered  lover, 
who,  though  he  had  not  reached  his  thirtieth 
year,  had  already  crow's-feet  about  his  eyes,  she 
was  quite  tremulous  at  the  greatness  of  her  lot 
in  being  married  to  a  man  who  had  travelled  so 
much, — -and  before  her  sister  Letty!  The 
handsome  Letitia  looked  rather  proud  and  con- 
temptuous, thought  her  future  brother-in-law 
an  odious  person,  and  was  vexed  with  her  father 
and  mother  for  letting  Penny  marry  him. 
Dear  little  Penny!  She  certainly  did  look  like 
a  fresh  white-heart  cherry  going  to  be  bitten  off 
the  stem  by  that  lipless  mouth.  Would  no  de- 
liverer come  to  make  a  slip  between  that  cherry 
and  that  mouth  without  a  lip? 

"  Quite  a  family  likeness  between  the  admiral 
and  you,  Mr.  Freely,"  observed  Mrs.  Palfrey, 
who  was  looking  at  the  family  portrait  for  the 
first  time.  "  It 's  wonderful !  and  only  a  grand- 
uncle.  Do  you  feature  the  rest  of  your  family, 
as  you  know  of  ?  " 

"  I  can't  say,"  said  Mr.  Freely,  with  a  sigh. 
"  My  family  have  mostly  thought  themselves  too 
high  to  take  any  notice  of  me." 

At  this  moment  an  extraordinary  disturbance 
was  heard  in  the  shop,  as  of  a  heavy  animal 
stamping  about  and  making  angry  noises,  and 
then  of  a  glass  vessel  falling  in  shivers,  while 
the  voice  of  the  apprentice  was  heard  calling 
"  Master  "  in  great  alarm. 

Mr.  Freely  rose  in  anxious  astonishment,  and 
hastened  into  the  shop,   followed  by  the  four 
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Palfreys,  who  made  a  group  at  the  parlour- 
door,  transfixed  with  wonder  at  seeing  a  large 
man  in  a  smock-frock,  with  a  pitchfork  in  his 
hand,  rush  up  to  Mr.  Freely  and  hug  him,  cry- 
ing out,  "  Zavy,  Zavy,  b 'other  Zavy!  " 

It  was  Jacob,  and  for  some  moments  David 
lost  all  presence  of  mind.  He  felt  arrested  for 
having  stolen  his  mother's  guineas.  He  turned 
cold,  and  trembled  in  his  brother's  grasp. 

"Why,  how's  tliis?"  said  Mr.  Palfrey,  ad- 
vancing from  the  door.    "  Who  is  he?  " 

Jacob  supphed  the  answer  by  saying  over  and 
over  again,  — 

"  I  'se  Zacob,  b'other  Zacob.  Come  'o  zee 
Zavy  "  —  till  hunger  prompted  him  to  relax  his 
grasp,  and  to  seize  a  large  raised  pie,  which  he 
lifted  to  his  mouth. 

By  this  time  David's  power  of  device  had 
begun  to  return,  but  it  was  a  very  hard  task 
for  his  prudence  to  master  his  rage  and  hatred 
towards  poor  Jacob. 

"  I  don't  know  who  he  is;  he  must  be  drunk," 
he  said,  in  a  low  tone  to  Mr.  Palfrey.  "  But 
he 's  dangerous  with  that  pitchfork.  He  '11 
never  let  it  go."  Then  checking  himself  on  the 
point  of  betraying  too  great  an  intimacy  with 
Jacob's  habits,  he  added,  "  You  watch  him,  while 
I  run  for  the  constable."  And  he  hurried  out  of 
the  shop. 

"  Why,  where  do  you  come  from,  my  man? " 
sajd  Mr,  Palfrey,  speaking  to  Jacob  in  a  concili- 
atory tone.  Jacob  was  eating  his  pie  by  large 
mouthfuls,  and  looking  round  at  the  other  good 
things  in  the  shop,  while  he  embraced  his  pitch- 
fork with  his  left  arm  and  laid  his  left  hand  on 
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ing outy  "  Zaz'y,  Zavy,  //other  Zavy  /'' 
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some  Bath  buns.  He  was  in  the  rare  position  of 
a  person  who  recovers  a  long  absent  friend,  and 
finds  him  richer  than  ever  in  the  characteristics 
that  won  his  heart. 

"  I 's  Zacob  —  b'other  Zacob  — 't  home.  I 
V  love  Zavy,  —  b'other  Zavy,"  he  said,  as  soon  as 
]SIr.  Palfrey  had  drawn  his  attention,  "  Zavy 
come  back  from  z'  Indies,  —  got  mother's  zin- 
nies.  Where 's  Zavy? "  he  added,  looking 
romid,  and  then  turning  to  the  others  with  a 
questioning  air,  puzzled  by  David's  disap- 
pearance. 

"  It 's  very  odd,"  observed  Mr.  Palfrey  to  his 
wife  and  daughters.  "He  seems  to  say  Freely  's 
his  brother  come  back  from  th'  Indies." 

"What  a  pleasant  relation  for  us!"  said 
Letitia,  sarcastically.  "  I  think  he  's  a  good 
deal  like  Mr.  Freely.  He  's  got  just  the  same 
sort  of  nose,  and  his  eyes  are  the  same  colour." 

Poor  Penny  was  ready  to  cry. 

But  now^  Mr.  Freely  re-entered  the  shop  with- 
out the  constable.  During  his  walk  of  a  few 
yards  he  had  had  time  and  calmness  enough  to 
widen  his  view  of  consequences,  and  he  saw  that 
to  get  Jacob  taken  to  the  workhouse  or  to  the 
lockup  house  as  an  offensive  stranger  might 
have  awkward  effects  if  his  family  took  the 
trouble  of  inquiring  after  him.  He  must  resign 
himself  to  more  patient  measures. 

"  On  second  thoughts,"  he  said,  beckoning  to 
Mr.  Palfrey  and  whispering  to  him  while 
Jacob's  back  was  turned,  "  he  's  a  poor  half- 
witted fellow.  Perhaps  his  friends  will  come 
after  him.  I  don't  mind  giving  him  something 
to  eat,  and  letting  him  lie  down  for  the  night. 

VOL.  rv. — 26 
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He  's  got  it  into  his  head  that  he  knows  me,  — 
they  do  get  these  fancies,  idiots  do.  He  '11  per- 
haps go  away  again  in  an  hour  or  two,  and  make 
no  more  ado.  I  'm  a  kind-hearted  man  myself, 
—  I  should  n't  like  to  have  the  j)oor  fellow 
ill-used." 

"  Why,  he  '11  eat  a  sovereign's  worth  in  no 
time,"  said  Mr.  Palfrey,  thinking  Mr.  Freely 
a  little  too  magnificent  in  his  generosity. 

"Eh,  Zavy,  come  back?"  exclaimed  Jacob, 
giving  his  dear  brother  another  hug,  which 
crushed  Mr.  Freely's  features  inconveniently 
against  the  stale  of  the  pitchfork. 

"Ay,  ay,"  said  Mr.  Freely,  smihng,  with 
every  capability  of  murder  in  his  mind,  except 
the  courage  to  commit  it.  He  wished  the  Bath 
buns  might  by  chance  have  arsenic  in  them. 

"  Mother's  zinnies?  "  said  Jacob,  pointing  to 
a  glass  jar  of  yellow  lozenges  that  stood  in  the 
window.     "  Zive  'em  me." 

David  dared  not  do  otherwise  than  reach  down 
the  glass  jar  and  give  Jacob  a  handful.  He 
received  them  in  his  smock-frock,  which  he 
held  out  for  more. 

"  They  '11  keep  him  quiet  a  bit,  at  any  rate," 
thought  David,  and  emptied  the  jar.  Jacob 
grinned  and  mowed   with  delight. 

"  You  're  very  good  to  this  stranger,  Mr. 
Freely,"  said  Letitia;  and  then  spitefully,  as 
David  joined  the  party  at  the  parlour-door, 
"  I  think  you  could  hardly  treat  him  better,  if 
he  was  really  your  brother." 

"  I  've  always  thought  it  a  duty  to  be  good  to 
idiots,"  said  ]VIr.  Freely,  striving  after  the 
most  moral  view  of  the  subject.     "  We  might 
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have  been  idiots  ourselves,  —  everybody  might 
have  been  born  idiots,  instead  of  having  their 
right  senses." 

"  I  don't  know  where  there  'd  ha'  been  victual 
for  us  all  then,"  observed  Mrs.  Palfrey,  re- 
garding the  matter  in  a  housewifely  light. 

"  But  let  us  sit  down  again  and  finish  our 
tea,"  said  Mr.  Freely.  "  Let  us  leave  the  poor 
creature  to  himself." 

They  walked  into  the  parlour  again;  but 
Jacob,  not  apparently  appreciating  the  kind- 
ness of  leaving  him  to  himself,  immediately  fol- 
lowed his  brother,  and  seated  himself,  pitchfork 
grounded,    at   the    table. 

"  Well,"  said  Miss  Letitia,  rising,  "  I  don't 
know  whether  you  mean  to  stay,  mother;  but  I 
shall  go  home." 

"  Oh,  me  too,"  said  Penny,  frightened  to 
death  at  Jacob,  who  had  begun  to  nod  and  grin 
at  her. 

"  Well,  I  think  we  had  better  be  going,  Mr. 
Palfrey,"  said  the  mother,  rising  more  slowly. 

Mr.  Freely,  whose  complexion  had  become 
decidedly  yellower  during  the  last  half-hour, 
did  not  resist  this  proposition.  He  hoped  they 
should  meet  again  "  under  happier  circum- 
stances." 

"  It 's  my  belief  the  man  is  his  brother,"  said 
Letitia,  when  they  were  all  on  their  way  home. 

"  Letty,  it 's  very  ill-natured  of  you,"  said 
Penny,  beginning  to  cry. 

"  Nonsense!  "  said  Mr.  Palfrey.  "  Freely  's 
got  no  brother,  —  he  's  said  so  many  and  many 
a  time:  he  's  an  orphan;  he  's  got  nothing  but 
uncles,  —  leastwise,    one.      What 's    it    matter 
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what  an  idiot  says?  What  call  had  Freely  to 
tell  lies?" 

Letitia  tossed  her  head  and  was  silent. 

Mr.  Freely,  left  alone  with  his  affectionate 
brother  Jacob,  brooded  over  the  possibihty  of 
luring  him  out  of  the  to\^ai  early  the  next  morn- 
ing, and  getting  him  conveyed  to  Gilsbrook 
without  further  betrayals.  But  the  thing  was 
difficult.  He  saw  clearly  that  if  he  took  Jacob 
a^vay  liimself,  his  absence,  conjoined  with  the 
disappearance  of  the  stranger,  would  either 
cause  the  conviction  that  he  was  really  a  relative, 
or  would  oblige  him  to  the  dangerous  course  of 
inventing  a  story  to  account  for  his  disappear- 
ance, and  his  own  absence  at  the  same  time. 
David  groaned.  There  come  occasions  when 
falsehood  is  felt  to  be  inconvenient.  It  would, 
perhaps,  have  been  a  longer-headed  device,  if 
he  had  never  told  any  of  those  clever  fibs  about 
his  uncles,  grand  and  otherwise;  for  the  Pal- 
freys were  simple  people,  and  shared  the  popu- 
lar prejudice  against  lying.  Even  if  he  could 
get  Jacob  away  this  time,  what  security  was 
there  that  he  would  not  come  again,  having 
once  found  the  way?  O  guineas!  O  lozenges! 
what  enviable  people  those  were  who  had  never 
robbed  their  mothers,  and  had  never  told  fibs! 
David  spent  a  sleepless  night,  while  Jacob  was 
snoring  close  by.  Was  this  the  upshot  of  travel- 
ling to  the  Indies,  and  acquiring  experience  com- 
bined with  anecdote? 

He  rose  at  break  of  day,  as  he  had  once  before 
done  when  he  was  in  fear  of  Jacob,  and  took 
all  gentle  means  to  rouse  this  fatal  brother  from 
his  deep  sleep ;  he  dared  not  be  loud,  because  his 


BROTHER   JACOB  405 

apprentice  was  in  the  house  and  would  report 
everything.  But  Jacob  was  not  to  be  roused. 
He  fought  out  with  his  fist  at  the  unknown 
cause  of  disturbance,  turned  over,  and  snored 
again.  He  must  be  left  to  wake  as  he  would. 
David,  with  a  cold  perspiration  on  his  brow, 
confessed  to  himself  that  Jacob  could  not  be  got 
away  that  day. 

Mr.  Palfrey  came  over  to  Grimworth  before 
noon,  with  a  natural  curiosity  to  see  how  his 
future  son-in-law  got  on  with  the  stranger  to 
whom  he  was  so  benevolently  inclined.  He 
found  a  crowd  round  the  shop.  All  Grimworth 
by  this  time  had  heard  how  Freely  had  been 
fastened  on  by  an  idiot,  who  called  him  "  Brother 
Zavy;  "  and  the  younger  population  seemed  to 
find  the  singular  stranger  an  unwearying  source 
of  fascination,  while  the  householders  dropped 
in  one  by  one  to  inquire  into  the  incident. 

"  Why  don't  you  send  him  to  the  work- 
house? "  said  Mr.  Prettyman.  "  You  '11  have  a 
row  with  him  and  the  children  presently,  and 
he  '11  eat  you  up.  The  workhouse  is  the  proper 
place  for  him ;  let  his  kin  claim  him,  if  he  's  got 
any." 

"  Those  may  be  your  feelings,  Mr.  Pretty- 
man,"  said  David,  his  mind  quite  enfeebled  by 
the  torture  of  his  position. 

"  What!  is  he  your  brother,  then?  "  said  Mr. 
Prettyman,  looking  at  'his  neighbour  Freely 
rather  sharply. 

"  All  men  are  our  brothers,  and  idiots  partic- 
ular so,"  said  Mr.  Freely,  who,  like  many  other 
travelled  men,'  was  not  master  of  the  English 
language. 
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"  Come,  come,  if  he  's  your  brother,  tell  the 
truth,  man,"  said  Mr.  Prettyman,  with  growing 
suspicion.  "  Don't  be  ashamed  of  your  own 
flesh  and  blood." 

Mr.  Palfrey  was  present,  and  also  had  his 
eye  on  Freely.  It  is  difficult  for  a  man  to  be- 
lieve in  the  advantage  of  a  truth  which  will  dis- 
close him  to  have  been  a  liar.  In  this  critical 
moment,  David  shrank  from  this  immediate 
disgrace  in  the  eyes  of  his  future  father-in-law. 

"  Mr.  Prettyman,"  he  said,  "  I  take  your  ob- 
servations as  an  insult.  I  've  no  reason  to  be 
otherwise  than  proud  of  my  own  flesh  and  blood. 
If  this  poor  man  was  my  brother  more  than  all 
men  are,  I  should  say  so." 

A  tall  figure  darkened  the  door,  and  David, 
lifting  his  eyes  in  that  direction,  saw  his  eldest 
brother,  Jonathan,  on  the  door-sill. 

"  I  '11  stay  wi'  Zavy,"  shouted  Jacob,  as  he 
too  caught  sight  of  his  eldest  brother;  and,  run- 
ning behind  the  counter,  he  clutched  David  hard. 

"What,  he  is  here?"  said  Jonathan  Faux, 
coming  forward.  "  My  mother  would  have  no 
nay,  as  he  'd  been  away  so  long,  but  I  must  see 
after  him.  And  it  struck  me  he  was  very  like 
come  after  you,  because  we  'd  been  talking  of 
you  o'  late,  and  where  you  lived." 

David  saw  there  was  no  escape;  he  smiled 
a  ghastly  smile. 

"What!  is  this  a  relation  of  yours,  sir?" 
said  Mr.  Palfrey  to  Jonathan. 

"  Ay,  it 's  my  innicent  of  a  brother,  sure 
enough,"  said  honest  Jonathan.  "  A  fine  trou- 
ble and  cost  he  is  to  us,  in  th'  eating  and  other 
things,  but  we  must  bear  what 's  laid  on  us." 
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"  And  your  name  's  Freely,  is  it? "  said  Mr. 
Prettyman. 

"  Nay,  nay,  my  name 's  Faux,  I  know 
nothing  o'  Freelys,"  said  Jonathan,  curtly. 
"  Come,"  he  added,  turning  to  David,  "  I  must 
take  some  news  to  mother  about  Jacob.  Shall 
I  take  him  with  me,  or  will  you  undertake  to 
send  him  back?  " 

"  Take  him,  if  you  can  make  him  loose  his 
hold  of  me,"  said  David,  feebly. 

"  Is  this  gentleman  here  in  the  confectionery 
line  your  brother,  then,  sir?  "  said  Mr.  Pretty- 
man,  feeling  that  it  wd,s  an  occasion  on  which 
formal  language  must  be  used. 

"  I  don't  want  to  own  him,"  said  Jonathan, 
unable  to  resist  a  movement  of  indignation 
that  had  never  been  allowed  to  satisfy  itself. 
"  He  run  away  from  home  with  good  reasons 
in  his  pocket  years  ago :  he  did  n't  want  to  be 
owned  again,  I  reckon." 

Mr.  Palfrejr  left  the  shop;  he  felt  his  own 
pride  too  severely  wounded  by  the  sense  that 
he  had  let  himself  be  fooled,  to  feel  curiosity 
for  further  details.  The  most  pressing  business 
was  to  go  home  and  tell  his  daughter  that  Freely 
was  a  poor  sneak,  probably  a  rascal,  and  that 
her  engagement  was  broken  off. 

Mr.  Prettyman  stayed,  with  some  internal 
self-gratulation  that  he  had  never  given  in  to 
Freely,  and  that  ]Mr.  Chaloner  would  see  now 
what  sort  of  fellow  it  was  that  he  had  put  over 
the  heads  of  older  parishioners.  He  considered 
it  due  from  him  (Mr.  Prettyman)  that,  for  the 
interests  of  the  parish,  he  should  know  all  that 
was  to  be  known  about  this  "  interloper."    Grim- 
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worth  would  have  j^eople  coming  from  Botany 
Bay  to  settle  in  it,  if  things  went  on  in  this  way. 

It  soon  appeared  that  Jacob  could  not  be 
made  to  quit  liis  dear  brother  David  except  by 
force.  He  understood,  with  a  clearness  equal 
to  that  of  the  most  intelligent  mind,  that  Jona- 
than would  take  him  back  to  skimmed  milk, 
apple-diunpling,  broad-beans,  and  pork.  And 
he  had  found  a  paradise  in  his  brother's  shop. 
It  was  a  difficult  matter  to  use  force  with  Jacob, 
for  he  wore  heavy  nailed  boots ;  and  if  his  pitch- 
fork had  been  mastered,  he  would  have  resorted 
without  hesitation  to  kicks.  Nothing  short  of 
using  guile  to  bind  him  hand  and  foot  would 
have  made  all  parties  safe. 

"  Let  him  stay,"  said  David,  with  desperate 
resignation,  frightened  above  all  things  at  the 
idea  of  further  disturbances  in  his  shop,  which 
would  make  his  exposure  all  the  more  conspicu- 
ous. "  You  go  away  again,  and  to-morrow  I 
can,  perhaps,  get  him  to  go  to  Gilsbrook  with 
me.  He  '11  follow  me  fast  enough,  I  dare  say," 
he  added,  with  a  half-groan. 

"  Very  well,"  said  Jonathan,  gruffly.  "I 
don't  see  why  you  should  n't  have  some  trouble 
and  expense  with  him  as  well  as  the  rest  of  us. 
But  mind  you  bring  him  back  safe  and  soon, 
else  mother  '11  never  rest." 

On  this  arrangement  being  concluded,  Mr. 
Prettyman  begged  Mr.  Jonathan  Faux  to  go 
and  take  a  snack  with  him,  an  invitation  which 
was  quite  acceptable;  and  as  honest  Jonathan 
had  nothing  to  be  ashamed  of,  it  is  probable  that 
he  was  very  frank  in  his  communications  to  the 
civil  draper,  who,  pursuing  the  benefit  of  the 
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parish,  hastened  to  make  all  the  information 
he  could  gather  about  Freely  common  parochial 
property.  You  may  imagine  that  the  meeting 
of  the  Club  at  the  Woolpack  that  evening  was 
unusually  lively.  Every  member  was  anxious 
to  prove  that  he  had  never  liked  Freely,  as  he 
called  himself.  Faux  was  his  name,  was  it? 
Fox  would  have  been  more  suitable.  The  ma- 
jority expressed  a  desire  to  see  him  hooted  out 
of  the  town. 

Mr.  Freely  did  not  venture  over  his  door- 
sill  that  day,  for  he  knew  Jacob  would  keep  at 
his  side,  and  there  was  every  probability  that 
they  w^ould  have  a  train  of  juvenile  followers. 
He  sent  to  engage  the  Woolpack  gig  for  an 
early  hour  the  next  morning;  but  this  order 
was  not  kept  religiously  a  secret  by  the  landlord. 
Mr.  Freely  was  informed  that  he  could  not  have 
the  gig  till  seven;  and  the  Grimworth  people 
were  early  risers.  Perhaps  they  were  more 
alert  than  usual  on  this  particular  morning ;  for 
when  Jacob,  with  a  bag  of  sweets  in  his  hand, 
was  induced  to  mount  the  gig  with  his  brother 
David,  the  inhabitants  of  the  market-place  were 
looking  out  of  their  doors  and  windows,  and  at 
the  turning  of  the  street  there  was  even  a  muster 
of  apprentices  and  schoolboys,  who  shouted  as 
they  passed  in  what  Jacob  took  to  be  a  very 
merry  and  friendly  way,  nodding  and  grinning 
in  return.  "  Huzzay,  David  Faux !  how  's  your 
uncle?"  was  their  morning's  greeting.  Like 
other  pointed  things,  it  was  not  altogether 
impromptu. 

Even  this  public  derision  w^as  not  so  crushing 
to  David  as  the  horrible  thought  that  though 
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he  might  succeed  now  in  getting  Jacob  home 
again  there  would  never  be  any  security  against 
his  coming  back,  hke  a  wasp  to  the  honey-pot. 
As  long  as  David  lived  at  Grimworth,  Jacob's 
return  would  be  hanging  over  him.  But  could 
he  go  on  living  at  Grimworth,  —  an  object  of 
ridicule,  discarded  by  the  Palfreys,  after  having 
revelled  in  the  consciousness  that  he  was  an 
envied  and  prosperous  confectioner?  David 
likjd  to  be  envied;  he  minded  less  about  being 
loved. 

His  doubts  on  this  point  were  soon  settled. 
The  mind  of  Grimworth  became  obstinately  set 
against  him  and  his  viands,  and,  the  new  school 
being  finished,  the  eating-room  was  closed.  If 
there  had  been  no  other  reason,  sympathy  with 
the  Palfreys,  that  respectable  family  who  had 
lived  in  the  parish  time  out  of  mind,  would 
have  determined  all  well-to-do  people  to  decline 
Freely's  goods.  Besides,  he  had  absconded  with 
his  mother's  guineas :  who  knew  what  else  he  had 
done,  in  Jamaica  or  elsewhere,  before  he  came 
to  Grimworth,  worming  himself  into  families 
under  false  pretences?  Females  shuddered. 
Dreadful  suspicions  gathered  round  him:  his 
green  eyes,  his  bow-legs,  had  a  criminal  aspect. 
The  rector  disliked  the  sight  of  a  man  who  had 
imposed  upon  him;  and  all  boys  who  could  not 
afford  to  purchase,  hooted  "  David  Faux  "  as 
they  passed  his  shop.  Certainly  no  man  now 
would  pay  anything  for  the  ''  good- will  "  of 
Mr.  Freely's  business,  and  he  would  be  obliged 
to  quit  it  without  a  peculium  so  desirable  to- 
wards defra3nng  the  expense  of  moving. 

In  a  few  months  the  shop  in  the  market-place 
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was  again  to  let,  and  Mr.  David  Faux,  alias 
Mr.  Edward  Freely,  had  gone,  —  nobody  at 
Griniworth  knew  whither.  In  this  way  the  de- 
moralization of  Grimworth  women  was  checked. 
Young  Mrs,  Steene  renewed  her  efforts  to  make 
light  mincepies,  and  having  at  last  made  a  batch 
so  excellent  that  JNIr.  Steene  looked  at  her  with 
complacency  as  he  ate  them,  and  said  they  were 
the  best  he  had  ever  eaten  in  his  life,  she  thought 
less  of  bulbuls  and  renegades  ever  after.  The 
secrets  of  the  finer  cookery  were  revived  in  the 
breasts  of  matronly  housewives,  and  daughters 
were  again  anxious  to  be  initiated  in  them. 

You  will  further,  I  hope,  be  glad  to  hear  that 
some  purchases  of  drapery  made  by  pretty 
Penny,  in  preparation  for  her  marriage  with 
Mr.  Freely,  came  in  quite  as  well  for  her  wed- 
ding with  young  Towers  as  if  they  had  been 
made  expressly  for  the  latter  occasion.  For 
Penny's  complexion  had  not  altered,  and  blue 
always  became  it  best. 

Here  ends  the  story  of  Mr.  David  Faux,  con- 
fectioner, and  his  brother  Jacob.  And  we  see 
in  it,  I  think,  an  admirable  instance  of  the  unex- 
pected forms  in  which  the  great  Nemesis  hides 
herself. 

(1860.) 
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Authorship 

TO  lay  down  in  the  shape  of  practical  moral 
rules  courses  of  conduct  only  to  be  made 
real  by  the  rarest  states  of  motive  and  dis- 
position, tends  not  to  elevate,  but  to  degrade  the 
general  standard,  by  turning  that  rare  attain- 
ment from  an  object  of  admiration  into  an  im- 
possible prescription,  against  which  the  average 
nature  first  rebels  and  then  flings  out  ridicule. 
It  is  for  art  to  present  images  of  a  lovelier  order 
than  the  actual,  gentty  winning  the  affections, 
and  so  determining  the  taste.  But  in  any  ra- 
tional criticism  of  the  time  which  is  meant  to 
guide  a  practical  reform,  it  is  idle  to  insist  that 
action  ought  to  be  this  or  that,  without  consider- 
ing how  far  the  outward  conditions  of  such 
change  are  present,  even  supposing  the  inward 
disposition  towards  it.  Practically,  we  must 
be  satisfied  to  aim  at  something  short  of  perfec- 
tion, —  and  at  something  very  much  further  off 
it  in  one  case  than  in  another.  While  the  fun- 
damental conceptions  of  morality  seem  as  station- 
ary through  ages  as  the  laws  of  life,  so  that  a 
moral  manual  written  eighteen  centuries  ago 
still  admonishes  us  that  we  are  low  in  our  attain- 
ments, it  is  quite  otherwise  with  the  degree  to 
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which  moral  conceptions  have  penetrated  the 
various  forms  of  social  activity,  and  made  what 
may  be  called  the  special  conscience  of  each 
calling,  art,  or  industry.  While  on  some  points 
of  social  duty  public  opinion  has  reached  a  toler- 
ably high  standard,  on  others  a  public  opinion 
is  not  yet  born;  and  there  are  even  some  func- 
tions and  practices  with  regard  to  which  men 
fir  above  the  line  in  honour ableness  of  nature 
feel  hardly  any  scrupulosity,  though  their  con- 
sequent behaviour  is  easily  shown  to  be  as 
injm'ious  as  bribery,  or  any  other  slowly 
poisonous  procedure  which  degrades  the  social 
vitality. 

Among  those  callings  which  have  not  yet  ac- 
quired anything  near  a  full-grown  conscience 
in  the  public  mind  is  Authorship.  Yet  the 
changes  brought  about  by  the  spread  of  instruc- 
tion and  the  consequent  struggles  of  an  uneasy 
ambition  are,  or  at  least  might  well  be,  forcing 
on  many  minds  the  need  of  some  regulating 
principle  with  regard  to  the  publication  of  intel- 
lectual products,  which  would  override  the  rule 
of  the  market,  —  a  principle,  that  is,  which 
should  be  derived  from  a  fixing  of  the  author's 
vocation  according  to  those  characteristics  in 
which  it  differs  from  the  other  breadwinning 
professions.  Let  this  be  done,  if  possible,  with- 
out any  cant,  which  would  carry  the  subject  into 
Utopia,  away  from  existing  needs.  The  guid- 
ance wanted  is  a  clear  notion  of  what  should 
justify  men  and  women  in  assuming  public  au- 
thorship, and  of  the  way  in  which  they  should 
be  determined  by  what  is  usually  called  success. 
But  the  forms  of  authorship  must  be  distin- 
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guished;  journalism,  for  example,  carrying  a 
necessity  for  that  continuous  production  which 
in  other  kinds  of  writing  is  precisely  the  evil  to 
be  fought  against,  and  judicious  careful  com- 
pilation, which  is  a  great  public  service,  holding 
in  its  modest  diligence  a  guarantee  against 
those  deductions  of  vanity  and  idleness  which 
draw  many  a  young  gentleman  into  reviewing, 
instead  of  the  sorting  and  copying  which  his 
small  talents  could  not  rise  to  with  any  vigour 
and  completeness. 

A  manufacturer  goes  on  producing  calicoes 
as  long  and  as  fast  as  he  can  find  a  market  for 
them ;  and  in  obeying  tliis  indication  of  demand 
he  gives  his  factory  its  utmost  usefulness  to  the 
world  in  general  and  to  himself  in  particular. 
Another  manufacturer  buys  a  new  invention 
of  some  light  kind  likely  to  attract  the  public 
fancy,  is  successful  in  finding  a  multitude  who 
will  give  their  testers  for  the  transiently  de- 
sirable commodity,  and  before  the  fashion  is 
out,  pockets  a  considerable  sum :  the  commodity 
was  coloured  with  a  green  which  had  arsenic  in 
it  that  damaged  the  factory  workers  and  the 
purchasers.  What  then?  These,  he  contends 
(or  does  not  know  or  care  to  contend),  are 
superficial  effects,  which  it  is  folly  to  dwell 
upon  while  we  have  epidemic  diseases  and  bad 
government. 

The  first  manufacturer  we  will  suppose  blame- 
less. Is  an  author  simply  on  a  par  with  him,  as 
to  the  rules  of  production? 

The  author's  capital  is  his  brain-power,  — • 
power  of  invention,  power  of  writing.  The 
manufacturer's  capital,  in   fortunate  cases,   is 
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being  continually  reproduced  and  increased. 
Here  is  the  first  grand  difference  between  the 
capital  which  is  turned  into  calico  and  the  brain 
capital  which  is  turned  into  literature.  The  calico 
scarcely  varies  in  appropriateness  of  quality; 
no  consumer  is  in  danger  of  getting  too  much  of 
it,  and  neglecting  his  boots,  hats,  and  flannel 
shirts  in  consequence.  That  there  should  be 
large  quantities  of  the  same  sort  in  the  calico 
manufacture  is  an  advantage:  the  sameness  is 
desirable,  and  nobody  is  likely  to  roll  his  person 
in  so  many  folds  of  calico  as  to  become  a  mere 
bale  of  cotton  goods,  and  nullify  his  senses 
of  hearing  and  touch,  while  his  morbid  passion 
for  Manchester  shirtings  makes  him  still  cry 
"More!"  The  wise  manufacturer  gets  richer 
and  richer,  and  the  consumers  he  supplies  have 
their  real  wants  satisfied  and  no  more. 

Let  it  be  taken  as  admitted  that  all  legitimate 
social  activity  must  be  beneficial  to  others  besides 
the  agent.  To  write  prose  or  verse  as  a  private 
exercise  and  satisfaction  is  not  social  activity; 
nobody  is  culpable  for  this  any  more  than  fpr 
learning  other  people's  verse  by  heart,  if  he  does 
not  neglect  his  proper  business  in  consequence. 
If  the  exercise  made  him  sillier  or  secretly  more 
self-satisfied,  that,  to  be  sure,  would  be  a  round- 
about way  of  injuring  society;  for  though  a  cer- 
tain mixture  of  silliness  may  lighten  existence, 
we  have  at  present  more  than  enough. 

But  man  or  woman  who  publishes  writings 
inevitably  assumes  the  office  of  teacher  or  in- 
fluencer  of  the  public  mind.  Let  him  protest 
as  he  will  that  he  only  seeks  to  amuse,  and  has 
no  pretension  to  do  more  than  while  away  an 


LEAVES   FROM  A  NOTE-BOOK  419 

hour  of  leisure  or  weariness,  —  "  the  idle  singer 
of  an  empty  day,"  —  he  can  no  more  escape  in- 
fluencing the  moral  taste,  and  with  it  the  action 
of  the  intelligence,  than  a  setter  of  fashions  in 
furniture  and  dress  can  fill  the  shops  with  his 
designs  and  leave  the  garniture  of  persons  and 
houses  unaffected  by  his  industry. 

For  a  man  who  has  a  certain  gift  of  writing  to 
say,  "  I  will  make  the  most  of  it  while  the  pub- 
lic likes  my  wares,  as  long  as  the  market  is  open 
and  I  am  able  to  supply  it  at  a  money  profit, 
such  profit  being  the  sign  of  liking,"  he  should 
have  a  belief  that  his  wares  have  nothing  akin  to 
the  arsenic  green  in  them,  and  also  that  his  con- 
tinuous supply  is  secure  from  a  degradation  in 
quality  which  the  habit  of  consumption  encour- 
aged in  the  buyers  may  hinder  them  from  mark- 
ing their  sense  of  by  rejection,  so  that  they  com- 
plain, but  pay,  and  read  while  they  complain. 
Unless  he  has  that  belief,  he  is  on  a  level  with  the 
manufacturer  who  gets  rich  by  fancy  wares 
coloured  with  arsenic  green.  He  really  cares 
for  nothing  but  his  income.  He  carries  on  au- 
thorship on  the  principle  of  the  gin-palace ;  and 
bad  literature  of  the  sort  called  amusing  is  spir- 
itual gin. 

A  writer  capable  of  being  popular  can  only 
escape  this  social  culpability  by  first  of  all  get- 
ting a  profound  sense  that  literature  is  good  for 
nothing  if  it  is  not  admirably  good;  he  must 
detest  bad  literature  too  heartily  to  be  indifferent 
about  producing  it  if  only  other  people  don't 
detest  it.  And  if  he  has  this  sign  of  the  divine 
afflatus  within  him,  he  must  make  up  his  mind 
that  he  must  not  pursue  authorship  as  a  vocation 
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with  a  trading  determination  to  get  rich  by  it. 
It  is  in  the  highest  sense  lawful  for  him  to  get 
as  good  a  price  as  he  honourably  can  for  the  best 
work  he  is  capable  of;  but  not  for  him  to  force 
or  hurry  his  production,  or  even  do  over  again 
what  has  already  been  done,  either  by  himself 
or  others,  so  as  to  render  his  work  no  real  contri- 
bution, for  the  sake  of  bringing  up  his  income 
to  the  fancy  pitch.  An  author  who  would  keep 
a  pure  and  noble  conscience,  and  with  that  a 
developing  instead  of  degenerating  intellect  and 
taste,  must  cast  out  of  his  aim  the  aim  to  be  rich. 
And  therefore  he  must  keep  his  expenditure  low, 
• —  he  must  make  for  himself  no  dire  necessity  to 
earn  sums  in  order  to  pay  bills. 

In  opposition  to  this,  it  is  common  to  cite 
Walter  Scott's  case,  and  cry,  "  Would  the  World 
have  got  as  much  innocent  (and  therefore 
salutary)  pleasure  out  of  Scott,  if  he  had  not 
brought  himself  under  the  pressure  of  money- 
needs?"  I  think  it  would  —  and  more;  but 
since  it  is  impossible  to  prove  what  would  have 
been,  I  confine  myself  to  replying  that  Scott 
was  not  justified  in  bringing  himself  into  a 
position  where  severe  consequences  to  others 
depended  on  his  retaining  or  not  retaining  his 
mental  competence.  Still  less  is  Scott  to  be 
taken  as  an  example  to  be  followed  in  this  mat- 
ter, even  if  it  were  admitted  that  money-need 
served  to  press  at  once  the  best  and  the  most 
work  out  of  him;  any  more  than  a  gi'eat  navi- 
gator who  has  brought  his  ship  to  port  in  spite 
of  having  taken  a  wrong  and  perilous  route,  is 
to  be  followed  as  to  his  route  by  navigators  who 
are  not  yet  ascertained  to  be  great. 
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But  after  the  restraints  and  rules  which  must 
guide  the  acknowledged  author,  whose  power  of 
making  a  real  contribution  is  ascertained,  comes 
the  consideration,  How  or  on  what  principle 
are  we  to  find  a  check  for  that  troublesome  dis- 
position to  authorship  arising  from  the  spread  of 
what  is  called  Education,  which  turns  a  gro\ving 
rush  of  vanity  and  ambition  into  this  current? 
The  well-taught  —  an  increasing  number  —  are 
almost  all  able  to  write  essays  on  given  themes, 
which  demand  new  periodicals  to  save  them  from 
lying  in  cold  obstruction.  The  ill-taught  — 
also  an  increasing  number  —  read  many  books, 
seem  to  themselves  able  to  write  others  sur- 
prisingly like  what  the}^  read,  and  probably 
superior,  since  the  variations  are  such  as  please 
their  own  fancy,  and  such  as  they  would  have 
recommended  to  their  favourite  authors:  these 
ill-taught  persons  are  perhaps  idle  and  want  to 
give  themselves  "  an  object;  "  or  they  are  short 
of  money,  and  feel  disinclined  to  get  it  by  a  com- 
moner kind  of  work;  or  they  find  a  facility  in 
putting  sentences  together  which  gives  them 
more  than  a  suspicion  that  they  have  genius, 
which,  if  not  very  cordially  believed  in  by  private 
confidants,  will  be  recognized  by  an  impartial 
public;  or,  finally,  they  observe  that  writing  is 
sometimes  well  paid,  and  sometimes  a  ground  of 
fame  or  distinction,  and  without  any  use  of 
punctilous  logic,  they  conclude  to  become 
writers  themselves. 

As  to  these  ill-taught  persons,  whatever  medi- 
cines of  a  spiritual  sort  can  be  found  good 
against  mental  emptiness  and  inflation,  such 
medicines  are  needful  for  them.    The  contempt 
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of  the  world  for  their  productions  only  comes 
after  their  disease  has  wrought  its  worst  effects. 
But  what  is  to  be  said  to  the  well-taught,  who 
have  such  an  alarming  equality  in  their  power 
of  writing  "like  a  scholar  and  a  gentlemen"? 
Perhaps  they  too  can  only  be  cured  by  the  medi- 
cine of  higher  ideals  in  social  duty,  and  by  a 
fuller  representation  to  themselves  of  the  pro- 
cesses by  which  the  general  culture  is  furthered 
Gr  impeded. 


Judgments  of  Authors 

In  endeavouring  to  estimate  a  remarkable 
writer  who  aimed  at  more  than  temporary  in- 
fluence, we  have  first  to  consider  what  was  his 
individual  contribution  to  the  spiritual  wealth 
of  mankind.  Had  he  a  new  conception?  Did 
he  animate  long-known  but  neglected  truths 
with  new  vigour,  and  cast  fresh  light  on  their 
relation  to  other  admitted  truths?  Did  he  im- 
pregnate any  ideas  with  a  fresh  store  of  emotion, 
and  in  this  way  enlarge  the  area  of  moral  senti- 
ment? Did  he,  by  a  wise  emphasis  here,  and  a 
wise  disregard  there,  give  a  more  useful  or  beau- 
tiful proportion  to  aims  or  motives?  And  even 
where  his  thinking  was  most  mixed  with  the  sort 
of  mistake  which  is  obvious  to  the  majority, 
as  well  as  that  which  can  only  be  discerned  by  the 
instructed,  or  made  manifest  by  the  progress 
of  things,  has  it  that  salt  of  a  noble  enthusiasm 
which  should  rebuke  our  critical  discrimination 
if  its  correctness  is  inspired  with  a  less  admirable 
habit  of  feeling? 
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This  is  not  the  common  or  easy  course  to  take 
in  estimating  a  modern  writer.  It  requires  con- 
siderable knowledge  of  what  he  has  himself 
done,  as  well  as  of  what  others  have  done  before 
him,  or  what  they  were  doing  contemporane- 
ously; it  requires  deliberate  reflection  as  to  the 
degree  in  which  our  own  prejudices  may  hinder 
us  from  appreciating  the  intellectual  or  moral 
bearing  of  what  on  a  first  view  offends  us.  An 
easier  course  is  to  notice  some  salient  mistake, 
and  take  them  as  decisive  of  the  writer's  incom- 
petence; or  to  find  out  that  sometliing  appar- 
ently much  the  same  as  what  he  has  said  in  some 
connection  not  clearly  ascertained  had  been  said 
by  somebody  else,  though  without  great  effect, 
until  this  new  effect  of  discrediting  the  other's 
originality  had  shown  itself  as  an  adequate  final 
cause;  or  to  pronounce  from  the  point  of  view 
of  individual  taste  that  this  writer  for  whom 
regard  is  claimed  is  repulsive,  wearisome,  not  to 
be  borne  except  by  those  dull  persons  who  are 
of  a  different  opinion. 

Elder  wTiters  who  have  passed  into  classics 
were  doubtless  treated  in  this  easy  way  when 
they  were  still  under  the  misfortime  of  being 
recent,  —  nay,  are  still  dismissed  with  the  same 
rapidity  of  judgment  by  daring  ignorance. 
But  people  who  think  that  they  have  a  reputa- 
tion to  lose  in  the  matter  of  knowledge  have 
looked  into  cyclopaedias  and  histories  of  philos- 
ophy or  literature,  and  possessed  themselves  of 
the  duly  balanced  epithets  concerning  the  im- 
mortals. They  are  not  left  to  their  own  un- 
guided  rashness,  or  their  own  unguided  pusilla- 
nimity.   And  it  is  this  sheeplike  flock  who  have 
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no  direct  impressions,  no  spontaneous  delight, 
no  genuine  objection  or  self-confessed  neutral- 
ity in  relation  to  the  writers  become  classic,  —  it 
is  these  who  are  incapable  of  passing  a  genuine 
judgment  on  the  living.  Necessarily.  The 
susceptibility  they  have  kept  active  is  a  suscep- 
tibility to  their  own  reputation  for  passing  the 
right  judgment,  not  the  susceptibility  to  quali- 
ties in  the  object  of  judgment.  Who  learns 
to  discriminate  shades  of  colour  by  considering 
what  is  expected  of  him?  The  habit  of  expres- 
sing borrowed  judgments  stupefies  the  sensi- 
bilities, which  are  the  only  foundation  of  genuine 
judgments,  just  as  the  constant  reading  and 
retailing  of  results  from  other  men's  observa- 
tions through  the  microscope,  without  ever 
looking  through  the  lens  one's  self,  is  an  instruc- 
tion in  some  truths  and  some  prejudices,  but  is 
no  instruction  in  observant  susceptibility;  on 
the  contrarj^  it  breeds  a  habit  of  inward  seeing 
according  to  verbal  statement,  v/hich  dulls  the 
power  of  outward  seeing  according  to  visual 
evidence. 

On  this  subject,  as  on  so  many  others,  it  is 
difficult  to  strike  the  balance  between  the  edu- 
cational needs  of  passivity  or  receptivit3%  and  in- 
dependent selection.  We  should  learii  nothing 
without  the  tendency  to  implicit  acceptance ;  but 
there  must  clearly  be  a  limit  to  such  mental 
:?ubmission,  else  we  should  come  to  a  standstill. 
The  human  mind  would  be  no  better  than  a 
dried  specimen,  representing  an  unchangeable 
type.  When  the  assimilation  of  new  matter 
ceases,  decay  must  begin.  In  a  reasoned  self- 
restraining  deference  there  is  as  much  energy 
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as  in  rebellion ;  but  among  the  less  capable,  one 
must  admit  that  the  superior  energy  is  on  the 
side  of  the  rebels.  And  certainly  a  man  who 
dares  to  say  that  he  finds  an  eminent  classic 
feeble  here,  extravagant  there,  and  in  general 
overrated,  may  chance  to  give  an  opinion  which 
has  some  genuine  discrimination  in  it  concern- 
ing a  new  work  or  a  living  thinker,  —  an  opin- 
ion such  as  can  hardly  ever  be  got  from  the  re- 
puted judge  who  is  a  correct  echo  of  the  most 
approved  phrases  concerning  those  who  have 
been  already  canonized. 


Story-Telling 

What  is  the  best  way  of  telling  a  story? 
Since  the  standard  must  be  the  interest  of  the 
audience,  there  must  be  several  or  manj^  good 
ways  rather  than  one  best.  For  we  get  inter- 
ested in  the  stories  life  presents  to  us  through 
divers  orders  and  modes  of  presentation.  Very 
commonly  our  first  awakening  to  a  desire  of 
knowing  a  man's  past  or  future  comes  from  our 
seeing  him  as  a  stranger  in  some  unusual  or 
pathetic  or  humorous  situation,  or  manifesting 
some  remarkable  characterisics.  We  make  in- 
quiries in  consequence,  or  we  become  observant 
and  attentive  whenever  opportunities  of  know- 
ing more  may  happen  to  present  themselves 
without  our  search.  You  have  seen  a  refined 
face  among  the  prisoners  picking  tow  in  jail; 
you  afterwards  see  the  same  unforgetable  face 
in  a  pulpit :  he  must  be  of  dull  fibre  who  would 
not  care  to  know  more  about  a  life  which  showed 
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such  contrasts,  though  he  might  gather  his 
knowledge  in  a  fragmentary  and  unchronologi- 
cal  way. 

Again,  we  have  heard  much,  or  at  least  some- 
thing not  quite  common,  about  a  man  whom  we 
have  never  seen,  and  hence  we  look  round  Avith 
curiosity  when  we  are  told  that  he  is  present; 
whatever  he  says  or  does  before  us  is  charged 
with  a  meaning  due  to  our  previous  hearsay 
knowledge  about  him,  gathered  either  from 
dialogue  of  which  he  was  expressly  and  em- 
phatically the  subject,  or  from  incidental  re- 
mark, or  from  general  report  either  in  or  out  of 
print. 

These  indirect  ways  of  arriving  at  knowledge 
are  always  the  most  stirring  even  in  relation  to 
impersonal  subjects.  To  see  a  chemical  experi- 
ment gives  an  attractiveness  to  a  definition  of 
chemistry,  and  fills  it  with  a  significance  which 
it  would  never  have  had  without  the  pleasant 
shock  of  an  unusual  sequence,  such  as  the  trans- 
formation of  a  solid  into  gas,  and  vice  versa. 
To  see  a  word  for  the  first  time  either  as  substan- 
tive or  adjective  in  a  connection  where  we  care 
about  knowing  its  complete  meaning,  is  the  way 
to  vivify  its  meaning  in  our  recollection.  Curi- 
osity becomes  the  more  eager  from  the  incom- 
pleteness of  the  first  information.  Moreover,  it 
is  in  this  way  that  memory  works  in  its  inciden- 
tal revival  of  events;  some  salient  experience 
appears  in  inward  vision,  and  in  consequence 
the  antecedent  facts  are  retraced  from  what  is 
regarded  as  the  beginning  of  the  episode  in 
which  that  experience  made  a  more  or  less  strik- 
ingly memorable  part.    "  All!   I  remember  ad- 
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dressing  the  mob  from  the  hustings  at  West- 
minster, —  you  would  n't  have  thought  that  I 
could  ever  have  been  in  such  a  position.  Well, 
how  I  came  there  was  in  this  way;  "  and  then  fol- 
lows a  retrospective  narration. 

The  modes  of  telling  a  story  founded  on  these 
processes  of  outward  and  inward  life  derive 
their  effectiveness  from  the  superior  mastery 
of  images  and  pictures  in  grasping  the  attention, 
—  or,  one  might  say  with  more  fundamental  ac- 
curacy, from  the  fact  that  our  earliest,  strongest 
impressions,  our  most  intimate  convictions,  are 
simply  images  added  to  more  or  less  of  sensation. 
These  are  the  primitive  instruments  of  thought. 
Hence  it  is  not  surprising  that  early  poetry  took 
this  way,  —  telling  a  daring  deed,  a  glorious 
achievement,  without  caring  for  what  went  be- 
fore. The  desire  for  orderly  narration  is  a  later, 
more  reflective  birth.  The  presence  of  the  Jack 
in  the  box  affects  every  child :  it  is  the  more  re- 
flective lad,  the  miniature  philosopher,  who  wants 
to  know  how  he  got  there. 

The  only  stories  life  presents  to  us  in  an  or- 
derly way  are  those  of  our  autobiography,  or 
the  career  of  our  companions  from  our  childhood 
upwards,  or  perhaps  of  our  own  children.  But 
it  is  a  great  art  to  make  a  connected  strictly 
relevant  narrative  of  such  careers  as  we  can  re- 
count from  the  beginning.  In  these  cases  the 
sequence  of  associations  is  almost  sure  to  over- 
master the  sense  of  proportion.  Such  narratives 
ab  ovo  are  summer's-day  stories  for  happy 
loungers;  not  the  cup  of  self- forgetting  excite- 
ment to  the  busy  who  can  snatch  an  hour  of  en- 
tertainment. 
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But  the  simple  opening  of  a  story  with  a  date 
and  necessary  account  of  places  and  people, 
passing  on  quietly  towards  the  more  rousing 
elements  of  narrative  and  dramatic  presenta- 
tion, without  need  of  retrospect,  has  its  advan- 
tages, which  have  to  be  measured  by  the  nature 
of  the  story.  Spirited  narrative,  without  more 
than  a  touch  of  dialogue  here  and  there,  may  be 
ma-de  eminently  interesting,  and  is  suited  to  the 
novelette.  Examples  of  its  charm  are  seen  in 
the  short  tales  in  which  the  French  have  a  mas- 
tery never  reached  by  the  Enghsh,  who  usually 
demand  coarser  flavours  than  are  given  by  that 
delightful  gayety  which  is  well  described  by  La 
Fontaine  as  not  anything  that  provokes  fits  of 
laughter,  but  a  certain  charm,  an  agreeable 
mode  of  handling,  which  lends  attractiveness  to 
all  subjects,  even  the  most  serious.  And  it  is 
this  sort  of  gayetj^  which  plays  around  the  best 
French  novelettes.  But  the  opening  chapters 
of  the  "  Vicar  of  Wakefield  "  are  as  fine  as  any- 
thing that  can  be  done  in  this  way. 

Why  should  a  story  not  be  told  in  the  most 
irregular  fashion  that  an  author's  idiosyncrasy 
may  prompt,  provided  that  he  gives  us  what  we 
can  enjoy?  The  objections  to  Sterne's  wild  way 
of  telling  "  Tristram  Shandy  "  lie  more  solidly 
in  the  quahty  of  the  interrupting  matter  than  in 
the  fact  of  interruption.  The  dear  public  would 
do  well  to  reflect  that  they  are  often  bored  from 
the  want  of  flexibihty  in  their  own  minds.  They 
are  like  the  topers  of  "  one  liquor." 
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Historic  Imagination 

The  exercise  of  a  veracious  imagination  in 
historical  picturing  seems  to  be  capable  of  a 
development  that  might  help  the  judgment 
greatly  with  regard  to  present  and  future  events. 
By  veracious  imagination,  I  mean  the  working 
out  in  detail  of  the  various  steps  by  which  a 
political  or  social  change  was  reached,  using 
all  extant  evidence  and  supplying  deficiencies 
by  careful  analogical  creation.  How  trium- 
phant opinions  originally  spread;  how  institu- 
tions arose;  what  were  the  conditions  of  great 
inventions,  discoveries,  or  theoretic  conceptions ; 
what  circumstances  affecting  individual  lots  are 
attendant  on  the  decay  of  long-established  sys- 
tems, —  all  these  grand  elements  of  history  re- 
quire the  illumination  of  special  imaginative 
treatment.  But  effective  truth  in  this  applica- 
tion of  art  requires  freedom  from  the  vulgar 
coercion  of  conventional  plot,  which  is  become 
hardly  of  higher  influence  on  imaginative  repre- 
sentation than  a  detailed  "  order  "  for  a  picture 
sent  by  a  rich  grocer  to  an  eminent  painter,  — 
allotting  a  certain  portion  of  the  canvas  to  a  ru- 
ral scene,  another  to  a  fashionable  group,  with 
a  request  for  a  murder  in  the  middle  distance, 
and  a  little  comedy  to  relieve  it.  A  slight  ap- 
proximation to  the  veracious  glimpses  of  history 
artistically  presented,  which  I  am  indicating, 
but  applied  only  to  an  incident  of  contemporary 
life,  is  "  Un  Paquet  de  Lettres  "  by  Gustave 
Droz.  For  want  of  such  real,  minute  vision  of 
how  changes  come  about  in  the  past,  we  fall  into 
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ridiculously  inconsistent  estimates  of  actual 
movements,  condemning  in  the  present  what  we 
belaud  in  the  past,  and  pronouncing  impossible 
processes  that  have  been  repeated  again  and 
again  in  the  historical  preparation  of  the  very 
sj^stem  under  which  we  live.  A  false  kind  of 
idealization  dulls  our  perception  of  the  mean- 
ing in  words  when  they  relate  to  past  events 
which  have  had  a  glorious  issue ;  for  lack  of  com- 
parison no  warning  image  rises  to  check  scorn 
of  the  very  phrases  which  in  other  associations 
are  consecrated. 

Utopian  pictures  help  the  reception  of  ideas 
as  to  constructive  results,  but  hardly  so  much  as 
a  vivid  presentation  of  how  results  have  been  ac- 
tually brought  about,  especially  in  religious  and 
social  change.  And  there  is  the  pathos,  the  hero- 
ism, often  accompanying  the  decay  and  final 
struggle  of  old  systems,  which  has  not  had  its 
share  of  tragic  commemoration.  What  really 
took  place  in  and  around  Constantine  before, 
upon,  and  inmiediately  after  his  declared  conver- 
sion? Could  a  momentary  flash  be  thrown  on 
Eusebius  in  his  sayings  and  doings  as  an  ordi- 
nary man  in  bishop's  garments?  Or  on  Julian 
and  Libanius?  There  has  been  abundant  wTit- 
ing  on  such  great  turning-points,  but  not  such 
as  serves  to  instruct  the  imagination  in  true  com- 
parison. I  want  something  different  from  the 
abstract  treatment  which  belongs  to  grave  his- 
tory from  a  doctrinal  point  of  view,  and  some- 
thing different  from  the  schemed  picturesque- 
ness  of  ordinary  historical  fiction.  I  want  brief, 
severely  conscientious  reproductions,  in  their 
concrete  incidents,  of  pregnant  movements  in 
the  past. 
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Value  in  Originality 

The  supremacy  given  in  European  cultures 
to  the  literatures  of  Greece  and  Rome  has  had 
an  effect  almost  equal  to  that  of  a  common  reli- 
gion in  binding  the  Western  nations  together. 
It  is  foolish  to  be  forever  complaining  of  the 
consequent  uniformity,  as  if  there  were  an  end- 
less power  of  originality  in  the  human  mind. 
Great  and  precious  origination  must  always  be 
comparatively  rare,  and  can  only  exist  on  con- 
dition of  a  wide,  massive  uniformity.  When  a 
multitude  of  men  have  learned  to  use  the  same 
language  in  speech  and  writing,  then  and  then 
only  can  the  greatest  masters  of  language  arise. 
For  in  what  does  their  mastery  consist?  They 
use  words  which  are  already  a  familiar  medium 
of  understanding  and  sympathy  in  such  a  way 
as  greatly  to  enlarge  the  understanding  and 
sjTnpathy.  Originality  of  this  order  changes 
the  wild  grasses  into  world-feeding  grain. 
Idiosyncrasies  are  pepper  and  spices  of  question- 
able aroma. 


To  the  Prosaic  all  Things  are  Prosaic 

*'  Is  the  time  we  live  in  prosaic?  "  "  That  de- 
pends :  it  must  certainly  be  prosaic  to  one  whose 
mind  takes  a  prosaic  stand  in  contemplating  it." 
"  But  it  is  precisely  the  most  poetic  minds  that 
most  groan  over  the  vulgarity  of  the  present, 
its  degenerate  sensibility  to  beauty,  eagerness 
for  materialistic  explanation,  noisy  triviality." 
*'  Perhaps  they  would  have  had  the  same  com- 
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plaint  to  make  about  the  age  of  Elizabeth,  if, 
living  then,  they  had  fixed  their  attention  on  its 
more  sordid  elements,  or  had  been  subject  to  the 
grating  influence  of  its  every-day  meannesses, 
and  had  sought  refuge  from  them  in  the  contem- 
plation of  whatever  suited  their  taste  in  a  former 
age." 


-•'  "  Dear  Religious  hove  '* 

We  get  our  knowledge  of  perfect  Love  by 
glimpses  and  in  fragments  chiefly,  —  the  rarest 
only  among  us  knowing  what  it  is  to  worship 
and  caress,  reverence  and  cherish,  divide  our 
bread  and  mingle  our  thoughts  at  one  and  the 
same  time,  under  inspiration  of  the  same  object. 
Finest  aromas  will  so  often  leave  the  fruits  to 
which  they  are  native  and  cling  elsewhere,  leav- 
ing the  fruit  empty  of  all  but  its  coarser 
structure ! 


We  Make  our  Own  Precedents 

In  the  times  of  national  mixture,  when  mod- 
ern Europe  was,  as  one  may  say,  a-brewing,  it 
was  open  to  a  man  who  did  not  like  to  be  judged 
by  the  Roman  law  to  choose  which  of  certain 
other  codes  he  would  be  tried  by.  So,  in  our 
own  times,  they  who  openly  adopt  a  liigher  rule 
than  their  neighbours  do  thereby  make  act  of 
choice  as  to  the  laws  and  precedents  by  which 
they  shall  be  approved  or  condemned ;  and  thus 
it  may  happen  that  we  see  a  man  morally  pil- 
loried for  a  very  customary  deed,  and  yet  having 
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no  right  to  complain,  inasmuch  as  in  his  fore- 
going deUberative  course  of  life  he  had  referred 
himself  to  the  tribunal  of  those  higher  concep- 
tions, before  which  such  a  deed  is  without  ques- 
tion condemnable. 


Birth  of  Tolerance 

Tolerance  first  comes  through  equality  of 
struggle,  as  in  the  case  of  Arianism  and  Cathol- 
icism in  the  early  times,  —  Valens,  Eiastern  and 
Arian,  Valentinian,  Western  and  Catholic,  aUke 
publishing  edicts  of  tolerance;  or  it  comes  from 
a  common  need  of  relief  from  an  oppressive  pre- 
dominance, as  when  James  11.  pubhshed  his 
Act  of  Tolerance  towards  non-Anglicans,  being 
forced  into  liberality  towards  the  Dissenters  by 
the  need  to  get  it  for  the  Catholics.  Community 
of  interest  is  the  root  of  justice;  community  of 
suffering,  the  root  of  pity;  community  of  joy, 
the  root  of  love. 

Enveloped  in  a  common  mist,  we  seem  to 
walk  in  clearness  ourselves,  and  behold  only  the 
mist  that  enshrouds  others. 

Sympathetic  people  are  often  incommuni- 
cative about  themselves :  they  give  back  reflected 
images  which  hide  their  own  depths. 

The  pond  said  to  the  ocean,  "  Why  do  you 
rage  so  ?  The  wind  is  not  so  very  violent,  —  nay, 
it  is  already  fallen.  Look  at  me.  I  rose  into  no 
foaming  waves,  and  am  already  smooth  again." 

VOL.  IV. — 28 
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Felioj  Qui  Non  Potuit 

Many  feel  themselves  very  confidently  on 
safe  ground  when  they  say :  It  must  be  good  for 
man  to  know  the  Truth.  But  it  is  clearly  not 
good  for  a  particular  man  to  know  some  par- 
ticular truth,  as  irremediable  treachery  in  one 
whom  he  cherishes,  —  better  that  he  should  die 
without  knowing  it. 

Of  scientific  truth,  is  it  not  conceivable  that 
some  facts  as  to  the  tendency  of  things  affecting 
the  final  destination  of  the  race  might  be  more 
hurtful  when  they  had  entered  into  the  human 
consciousness  than  they  would  have  been  if  they 
had  remained  purely  external  in  their  activity  ? 


Divine  Grace  a  Real  Emanation 

There  is  no  such  thing  as  an  impotent  or 
neutral  deity,  if  the  deity  be  really  believed  in, 
and  contemplated  either  in  prayer  or  meditation. 
Every  object  of  thought  reacts  on  the  mind  that 
conceives  it,  still  more  on  that  which  habitually 
contemplates  it.  In  this  we  may  be  said  to 
solicit  help  from  a  generalization  or  abstraction. 
Wordsworth  had  this  truth  in  his  consciousness 
when  he  wrote  (in  the  Prelude) ,  — 

"  Nor  general  truths,  which  are  themselves  a  sort 
Of  elements  and  agents,  Under-powers, 
Subordinate  helpers  of  the  living  mind  "  — 

not  indeed  precisely  in  the  same  relation,  but 
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with  a  meaning  which  involves  that  wider  moral 
influence. 


*'''  A  Fine  Excess  "  —  Feeling  is  Energy 

One  can  hardly  insist  too  much,  in  the  present 
stage  of  thinking,  on  the  efficacy  of  feeling  in 
stimulating  to  ardent  co-operation,  quite  apart 
from  the  conviction  that  such  co-operation  is 
needed  for  the  achievement  of  the  end  in  view. 
Just  as  hatred  will  vent  itself  in  private  curses 
no  longer  believed  to  have  any  potency,  and  joy, 
in  private  singing  far  out  among  the  woods  and 
fields,  so  sympathetic  feeling  can  only  be  satis- 
fied by  joining  in  the  action  which  expresses  it, 
though  the  added  "Bravo!"  the  added  push, 
the  added  penny,  is  no  more  than  a  grain  of  dust 
on  a  rolling  mass.  When  students  take  the 
horses  out  of  a  political  hero's  carriage,  and  draw 
him  home  by  the  force  of  their  own  muscle,  the 
struggle  in  each  is  simply  to  draw  or  push,  with- 
out consideration  whether  his  place  would  not  be 
as  well  filled  by  somebody  else,  or  whether  his 
one  arm  be  really  needful  to  the  effect.  It  is 
under  the  same  inspiration  that  abundant  help 
rushes  towards  the  scene  of  a  fire,  rescuing  im- 
perilled lives,  and  labouring  with  generous 
rivalry  in  carrying  buckets.  So  the  old  blind 
King  John  of  Bohemia  at  the  battle  of  Crecy 
begged  his  vassals  to  lead  him  into  the  fight  that 
he  might  strike  a  good  blov,%  though  his  own 
stroke,  possibly  fatal  to  himself,  could  not  turn  by 
a  hair's  breadth  the  imperious  course  of  victory. 

The  question,  "Of  what  use  is  it  for  me  to 
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work  towards  an  end  confessedly  good?  "  comes 
from  that  sapless  kind  of  reasoning  which  is 
falsely  taken  for  a  sign  of  supreme  mental  ac- 
tivity, but  is  really  due  to  languor,  or  incapa- 
bility of  that  mental  grasp  which  makes  objects 
strongly  present,  and  to  a  lack  of  sympathetic 
emotion.  In  the  "  Spanish  Gypsy  "  Fedalma 
says,  — 

"  The  grandest  death !   to  die  in  vain  —  for  Love 
Greater  than  sways  the  forces  of  the  world;" 

referring  to  the  image  of  the  disciples  throwing 
themselves,  consciously  in  vain,  on  the  Roman 
spears.  I  really  believe  and  mean  this  —  not  as 
a  rule  of  general  action,  but  as  a  possible  grand 
instance  of  determining  energy  in  human  sym- 
pathy, which  even  in  particular  cases,  where  it 
has  only  a  magnificent  futility,  is  more  adorable, 
or  as  we  say  divine,  than  unpitying  force,  or  than 
a  prudent  calculation  of  results.  Perhaps  it  is 
an  implicit  joy  in  the  resources  of  our  human 
nature  which  has  stimulated  admiration  for  acts 
of  self-sacrifice  which  are  vain  as  to  their  im- 
mediate end.  JNIarcus  Curtius  was  probably  not 
imagined  as  concluding  to  himself  that  he  and 
his  horse  would  so  fill  up  the  gap  as  to  make  a 
smooth  terra  firma.  The  impulse  and  act  made 
the  heroism,  not  the  correctness  of  adaptation. 
No  doubt  the  passionate  inspiration  which 
prompts  and  sustains  a  course  of  self-sacrificing 
labour  in  the  light  of  soberly  estimated  results 
gathers  the  highest  title  to  our  veneration,  and 
makes  the  supreme  heroism.  But  the  generous 
leap  of  impulse  is  needed  too,  to  swell  the  flood 
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of  sympathy  in  us  beholders,  that  we  may  not 
fall  completely  under  the  mastery  of  calculation, 
which  in  its  turn  may  fail  of  ends  for  want  of 
energy  got  from  ardour.  We  have  need  to 
keep  the  sluices  open  for  possible  influxes  of  the 
rarer  sort. 


THE   END 
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